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DEAR ENEMY

Stone Gate, Worcester,

Massachusetts,

December 27.

Dear Judy:

Your letter is here. I have read it twice, and with

amazement. Do I understand that Jervis has given

you, for a Christmas present, the making over of the

John Grier Home into a model institution, and that

you have chosen me to disburse the money ? Me— I,

Sallie McBride, the head of an orphan-asylum I My
poor people, have you lost your senses, or have you
become addicted to the use of opium, and is this the

raving of two fevered imaginations? I am exactly

as well fitted to take care of one hundred children

as to become the curator of a zoo.

And you offer as bait an interesting Scotch doctor?
My dear Judy,— likewise my dear Jervis,— ! see
through you I I know exactly the kind of family con-
ference that has been held about the Pendleton fire-

side.



4 DEAR ENEMY

her m charge „f fte J„h„ Grier Home."
*"*

On fte «« ?r "" ^, '""»• »» » I w". therel

PoMcZ tul Irr^'' <*) *« '»" 'deals of

women JSd
'"°"'' """^ "™^ *at soci«y

<.e^.no'ter:ri;trt"err ^ "^'^ "'^ *»<'»

Worcester I have b«. Z!^" "" *"'' ''"'™ «o

reading poe.nfwi,^,'?"''"*^T *"""°°" » *«*

peai^ ^ '''• '"^'° purposeless as it ap-



DEAR ENEMY
5

lum's point of view. Have you no pity for those
poor defenseless little orphan children?

I have, if you have n't, and I respectfully decline the
position which you offer.

I shall be charmed, however, to accept your invita-
tion to visit you in New York, though I must acknowl-
edge that I am not very excited over the list of gaieties
you have planned.

Please substitute for the New York Orphanage and
the Foundling Hospital a few theaters and operas and
a dinner or so. I have two new evening gowns and a
blue and gold coat with a white fur collar.

I dash to pack them; so telegraph fast if you don't
wish to see me for myself alone, but only as a succes-
sor to Mrs. Lippett.

Yours as ever.

Entirely frivolous.

And intending to remain so,

Sallie McBride.

F.S. Your invitation is especially seasonable. A
charming young politician named Gordon Hallock is
to be in New York next week. I am sure you will
like him when you know him better.
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St SIfWt ft«.' KV® f. ^«»^ fi^fc .^

I ask you again, have you both gone mad?



The John Grier Home,

Dear Judy:
^'^"^ '^'

We arrived in a snow-storm at eleven last night.
Singapore and Jane and I. It does not appear to be
customaiy for superintendents of orphan-asylums to
bnng with them personal maids and Chinese chows.
The night-watchman and house-keeper, who had waited
up to receive me, were thrown into an awful flutter.
They had never seen the like of Sing, and thought
that I was introducing a wolf into the fold. I re-
assured them as to his dogginess; and the watchman,
after studying his black tongue, ventured a witticism.
He wanted to know if I fed him on huckleberry

It was difficult to find accommodations for my
family. Poor Sing was dragged off whimpering to
a strange woodshed, and given a piece of burlap. Jane
did not fare much better. There was not an extra bedm the building, barring a five-foot crib in the hospital
room. She, as you know, approaches six. We tucked
her m, and she spent the night folded up like a jack-
knife. She has limped about to-day. looking like a

7
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DEAR ENEMY

to the pawntU fir^jje i„ Worcester
^^

but if I ^Z^X.ZJTr*^'^^"''--
not «iiri. *!,,* T

* °"' ^^r me, I am

welconjl am^f^'
"' "'• '"" -*" <" - ve^

pris made in .^ l,Z>^fZ LTh^^^f?
"*"•

that they do not i»t bath. • T* " ^PP""
thev mi, ,. » u .""'—J"'* face-washes,— but

pwui. I rose and dressed and exoIorcH » k;*

dining-room. Horror nilTd^n i
' "^"^^^ *^^



DEAR ENEMY g
vide" I The trustee who added that last touch must
possess a grim sense of humor.

world so entirely ugly; and when I saw those rows

whnl !!• ,^J^'
^''^^^''' Wue-uniformed children, theWhole dismal business suddenly struck me with suchashock that I almost collapsed. It seemed like an

unachievable goal for one person to bring sunshine
to one hundred little faces when what they need is amother apiece.

I plunged into this thing lightly enough, partly be-

ttink. because that scurrilous Gordon Hallock laughed
so uproanously at the idea of n,y being able to maL^
And ft«, of course after I began «ading up on the sul^

1^ and visifng all those sevente«, institutions. I got«c,ted over orphans, and wanted to put my own id«smto practice But now I 'n, aghast at finding myself

hllt4IVr * """^^ undertaking. The future
hralft and happiness of a hundred human beings lie in

fthf.-'. . "If
*°"'*"'' grandchildren. TheUung s geometncally progressive. It's awful. Whoam I to undertake this job? Look, oh, look for an-other supermtendent!

Jane says dinner 's ready. Having eaten two of
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Later.

DEAR ENEMY

„„3J* '*^^ '™*'°" ""* "<• •!*»<*, with tapioca^d»g for ^n; what the childr« h«J IK
I ftarted to tdl you about my first oflicial speech ath«^fast,h.s morning. It d«d. with all theCj!ful new chanps that are to come to the John Gn>rHome through the g«,erosity of Mr. JJis P„Sl

P«^^on^e dear "Aunt Judy" of every little b<^

Hease don't object to my featuring the Pendletonfcm% so promineriUy. I did it for ^litical ™,^™ T^K
:'^«-^« ot the institution was^l .J^*" !* * ^"^ <Wortunity to emphasize

st^r f k' ^' *•" "^"^ innovations come

abte frli!,"""
""<'''»««"' »" »» o«t of my excit-

The children stopped eating and stared. The con-^.cuous color of .y hair and the frivolous tilt^fmy n<»e are evidently new attributes in a superintend-ent My colleagues also showed plainly that they

ZJl^^- J "'*"' *«" J'^'' wonderful&otch doctor yrt, but I assure you that he wffl have tobe v,ry wonderful to make up for the rest of tl^e«

Sh 'T^'fl
*• kindergarten teacher. SSna,.h and I chshed early on the subject of fresh air-



DEAR ENEMY „
fc^tl intend to get rid of this dreadful institution
«neu, ,f I freeze every child into a little ice statue.

ord^rlrf tilT ^*
'"""^' 'P^'^^S' ^owy afternoon, Iordered that dungeon of a playroom closed and tiiechildren out of doors.

imi'nfw*
' '^\''"' "* °"*'" ^ ^«*'^ °°« «»«" urching^bhng as he struggled into a two-years-too-smaU

thel^cLh""^^^
''^ *^"* ** y"^' »" humped inAeir doth^, waitmg patiently to be allowed to come

£lk TV ^"?"*?^ °' '^^"*^"«^ °' ^°^*ting or snow-

toilay
These children don't know how

Still later.

fftem^ T ^
^"^^' '^""'" h°'-^»'»' battles thil

TJn^ i;^dT ""? ^°^^^ ^^"^^*^ ^^ Padded
quilts. And the windows are wide open in the babies'don^to,^ Those poor little tots arf^oingto^'y
^e^perfectly new sensation of being able to breathe a^

hJt''Vu ^ """""^ "^^^^ ^ ^^t t° «"«nWe about,but It s half-past ten, and Jane says I Just go to bed

Yours in command,

p.s.

Sallie McBride.
Before turning in, I tiptoed through the corridor
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J^!?**?/" w?*^ *" ^" "^8^^' •«<* what do you think

going to discharge that woman
Jane takes the pen from my hand.

Good night.



The John GtiiR Home,

Dea^Judyl
February «>.

Dr. Robin MacRae called this afternoon to make
the acquaintance of the new superintendent. Please
mvi e him to dinner upon the occasion of his next visit
to New York, and see for yourself what your husband
has done. Jervis grossly misrepresented the factswhen he led me to beUeve that one of the chief advan-
tages of my position would be the daily intercourse
with a man of Dr. MacRae's polish and brilliancy and
scholarhness and charm.
He is tall and thinnish, with sandy hair and cold

gray eyes. During the hour he spent in my society
(and I was very sprightly) no shadow of a smile somuch as lightened the straight line of his mouth. Can

Ae mat er with the man? Has he committed some
mnorseful cnme or is his taciturnity due merely to
his natural Scotchness? He's as companionable asa granite tombstone I

Incidentally, our doctor didn't like me any more^an I hked him. He thinks I 'm frivolous and^W
sequential, and totaUy unfitted for this position of

13
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^^^7i^^J:^'. '^ from
I

In *e natter „*™ wmoved.

««.,«WI. of inwit^Sl^J^^r"?"-**""
while I lighUy deplored .hi 2f

'''»*«•«"« childi,

l«*»fl. «n4 oi^^*' ""coming coiffure tt

"* becoming or nJtwhTA^"""*" their «,
••°™** 'WeahoiiitXl"? •'^* » *«'
«** I*»'t«.h^^,M^r""™'»»tti

«?«t M irregahr Inch lZ« ,1 ."^ *'"»' P«ti-

cheerful Md warm «,d h^te^f",?'
'«""«• •«

«.<n. for
Je ne. .up«JSt '""" " ""*'

I don't believe I couUlJ^^T^^^{ "» "y'""-
who, judging from tlie ^1^^ "^

*i*
** "W d'Wor,

fcft helrind. knew „ muc^'Slh" "^ *" *»' *«
surgeon. " *'^' hab.es as a veterinary
In tlie nutter of asvlnm -•asylum efquette, the entire staff
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DEAR ENEMY 15

undertaken ray education. Even the cook this
jrning told me firmly that the John Grier Home

IS corn-meal mush on Wednesday nights.
Are you searching hard for another superintendent?

•11 stay until she comes, but please find her fast

Yours,

With my mind made up,

Saxxie McBudb.



Sup't's Office,

John Griek Home,

Dear Gordon: February 27

ad^^rC-! '"'I*'
'*^*'* I "o-Jdn't take yc

driven, but ^^tlie^a: w? "i ^"*'
«*'«

obnoxiously insistent Tflf uu *'' ^^^ l*" '«

and been L^ a^ .^
'^^.^^' listened sweetl

have spent thr^a., five rf"'
' '"""^ »"'«« that

You were nl Irf r
^^' " "P"""? °" q"am

I handso^e^l^tw^'f,Tf ""' " ^^ »
this present predicamenTfIti, • i ?" "™"«' *«>'

(almost alwavsHv '

;
"

'!!
** '"*"" "« g-id*

woman mZair ^ ^ ""' J'"'^"*"'- Could an.

The r^ f- .
™"P'"S retraction than that '

'

The P>ace'is~''w„'rca^!,^Sr"^ r^i-tion.
and dismal and Lielly itTw !

" /°" ^°'^ ^"^"y

blue-uniformed, doulfat. k^T"'''""'.'"™ '«'«»;

the sliKhtest resemblSce t?llma„Ttf
*'* '"™"''

dredpeopleTCS^^-^'^st^^^'o-hun.
16



DEAR ENEMY 17

The asylum not only has to be made over, but every
Wld as well, and it 's too herculean a task for such a
elfish, luxurious, and lazy person as Sallie McBride
^ver to have undertaken. I 'm resigning the very first

noment that Judy can find a suitable successor; but
piat, I fear, will not be immediately. She has gone
Sflf South, leaving me stranded; and of course, after
iaving promised, I can't simply abandon her asylum.
But in the meantime I assure you that I 'm homesick.
Write me a cheering letter, and send a flower to

brighten my private drawing-room. I inherited it,

furnished, from Mrs. Lippett. The wall is covered
/ith a tapestry paper in brown and red; the furniture

lis electric-blue plush, except the center-table, which is
Igilt. Green predominates in the carpet. If you pre-
sented some pink rosebuds, they would complete the
[color scheme.

I really was obnoxious that last evening, but you
[are avenged.

Remorsefully yours,

Salue McBride.

P.S. You need n't have been so grumpy about the
bcotch doctor. The man is everything dour that the
word « Scotch " implies. I detest him on sight, and
he detests me. Oh, we 're going to have a sweet time
workmg together!
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The John Grier Home,

February 22.
fy dear Gordon:

Your vigorous and expensive message is here. I
low hat you have plenty of money, but that is no

reason why you should waste it so frivolously. When
you feel so bursting with talk that only a hundred-
vord telegram will relieve an explosion, at least turn

Bt into a night lettergram. My orphans can use the
'"loney if you don't need it.

Also, my dear sir, please use a trifle of common
j sense. Of course I can't chuck the asylum in the
[casual manner you suggest. It would n't be fair to
IJudy and Jervis. If you will pardon the statement,
they have been my friends for many more years than
jyou, and I have no intention of letting them go hang.
11 came up here in a spirit of— well, say adventure,
land I must see the venture through. You would n't
like me if I were a short sport. This doesn't mean,
[however, that I am sentencing myself for life; I am
mtending to resign just as soon as the opportunity

i comes. But really I ought to feel somewhat gratified
that the Pendletons were willing to trust me with such
a responsible post. Though you, my dear sir, do not
suspect It, I possess considerable executive ability, and

19
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I!:!

|i!<

more common seme than i, viaWe on the n,rf«

I could make the rippingest superintendent tlT a.HI orphans ever had.

,Ji'f'^y'^*^i^tb»f>fmnyi It's true. Tadand Jer«s know it, and ti»t 's why they adced „LCOTt So you see, when they have shown so m„cconfidence m me, I can't throw them over in quite t^unceremomous fashion you suggest. So long as

hS. 1
^'"" '° accomplish every twenty-fou

But m th* meantime please don't wash your hand.

sick"';t"^fr ''"
'°° """^ *° •>« '^°--

tinlT. r "•'! '""'"' °«'" ''»"«' a"<i the goodt™« that by nghts are mine? I frequently aereewith your opinion of my sanity
^ ^

fus!"' Y^
"""'

m'">^^ ^°" •* ™Wng such a

WoLIr i.,T "' ^ r'"^ "« ™ »y case.Worcester ,s qmte as far from Washington as the

»mfortTha?T "^i ' ""' "<"'• '" 3^' "«^

WorcesterLT ^ . ° '*"'"* «<• ^'"- '"
Worcester there are several. Therefore, most difficult
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>f men, please be appeased. I did n't come entirely to

pite you. I wanted an adventure in life, and, oh
lear I oh dear ! I 'm having it 1

Please write soon, and cheer me up.

Yours in sackcloth,

Sallib.
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The John Grier Homi

Dear Judy: February 24

You tell Jervis that I am not hasty at fnm,,- •

ments. I have a sw#.pf o
^ forming ju<

and I like eve^tody "L'rkT"""'"" «"«

«I«tnc.bl„. chairs, iidThL°r/' *""• ""«"
enjoy the harmony H, „ f °"'" ^osite
colored home^n'^wirtlr."?'*"' '" » """ta"
of yellow iri .rCv* a "^Lh

^'^ "^ * 8'"

lated to add life to a d,% « ? u*" '"'^'"'•« " <^
and a red tie wTth tf, T """"" ^'P'* ^°*
picture. QeaVtrr,?'" ?"' """P'"'" «"'

goingtobeofmuch'^^slt^n"^"" °, * "''^" '» "«
tone of this estabJilhX

"""'"'^ "" *' "*««'

•" this institution X t::^^, '"r,
»?""•"'*«'

ask. are the duties ntl, ^ "^""^ **»«• "ay I

a %«^eheadtt ; rsTX"*V ''
^"i'

'""•^^

'' « up wi. the bonnets^^i^ra^Mt^^r^
I am,

Indignantly yours,

Sallie.



)ear Dr. MacRae:

The John Gribr Homb,

Monday.

I am sending this note by Sadie Kate, as it seems
iimpossible to reach you by telei^one. Is the person
iwho calls herself Mrs. McGur-rk and hangs up in the
Imiddle of a sentence your housekeeper? If she an-
Iswers the telephone often, I don't see how your patients

[have any patience left.

As you did not come this morning, per agreement,
[and the painters did come, I was fain to choose a
cheerful com colrr to be placed upon the walls of your

I

new laboratory room. I trust there is nothing un-
' hygienic about com cotor.

Also, if you can spare a moment this aftemoon,
kindly motor yourself to Dr. Brice's on Water Street
and look at the dentist's chair and appurtenances which
are to be had at half-price. If all of the pleasant para-
phemalia of his profession were here,— in a comer of
your laboratory,— Dr. Brice could finish his in new
patients with much more despatch than if we had
to transport them separately to Water Street. Don't
you think that 's a useful idea? It came to me in the
middle of the night, but as I never happened to buy a
dentist's chair before, I 'd appreciate some professional
advice.

Yours truly,

S. McBride.
23
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The Johk Gmer Home,

Dear luiy: March i.

Do stop sending me telegrams t

"»° .°5^^i!r" ?i'"r *° "»" -'^''.

you ever haS' """ *" *« "8>^«« correspondent

ThtgsTvf^r,^'. *?"•:' '*• «•«' I wrote?

and are ^Tj.TZ^^lT'l "'T^"^-
I like him less Md I,.7 L. ^ " ''"S«"'' <'«P«'>s-

worlcing hi^' And 4. "' ^^' '''='"«' » «>« <>*

*ought^I"-,X?ener;X:°Jt«t
'h'"'^'

-«.-saS:o:cCat^rrtS"X--
24
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ibies; that is, he understands their physiological as-

ects. He has n't any more feeling for them person-

lUy than for so many frogs that he might happen to

dissecting.

Do you remember Jervis's holding forth one eve-

y'mg for an hour or so about our doctor's beautiful

tiumanitarian ideals? Cest d rire! The man merely

regards the J. G. H. as his own private laboratory,

[where he can try out scientific experiments with no
loving parents to object. I should n't be surprised any
Iday to find him introducing scarlet fever cultures into

[the babies' porridge in order to test a newly invented

[serum.

Of the house staff, the only two who strike me
las really efficient arc the primary teacher and the fur-

nace man. You should see how the children run to

[meet Miss Matthews and beg for caresses, and how
painstakingly polite they are to the other teachers.

[Children are quick to size up character. I shall be
(very embarrassed if they are too polite to me.

Just as soon as I get my bearings a little, and know

I

exactly what we need, I am going to accomplish some
wide-spread discharging. I should like to begin with
'Miss Snaith; but I discover that she is the niece of
' one of our most generous trustees, and is n't exactly
dischargeaMe. She 's a vague, chinless, pale-eyed crea-

ture, who talks through her nose and breathes through
her mouth. She can't say anything decisively and
then stop; her sentences all trail off into incoherent
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anyway, even if I rw. j?^ ^^ '*° 'o fi*«' I

of the fact
'^"°" *'*°"« her being ,w,

to nonage STe'Vnrga'^^nh^Z'r*^ *
brown eyes. Mice a cow^anS' ™S. .

^- ««"*

» Just nineteen), wd the K,? ."'^ "'•™"" (»'

head of the'nurse^^t ^'"" '°'" her. At t)

".Od-e-a:;:^ :S wK'^^""^- Tk"'"^and has a hand wifh hi- ^^ *^* °^ *»««• ow
her; yon .^ heTn^fr Sh^L^lT- *" "^

our d«.or-s basic'^LtrX::^*^^^"" *°

times leave me coIH tk*
i"^«»vais, stiu, they some-

"gand chu™LtnVm?„r H "^' ''"P' '*"™-

enough love and war^fh" J*
"' "?" '^"" ' ««' "stil

httle lives' And Tarn ^V""*"'"*'' '*»« Wealc

science will accomplLhThat '"" *"' "" ^°^'

•'U
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One of our most pressing inteUigent needs just now
to get our records into coherent form. The books
ive been most outrageously unkept. Mrs. Lippett
Id a big black account-book into which she jumbled

^ny facts that happened to drift her way as to the chil-

Ircn's family, their conduct, and tl.dr health; but for
vteks at a time she did n't trouble to make an entry.

Jf
any adopting family wants to know a child's parent-

gt, half the time we can't even tell where we got the
^ildt

" Where did you come from, baby dear ? "

" The blue sky opened, and I am here,"

Is an exact description of their arrival.

We need a field worker to travel about the country
wd pick up all tl hereditary statistics she can about
Dur chicks. It wiJ be an easy matter, as most of them
liave relatives. What do you think of Janet Ware
for the job? You remember what a shark she was in
-conomics; she simply battened on tables and charts
id surveys.

I have also to inform you that the John Grier Home
is undergoing a very searching physical examination,
tnd It IS the shocking truth that out of the twenty-
eight poor little rats so far examined only five are up

jto specification. And the five have not been here
(long.

Do you remember the ugly green reception-room on
fthe first floor? I have removed as much of its green-
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^ "if^u-
•"' 1'*^ '• "P « th, doctor.. Ub,wry. It contains scales and dniM .«^ .

and nickel-plaie) Th!*T,.P"*'*"*'' ^'»''* «"«'

UDon...«- /
\^^' dnWing-machine is lookupon as an infernal eneine anH r «. - j * .

»ter for instituting it B.?. t r !" *"'*™*^ ""'

took up ,„ hoar of n,^*.^ ? '1''"*"' ^"""<""

them, or the deluge oftater Y, J
°"" '" "P""

laths a week ,nT. *"' '''°™f >" two

andV f^«.« "aZsX^^ '"^ "-<^"
sewn. ' "^ "" 8<""8 «» get

But at ..as. I have started one most popular reform.

'ill
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if

Pendleton for nece,.,,
'**"'•* ^ro™ Mi

they stapVca«"/^!r^ "'J.'^'''
'""^ '«-"«»™- B/ ouxipiy ca« / get over the feelincr fV,^* * • .

.

extravagance to f«d theseS *"' "'""

at the m,nd thatUld ZT. '""i
"* »»'«™'

Boiled potatoes

Boiled rice

Blanc mange

It 's a wonder to me that fh. /.u-ij

2« tHan one hnnd„d*:Ld"'.rL?.r:i

S. McB.

iiki^



The John Grier vIome,

£-aturday.

)ear Judy:

Dr. Robin MacRae and I fought another battle yes-

^rday over a very trivial matter (in which I was
jht), and since then I have adopted for our doctor a
ecial pet name. '* Good morning, Enemy !

" was my
l-eeting to-day, at which he was quite solemnly an-
Dyed. He says he does not wish to be regarded as
enemy. He is not in the least antagonistic— so

[)ng as I mold my policy upon his wishes

!

We have two new children, Isador Gutschneider and
lax Yog, given to us by the Baptist Ladies' Aid So-
iety. Where on eaxth do you suppose those children
|icked up such a religion ? I did n't want to take them.
It the poor ladies were very persuasive, and they pay
le princely sum of four dollars and fifty cents per

SI
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You Itnow ,fs very embarrassing not to be ableto remember offhand how laree vour f»Ji. • u

Monday,

now 1 seem to have a free evening ahead, so I will

could never ,eam them, they lookedtho^fefJ
?o™, M ""T' "'* *»« ""^Peakabirug^u™

/h .^M
"^ "''"'* •'°»'' """ •»* that you wantthe children put into new clothes immediately ?Wyou do

;
you Ve already told me five times In ^, '

Csides ' '^
"' "'°'* '™'»^' *>»» iheir

There is no doubt about it -orphans in the massdo not appeal to me. I am beginning to be afraldZ
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this famous mother instinct which we hear so much
about was left out of my character. Children as chil-

dren are dirty, spitty little things, and their noses all

need wiping. Here and there I pick out a naughty, mis-
chievous little one that awakens a flicker of interest;
but for the most part they are just a composite blur of
white face and blue check.

With one exception, though. Sadie Kate Kilcoyne
emerged from the mass the first day, and bids fair
to stay out for all time. She is my special little errand
girl, and she furnishes me with all my daily amuse-
ment. No piece of mischief has been launched in this
institution for the last eight years that did not origi-
nate in her abnormal brain. This young person has,
to^ me, a most unusual history, though I understand
it's common enough in foundling circles. She was
discovered eleven years ago on the bottom step of a
Thirty-ninth Street house, asleep in a pasteboard box
labeled, " Altman & Co."

" Sadie Kate Kilcoyne, aged five weeks. Be kind
to her," was neatly printed on the cover.
The policeman who picked her up took her to Belle-

vue, where the foundlings are pronounced, in the order
of their arrival, "Catholic, Protestant, Catholic,
Protestant," with perfect impartiality. Our Sadie
Kate, despite her name and blue Irish eyes, was made
a Protestant. And here she is growing Irisher and
Irisher every day, but, true to her christening, protest-
ing loudly against every detail of life.
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hi I

mischief; she is as active a« a *•«.;-, j .

~cup,.s pages in .he Doomsday Book. -^"tT^

bed, and crackers L supT^>
*' ""•"«"" '•«« '

It seems that Maeeie Geer fiff-^ -.i.

SI """"^ ""^ "«^'« °f Sadie Kate'!

There are a miUion subjects that T «,.«»,* *
with the president about iXiu-!^ * *° '^°"'"'*

;* T j'j ^"""1 lo piay. it would serve vou ricrlit.(I d,d everything wrong. While you «e tav2.

riffhts are vn,,rc j
T^ "^ babies that byngnis are yours— and be grateful.

I remain (for a limited time).

S. McBride,

iii*ki



Sup't John Grier Home.
har Enemy:

I am sending herewith (under separate cover)
Sammy Speir, who got mislaid when you paid your
loming visit. Miss Snaith brought him to light after

irou had gone. Please scrutinize his thumb. I never
iw a felon, but I have diagnosed it as such.

Yours truly,

S. McBride,

35
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Dear Judy:

Sup't John Grier Home,
March 6.

I don't know yet whether the children are going to

so popular as Singapore ever entered these gatesEvery afternoon three boys who have been perfect i„de^rtment are allowed to brush and comb L, whithree other good boys may serve him with fo^d and
36
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Irink. But every Saturday morning the climax of the
ireek is reached, when three superlatively good boys
kve him a nice lathery bath with hot water and flea

3ap. The privilege of serving as Singapore's valet

going to be the only incentive I shall need for main-
lining discipline.

But is n't it pathetically unnatural for these young-
ters to be living in the country and never owning a
Et ? Especially when they, of all children, do so need
jmething to love. I am going to manage pets for
hem somehow, if I have to spend our new endowment
3r a menagerie. Could n't you bring back some baby

llHgators and a pelican ? Anything alive will be grate-
plly received.

This should by rights be my first " Trustees' Day."
am deeply grateful to Je As for arranging a simple

business meeting in New York, as we are not yet on
Ijress parade up here; but we are hoping by the first

Wednesday in April to have something visible to show.
If all of the doctor's ideas, and a few of my own, get
^emselves materialized, our trustees will open their
yes a bit when we show them about.

I have just made out a chart for next week's meals,
id posted it in the kitchen in the sight of an aggrieved
5ok. Variety is a word hitherto not found in the
icicon of the J. G. H. You would never dream all

^ the delightful surprises we are going to have : brown
ead, com pone, graham muffins, samp, rice pudding

irith lots of raisins, thick vegetable soup, macaroni
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W. have a new worker, a ge^ofTworice?

th.^.r'',r""'*' ^'y K'"<''^. IP^O? She le

m^Ji .
'"' "" "»» P«»W"« of drii^t cs I !

here' I '.^J^^^'^^y^^^'^^ iron

tary, and somehow I must manage to feL h.,manenUy She's the most nseful^^'Te^'^^

.^shemi,htsta.r":e^,;r:CSX.'

m



DEAR ENEMY 39

I After

icture of

ipable of

esc silly

7 sleeve.
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clothes.
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loming

ler, she

s

the likes to tx independent of her family, as do all

f us in these degenerate times.

In my growing zeal for cataloguing people, I should
Ike to get our doctor tabulated. If Jervis knows any
[ossip about him, write it to me, pU?.sc; the worse,
be better. He called yesterday to lance a felon on
lammy Speir's thumb, then ascended to my electric-

lue parlor to give instructions as to the dressing of
lumbs. The duties of a superintendent are manifold.
It was just tea-time, so I casually asked him to stay,

id he did! Not for the pleasure of my society,

lo, indeed,— but because Jane appeared at the moment
fith a plate of toasted muffins. He hadn't had any

'puncheon, it seems, and dinner was a long way ahead,
petween muffins (he ate the whole plateful) he saw fit

|to interrogate me as to my preparedness for this posi-
tion. Had I studied biology in college? How far
lad I gone in chemistry ? What did I know of sociol-
ogy ? Had I visited that model institution at Has-
ings?

To all of which I responded aflfably and openly,
hen I permitted myself a question or two: just what
)rt of youthful training had been required to produce

luch a model of logic, accuracy, dignity, and common
lense as I saw sitting before me ? Through persistem
>rodding I elicited a few forlorn facts, but all quite
•espectable. You 'd think, from his reticence, there 'd
leen a hanging in the family. The MacRae pire was
-^m m Scotland, and came to the States to occupy a
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1 a M^S.h,
'"

f:^-''^^^'
His gra^otl^was a MUchlan of Strathlachan (I am sure si

Zt rS*"^^!*^'
*"' ^'» ^«^«^<>"» were s^y

the Hielands a-chasing the deer
So much could I gather ; so much, and no more. Te

i ,

*^' 'T^ *^°"'P *^"* »"y enemy— somethin
scandalous by preference.

someinm

Why. if he is such an awfully efficient person dw

thinlTn'r^H "
*''^ ""°*^ ^°^^«^^? You wou"thmk an up-ands:ommg scientific man would want ;

hospital at one elbow and a morgue at the other Ar

in;z^r^^;:^:^---^^^outte^^^

Yours as usual,

Salue.

P.S. I am relieved on one point. Dr. MacRaedoes not pick out his own clothes He leaves a^rsuchun^s^tial tHfies to his housekeeper, M^ t^^
Again, and irrevocably, good-byl

nil

i5|.|
i!

j i



'>ear Gordon:

The John Griek Homb,

Wednesday.

Your roses and your letter cheered me for an entire

loming, and it 's the first time I 've approached cheer-

fulness since the fourteenth of February, when I waved
food-by to Worcester.

Words can't tell you how monotonously oppressive
le daily round of institution life gets to be. The only
glimmer in the whole dull affair is the fact that Betsy
JKindred spends four days a week with us. Betsy
ind I were in college together, and we do occasionally
'nd something funny to laugh about.

Yesterday we were having tea in my hideous parlor
vhen we suddenly determined to revolt against so much
innecessary ugliness. We called in six sturdy and de-
ptructive orphans, a step-ladder, and a bucket of hot
irater, and in two hours had every vestige of that tapes-
try paper off those walls. You can't imagine what
fun it is ripping paper off walls.

Two paper-hangers are at work this moment hang-

ing the best that our village affords, while a German
jpholsterer is on his knees measuring my chairs for
chintz slip-covers that will hide every inch of their

[plush upholstery.
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I-r^*^''f*~™*^ Thi.do« n't mean UI m prepinnr to tpcnd my life in the uylum.
mean, only ttat I 'm prepring . cheerful welc^ (

I find It, becuM I don't wuit to cloud Florid.: bwhen she return, to New York the will find my offici
r...gn.t,on w.itin, to meet her in the front S

I would write you a long letter in grateful p.yme,

a fight under the window. I dad, to .eparate them

Yours as ever,

I S. McB.

m .

.

i.i



Thb John Gribr Home,

March 8.

.y dear Judy:

^
I myself have bestowed a little present upon the John

Jrier Home— the refurnishing of the superintendent's
Irivate parlor. I saw the first night here that neither
nor any future occupant could be happy with Mrs.

-ippett's electric plush. You see. I am planning to
Take my successor contented and willing to stay.
Betsy Kindred assisted in the rehabilitation oif the

-ippett's chamber of horrors, and between us we have
created a symphony in dull blue and gold. Really and
^ly, it 's one of the loveliest rooms you 've ever seen

;

tie sight of it will be an artistic education to any
orphan. New paper on the wall, new rugs on the floor
[my own prized Persians expressed from Worcester
^y an expostulating family). New casement curtains
It my three windows, revealing a wide and charming
hew. hitherto hidden by Nottingham lace. A new big
•able, some lamps and books and a picture or so, and
real open fire. She had closed the fireplace because
let in air.

I never realized what a difFerence artistic surround-
igs make m the peace of one's soul. I sat last night

43
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old fender, and purred with contentmoit AnH I
sure you it '. the first purr that ha, ^mTiro^^ismce she entered the gates of the John Gri^^e
IS the shghtest of our needs. The children's oriv

ZT **«""« «=»»<'al. but no more shod^i,than our hideous dining-room or our unventilateS^
mitones or our tubless lavatories

can ever afford to bum down this smelly old origin

em cottages? I cannot contemplate that wonderf,

nTbe" ""?^ "'*"" "^^ «"^ ^*-
„w ru ^ "* fon to run an asylum if you had
plant hke that to woric with. But. anyway whenV™

r:^^^ir ^^'."•^ *" -oy^o^— ^.^

I^™LTonf^ I
"modeling, please apply to me fo,

suggestions. Among other little details I want twr
tadred feet of sleeping-porch rumringliLX o«side of our dormitories.

b = "ut

rev^h ^ f! l^^ T^= °"' ^y'^ examinationreveals the fact that about half of our children arta«m.c-aneamic- anemic (Mercy! what a w"d!?and a ot of them have tubercular a„Lo« and more

educahoa And if the sickly ones need it, why
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|>uld n't it be good for the well ones? I should like
' have every child, winter and summer, sleeping in
-. open air; but I know that if I let faU such a bomb
the board of trustees, the whole body would ex-
de.

[speaking of trustees, I have met up with the Hon
^rus Wykoff, and I really believe that I dislike him
bre than Dr. Robin MacRae or the kindergarten
^cher or the cook. I seem to have a genius for dis-
i^ering enemies I

Ir. Wykoff called on Wednesday last to look over
new superintendent.

laving lowered himself into my most comfortable
i^hair,^ he proceeded to spend the day. He asked
fathers busmess. and whether or not he was well-

Jo. I told him that my father manufactured over-
Is. and that, even in these hard times, the demand for
eralls was pretty steady.

'le seemed relieved; he approves of the utilitarian
^t of overalls. He had been afraid that I had
nt from the family of a minister or professor or

pter. a lot of high thinking and no common sense.mis believes m common sense
^d what had been my training for this position?

Bu^T^""":;
'' " '^'^^'^y embarrassing ques-& n t?,r'
'' Philanthropy, also a short

« all I had done there was to paint the back hall
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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

t*

u

fi m
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the institution for her board; and that, though she was
big, she did n't eat much.

He aUowed that I might make use of one of the
orphans for all legitimate service.

I explained— still polite, but growing bored— that
Jane had been in my service for many years, and was
indispensable.

He finally took himself off, after telling me that he,
for one, had never found any fault with Mrs. Lippett

The Honov^Me Ct|Vus Wijkoff

^
>s/Kite

W«tchehtm

4 vna.n of ta$t«.

$1

I

,1

If

Ir

I'
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She was a common^ense Christian woman, without
rnany fanqr ideas, but with plenty of good solid workm her. He hoped that I would be wise enough^ to
model my policy upon hersl
And what, my dear Judy, do you think of that?
1 he doctor dropped in a few minutes later, and I

repeated the Hon. Cyrus's conversation in detail. For
the first time in the history of our intercourse the doc-
tor and I agreed.

" Mrs. Lippett indeed I " he growled. " The bleth-

sTn"sfl"
^°"'''''^' ^*^ *^ ^'"^ '^^ ^^ '^^

in^^\T t."*"/
'"^"y *^°"^*^ *'°"s«d, he drops

£1^) is Sandy
' '''"' ^^ "^'"^ '°' ^^^ (^-<* ^«

Sadie Kate is sitting on the floor as I write, un-
tanglmg sewmg-silks and winding them neatly for
Jane, who is becoming quite attached to the little imp

kJ ^«
u;['*'"^

^° y^"' ^""* J"^y'" ^y I to Sadie
i^te What message shall I send from you ? "

I never *-

—

" "
u

school

heard of no Aunt Judy.
She is the aunt of every good little giri in this

"Tell her to come and visit me and brine
candy," says Sadie Kate.

some

I say so, too.

My love to the president.

Sallie.



March 13.
Mrs. Judy Abbott Pendleton,

Dear Madam:

Your four letters, two telegrams, and three checks
are at hand, and your instructions shall be obeyed just
as quickly as this overworked superintendent can man-
age it.

I delegated the dining-room job to Betsy Kindred
One hundred dollars did I allow her for the rehabilita-
tion of that dreary apartment. She accepted the trust
picked out five likely orphans to assist in the mechani-
cal details, and closed the door. Fc. three days the
children have been eating from the desks in the school-
room. I have n't an idea what Betsy is doing ; but she
has a lot better taste than I, so there isn't much use
in interfering.

It is such a heaven-sent relief to be able to leave
something to somebody else, and be sure it will be
carried out! With all due respect to the age and ex-
perience of the staff I found here, they are not very
open to new ideas. As the John Grier Home was
planned by its noble founder in 1875, so shall it be
run to-day.

Incidentally, my dear Judy, your idea of a private
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Ml

dming-rooin for the superintendent, which I, beine a
social soul, at first scorned, has been my salvation.When I am dead tired I dine alone, but in my Hve
ntervals I mvite an officer to share the meal; aiid in
the cx^nsive mtimacy of the dinner-table I get in mymost effective strokes. When it becomes desirable to

I ,W.r'! .
^''^ ^'^ ^" ^" ^"^ ^^ Miss Snaith.

1 mvite her to dinner, and tactfully sandwich in a littleoxygen between her slices of pressed veal
Pressed veal is our cook's idea of an acceptable fnicede riststance for a dimier party. In another momh Iam going to face the subject of suitable nourishment

for the executive staff; meanwhile there are so many
things more important than our own comfort that we
shall have to worry along on veal.
A terrible bumping has just occurred outside mv

llr H^t 'J'*^'
^'™' ^^"^^ *° "^ kicking^X^

Iittie cherub downstairs. But I write on undisturS^

vLercree:?:fdi^iL^„r^°^^^^^

i^^'^^;/'\^''?'^^^^^on*^czrds? She'smarry-
ing a medical missionary and going to Siam to live!Did you ever hear of anything so absurd as Leonora
presiding over a missionary's menage? Do y^su^pose she will entertain the heathen with skirt dances^

asylum, or you as a conservative settled matron, orMarty Keene a social butterfly in Paris. Do you u^
pose she goes to embassy balls in riding-clothes, and

lir'fM

m
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what on earth does she do about hair? It couldn't
have grown so soon ; she must wear a wig. Is n't our
class turning out some hilarious surprises?

The mail arrives. Excuse me while I read a nice
fat letter from Washington.

Not so nice; quite impertinent. Gordon can't get
over the idea that it is a joke, S. McB. in conjunction
with one hundred and thirteen orphans. But he
would n't think it such a joke if he could try it for a
few days. He says he is going to drop off here on
his next trip North and watch the struggle. How
would it be if I left him in charge while I dashed to
New York to accomplish some shopping? Our sheets
are all worn out, and we have n't more than two hun-
dred and eleven blankets in the house.

Singapore, sole puppy of my heart and home, sends
his respectful love.

I also,

S. McB.

t.
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The John Griek Horn,

Mydtmi Judy:
^'^^

Kindred did to that dining-room I

nnrtl 'JL *'"u""*.
'•'**'" °' y«"°* I»»t- Being anorth room, she thought to brighten it; and she hasThe waUs are kalsomined buff, with a frieze ofltalemoHy cottontail,jskurrying around the top.^U o *:woodwork- table, and benches included_ i,

"
chwr!

^d^^meyeilow. Instead of table^-oths. thi^'Z

rabbits hopping along their length. Also yellow bowls

^ifrr^ "'* P"-y-««°«». butUing for:ward to dandelions and cowdips and buttercups. Andnew dishes, my dear- white, with yeUow jonqails (w.

ett in^^H
"^ *",7 ^ "»"•• *•« '» "° '"•^yexpert m the house. Mo« wonderful touch of all we

The dnWren thought they were handkerchief,, and
ecstatically wiped their now,.

c«am and cake for des«rt. It is such a pleasure to»« the« children anything but cowed and apath«it
Si
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that I am offering prizes for bolsterousness— to everv

her toife and fork and sang, " Welcome to dem golden

You remember that illuminated text over the dining-room door-" The Lord Will Provide." We've
pamted it out. and covered the spot with rabbits. It 's
all very well to teach so easy a belief to normal chil-
dren. who have a proper family and roof behind them

:

but a person whose only refuge in distress will be apark bench must learn a more militant creed than that,me Lord has given you two hands and a brain and
a big worid to use them in. Use them well, and you
will be provided for; use them ill. and you will want,"
IS our motto, and that with reservations.

In the sorting process that has been going on Ihave got rid of eleven children. That blessed State

m^7l^U t'!!?^'*'""
^'^^"^ ^^ ^"P^«* °^ three

httle girls, a placed m very nice homes, and one to be

?lv°^-!i , i!^"^ 1 *^' ^'"'"y ^^'' h«'- And the fam.
ily wiU like her

;
I saw to that. She was the prize child

w VT*"''°"'
°^*'"' ""^ P°«'*' ^^^ curiy hair

?r^i ^^"^*%Y^^''
^"^^y ** ""^« «»*ri that eveiy

are choosing a daughter. I stand by with my h«irt inmy moutii, feeling as though I were assisting in the
mscni able designs of Fate. Such a little thing turns
tiic balance! The child smiles, and a loving home is
hers for hfe; she sneezes, and it passes her by forever.

ii' it
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Three of our biggest boys have gone to work on
farms, one of them out West to a RANCH I Report
has it that he is to become a cow-boy and Indian fighter
and griz2ly-bear hunter, though I believe in reality he
is to engage in the pastoral work of harvesting wheat.
He marched off, a hero of romance, followed by the
wistful eyes of twenty-five adventurous lads, who
turned back with a sigh to the safely monotonous life

of the J. G. H.
Five other children have been sent to their proper

institutions. One of them is deaf, one an epileptic,

and the other three approaching idiocy. None of them
ought ever to have been accepted here. This is an
educational institution, and we can't waste our valu-
able plant in caring for defectives.

Orphan-asylums have gone out of style. What I
am going to develop is a boarding-school for the physi-
cal, moral, and mental growth of children whose par-
ents have not been able to provide for their care.

" Orphans " is merely my generic term for the chil-
dren; a good many of them are not orphans in the
least. They have one troublesome and tenacious par-
ent left who won't sign a surrender, so I can't place
them out for adoption. But those that are available
would be far better off in loving foster-homes than in
the best institution that I can ever make. So I am
fitting them for adoption as quickly as possible, and
searching for the homes.

You ought to run across a lot of pleasant families

1 7

1
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Should n't you think that men's dubt might like
totdoptboyi,att»rtof mtKot? The boy could

J* . ?J" * "**^* retpecuble ft lily, and drawn out
ty the different membert on Saturday aftemooni.
They could take him to baU-games and the circus, and
then return him when they had had enough. ju»t as you
do with a library book. It would be very valuable
tniming for the bachelors. People are forever talking
about the desirability of training girls for motherhood
Why not mstitute a course of training in fatherhood,
and get the best men's clubs to take it up? Will you
please have Jervis agiute the matter at his various
dubs, and I 11 have Gordon start the idea in Wash-
mgton. They both belong to such a lot of clubs that
we ought to dispose of at least a dozen boys.

I remain,

The ever-distracted mother of 113.

S. McB.

j

it
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Dear Judy:

The John Gum Home,

March i8.

I have been having a pleasant respite from the mcares of motherhood. *

f„t^T"^K *w *"^'' ^"^ '»*» "P™ O"' peace-

LTf'Ti: '° "'™* *• =*'« °f *« "»«»»• At

™^,-!r •

""" °" '*' *»y' •»« I "»«» fro" the

"m'^of htwT^ """ ""' '• "" °"' ""-<>'«> »«"
And dear, but I was glad to see him I He is thefirst ghmpse of the outside world I have had sin«

of e^eT^T" *'' "^"«"- And suc^ a"Sof ent«taming businesses he had to talk about! HeImow' «•« "»<!« of all of the outside things you r«d« tiie newspapers; so far as I can make out,L is ftesocial center about which Washington r^volveT Id
way with him; there 's no doubt about it
You can't imagine how exhilarated and set-uo I

penod of social ostracism. I must confess that I get

talk. Betsy trots off home eveiy week-end, and the
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doctor is conversational enough, but, oh, so horribly
logical I Gordon somehow seems to stand for the life
I belong to,— of country clubs and motors and danc-
ing and sport and politeness,— a poor, foolish, silly
life, if you will, but mine own. And I have missed
it. This serving-society business is theoretically ad-
mirable and compelling and interesting, but deadly
stupid in its working details. I am afraid I was never
bom to set the crooked straight.

I tried to show Gordon about and make him take
an mterest in the babies, but he would n't glance at
them. He thinks I came just to spite hh which, of
course, I did. Your siren call would never have lured
me from the path of frivolity had Gordon not been
so unpleasantly hilarious at the idea of my being able
to manage an orphan-asylum. I came here to show
him that I could; and now, when I can show him, the
beast refuses to look.

I invited him to dinner, with a warning about the
pressed veal; but he said no, thanks, that I needed a
change. So we went to Brantwood Inn and had
broiled lobster. I had positively forgotten that the
creatures were edible.

This morning at seven o'clock I was wakened by
the furious ringing of the telephone bell. It was Gor-
don at the station, about to resume his journey to
Washington. He was in quite a contrite mood about
the asylum, and apologized largely for refusing to
look at my children. It was not that he didn't like

ij
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hi^^lir ''™ ^"^* '^' ^' ^'^"'* «^« themn juxtapositicm to me. And to prove his good inten-
tions he would send them a bag of peanuts

as thouih'l'MT^^'"'^ r^"^^^ "^'^^ "^y ««^« fling

luthiL ''''^?''*^°"- There's no douli

tome to me than a pint of iron and stnrchnine pUIs.You owe me two letters. de?r Madam. Pay themtout de suue, or I lay down my pon forever.

Yours, as usual,

S. McB.

iiL

\!'U



My dear Enemy:
Tuesday,

5 p.m.

I am told that during my absence this afternoon youpaid us a call and dug up a scandal. You claim thatthe children under Miss Snaith are not receivir^^trd
due m the matter of cod-liver oil

ca,!ri^o«t"^h'!
''""' """^^'^""^ °^^^^^ h^^« "°t beenearned out, but you must know that it is a difficult

tLT * '^"'""^"^ ^^"^- A"d poor Miss

tTlr! IZ'"^
"""'^ overworked person. She has

ti^e lot of any smgle woman, and until we find her an-other assistant, she has very litde time for the fancy
touches you demand. ^

ah.tlf''' Zl
^"^^ ^""^y* '^"^ " ^^O^ susceptible toabu^. When you feel in a fighting mood, I wish you

rJt"'':'/^"' "^"'^^^^"^^ "P-n -e. don't

babies to be tucked into bed by whomever it may con-

If you have any powders that would be settling toher nerves, please send them back by Sadie Kate.

Yours truly,

S. McBride.

]!



Dear Dr. MacRae:
Wednesday morning.

I am not taking an unintelligent stand in the least;
1 am simply asking that you come to me with all com-
plaints, and not stir up my staff in any such volcanic
fashion as that of yesterday.

I endeavor to carry out all of your orders-of a
medical nature -with scrupulous care. I„ the pres-
ent case there seems to have been some negligence; I

admmistered bottles of cod-liver oil that you havemade such a fuss about, but I shall investigate
And I cannot, for various reasons, pack off Miss

Snaith m the summary fashion you demand. She may
be, m certain respects, inefficient; but she is kind to the
chUdren. and with supervision wiU answer temporarily.

Yours truly,

S. McBuD£.
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Dear Enemy: Thursday.

Soye, tranqmUe. I have issued orders and in .1,.

S. McB.

II

^
I i-



March 22.
Dear Judy:

Asylum life has looked up a trifle during the past
few days— since the great Cod-Liver Oil War
has been raging. The first skirmish occurred on Tues-
day, and I unfortunately missed it, having accom-
panied four of my children on a shopping trip to the
village. I returned to find the asylum teeming with
hysterics. Our explosive doctor had paid us a visit.

Sandy has two passions in life: one is for cod-
liver oil and the other for spinach, neither popular
in our nursery. Some time ago— before I came,
in fact— he had ordered cod-liver oil for all of the

f aenemic 1

t aneamic |
— Heavens! there 's that word again I

—
children, and had given instructions as to its applica-
tion to Miss Snaith. Yesterday, in his suspicious
Scotch fashion, he began nosing about to find out why
the poor little rats weren't fattening up as fast as he
thought they ought, and he unearthed a hideous scan-
dal. They haven't received a whiff of cod-liver oil

for three whole weeks! At that point he exploded,
and all was joy and excitement and hysterics.

Betsy says that she had to send Sadie Kate to the
laundry on an improvised errand, as his language was

64
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not fit for orphan ears. By the time I got home he
had gone, and Miss Snaith had retired, weeping, to
her room, and the whereabouts of fourteen bottles of
ood-Hver oil was still unexplained. He had accused
her at the top of his voice of taking them herself.

Imagine Miss Snaith,— she who looks so innocent and
chinless and inoffensive— stealing cod-liver oil from
these poor helpless little orphans and guzzling it in

private I

Her defense consisted in hysterical assertions that
she loved the children, and had done her duty as she
saw it. She did not believe in giving medicine to
babies; she thought drugs bad for their poor little

stomachs. You can imagine Sandy! Oh, dear! oh,
dear! To think I missed it I

Well, the tempest raged for three days, and Sadie
Kate nearly ran her little legs off carrying peppery
messages back and forth between us and the doctor. It
is only under stress that I communicate with him by
telephone, as he has an interfering old termagant of a
housekeeper who "listens in" on the down-stairs
switch; I don't wish the scandalous secrets of the John
Grier spread abroad. The doctor demanded Miss
Snaith's instant dismissal, and I refused. Of course
she is a vague, unfocused, inefficient old thing, but
she does love the children, and with proper supervision
is fairly useful.

At least, in the light of her exalted family con-
nections, I can't pack her off in disgrace like a drunken
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cook. I am hoping in time to eliminate her by a
process of delicate suggestion; perhaps I can make her
feel that her heahh requires a winter in California.
And also, no matter what the doctor wants, so positive
and dictatonal is his manner that just out of self-
respect one must take the other side. When he states
that the worM is round, I instantly assert it to be
triangular.

Finally, after three pleasantly exhilarating days, the
whole business settled itself. An apology (a ^ery
dilute one) was extracted from him for bting so un^
kind to the poor lady, and full confession, with prom-

Z !r J"!" u '

^*' ^'"^" ^'°^ ^'- It seems
that she could n't bear to make the little dears take the
stuff, but, for obvious reasons, she couldn't bear to
cross Dr MacRae, so she hid the last fourteen bottles

planning to dispose of her loot I don't know. Can
you pawn cod-liver oil?

v^

Later.

«„r*^r/T!;^*'°?
^'^ ^*"'* ""^^ *« afternoon.

Cyrus Wykoff was announced. Two enemies in the
course of an hour are really too much I

The Hon. Cy was awfully impressed with the new
dining-room, especially when he heard that Betsv had
put on those rabbits with her own lily-white hand'
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Stenciling rabbits on walls, he allows, is a fitting pur-
suit for a woman, but an executive position like mine
is a trifle out of her sphere. He thinks it would be
far wiser if Mr. Pendleton did not give me such free
scope in the spending of his money.

While we were still contemplating Betsy's mural
flight, an awful crash came from the pantry, and we
found Gladiola Murphy weeping among the ruins of
five yellow plates. It is sufficiently shattering to my
nerves to hear these crashes when I am alone, but it

is peculiarly shattering when receiving a call from an
unsympathetic trustee.

I shall cherish that set of dishes to the best of my
ability, but if you wish to see your gift in all its un-
cracked beauty, I should advise you to hurry North,
and visit the John Grier Home without delay.

Yours as ever,

Salus.

•1
'



, - . _ , March 26.My dear Judy:

I have just been holding an interview with a woman
who wants to take a baby home to surprise her hus-
band. I had a hard time convincing her that, since
he IS to support the child, it might be a delicate at-
tcntion to consult him about its adoption. She ar-
gued stubbornly that it was none of his business, see-
mg that the onerous work of washing and dressing
and trpining would fall upon her. I am really begin-
mng to feel sorry for men. Some of them seem to
have very few rights.

Even our pugnacious doctor I suspect of being a
victim of domestic tyranny, and his housekeeper's at
that. It IS scandalous the way Maggie McGurk neg-
lects the poor man. I have had to put him in charge
of an orphan. Sadie Kate, with a very housewifely
air, is this moment sitting cross-legged on the hearth
rug sewing buttons on his overcoat while he is upstairs
tending babies.

You would never believe it, but Sandy and I are
growing quite confidential in a dour Scotch fashion
It has become his habit, when homeward bound after
his professional calls, to chug up to our door about
four in the afternoon, and make the rounds of the
house to make sure that we are not developing cholera
morbus or infanticide or anything catching, and then

68



DEAR ENEMY 69

present himself at four-thirty at my library door to
talk over our mutual problems.

Does he come to see me ? Oh, no, indeed ; he comes
to get tea and toast and marmalade. The man hath
a lean and hungry look. His housekeeper doesn't
feed him enough. As soon as I get the upper hand of
him a little more, I am going to urge him on to re-

volt.

Meanwhile he is very grateful for somcihing to
eat, but oh, so funny in his attempts at social grace!
At first he would hold a cup of tea in one hand, a
plate of muffins in the other, and then search blankly
for a third hand to cat them with. Now he has solved
the problem. He turns in his toes and brings his

knees together; then he folds his napkin into a long,
narrow wedge that fills the crack between them, thus
forming a very workable pseudo-lap; after that he sits

with tense muscles until the tea is drunk. I suppose
I ought to provide a table, but the spectacle of Sandy
with his toes turned in is the one gleam of amusement
that my day affords.

The postman is just driving in with, I trust, a letter

from you. Letters make a very interesting break in

the monotony of asylum life. If you wish to keep
this superintendent contented, you'd better write
often.

Mail received and contents noted.

Kindly convey my thanks to Jervis for three alli-

tt^
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liters in a swamp. He shows rare artistic taste in
the selection of his post-cards. Yoiir seven-page illus-
trated letter from Miami arrives at the same time. I
should have known Jervis from the palm-tree per-
fectly, even without the label, as the tree has so much
the more hair of the two. Also, I have a polite
bread-and-butter letter from my nice young man in
Washmgton, and a book from him, likewise a box
of candy. The bag of peanuts for the kiddies he has
•hipped by express. Did you ever know such as-
siduity?

Jimmie favors me with the news that he is com-
ing to visit me as soon as father can spare him from
the factory. The poor boy does hate that factory
Ml It is n't that he is lazy; he just simply is n't in-
terested in overalls. But father can't understand such
a lack of taste. Having built up the factory, he of
course has developed a passion for overalls, which
should have been inherited by his eldest son. I find
it awfully convenient to have been bom a daughter;
I am not asked to like overalls, but am left free to fol-
low any morbid career I may choose, such as this.

To return to my mail : There arrives an advertise-
ment from a wholesale grocer, saying that he has ex-
ceptionally economical brands of oatmeal, rice, flour,
prunes, and dried apples that he packs specially for
prisons and charitable institutions. Sounds nutritious
doesn't it?

I also have letters from a couple of farmers, each
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of whom would like to have a strong, husky boy of
fourteen who ii not afraid of work, their object being
to give him a good home. These good homes appear
with great frequency just as the spring planting is

coming on. When we investigated one of them last
week, the village minister, in answer to our usual ques-
tion, " Does he own any property? " replied in a very
guarded manner, " I think he must own a corkscre-v.
You would hardly credit some of the homes that xNe

have investigated. We found a very prosperous c un-
try family the other day, who lived huddled together
in three rooms in order to keep the rest of their hand-
some house dean. The fourteen-year girl they wished
to adopt, by way of a cheap servant, was to sleep in
the same tiny room with their own three children.
Their kitchen-dining-parlor apartment was more clut-
tered up and unaired than any city tenement I ever
saw, and the thermometer at eighty-four. One could
scarcely say they were living there; they were rather
cooking. You may be sure they got no girl from us!

I have made one invariable rule— every other is

flexible. No child is to be placed out unless the pro-
posed family can offer better advantages than we can
give. I mean than we are going to be able to give
in the course of a few months, when we get ourselves
made over into a model institution. I shall have to
confess that at present we are still pretty bad.
But anyway, I am very choosey in regard to homes,

and I reject three-fourths of those that offer.

m
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Later.

DEAR ENEMY

Gordon has made honorable amends to my chil-
dren. His bag of peanuts is here, made of burlap and
three feet high.

Do you remember the dessert of peanuts and maple
sugar they used to give us at college? We turned up
our noses, but ate. I am instituting it here, and I

assure you we don't turn up our noses. It is a pleas-
ure to feed children who have graduated from a course
of Mrs. Lippett; they are pathetically grateful for small
blessings.

You can't complain that this letter is too short.

Yours,

On the verge of writer's cramp,

S. McB.



Dear Judy:

The John Grier Home,

Off and on, all day Friday.

You will be interested to hear that I have en-
countered another enemy -the doctor's housekeeper.
I had talked to the creature several times over the
telephone, and had noted that her voice was not dis-
tmgtnshed by the soft. low accents that mark the caste
of Verede Vere";butnowIhaveseenher. This
mommg, while returning from the village, I made a
slight detour, and passed our doctor's house. Sandy
IS evidently the result of environment— olive green,
with a mansard roof and the shades pulled down.
You would think he had just been holding a funeral.
I don't wonder that the amenities of life have some-
what escaped the poor man. After studying the out-
side of his house, I was filled with curiosity to see if
the inside matched.

Having sneezed five times before breakfast this
morning, I decided to go in and consult him pro-
fessionally. To be sure, he is a children's specialist,
but sneezes are common to all ages. So I boldly
marched up the steps and rang the beU.
Hark! What sound is that that breaks upon our

revelry? The Hon. Cy's voice, as I live, approaching
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up the stairs. I 've letters to write, and I can't be tor-
mented by his blether, so I am rushing Jane to the
door with orders to look him firmly in the eye and tell
him I am out

Let joy be unconfined. He 's
On with the dance!

gone.

But those eight stars represent eight agonizing
mmutes spent in the dark of my library closet. The
Hon. Cy received Jane's communication with the
aflfable statement that he would sit down and wait.
Whereupon he entered and sat. But did Jane leave
me to languish in the closet? No; she enticed him
to the nursery to see the awful thing that Sadie Kate
has done. The Hon. Cy loves to see awful things,
particularly when done by Sadie Kate. I haven't an
idea what scandal Jane is about to disclose; but no
matter, he has gone.

Where was I? Oh, yes; I had rung the doctor's
bell.

The door was opened by a large, husky person with
her sleeves rolled up. She looked very businesslike,
with a hawk's nose and cold gray eyes.

" Well?" said she, her tone implying that I was a
vacuum-cleaning agent.

"Good morning." I smiled affably, and stepped
inside. " Is this Mrs. McGurk? "

"It is," said she. "An' ye '11 be the new young
woman in the orphan-asyltmi ?

"
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I
am that." said L "Lhimnrif .t ham,?"

He IS not/' said she.
" But this it his office hour."
" He don't keep it regular'."

J' ^ir?^^j"
'^^ ^' ***™'y' " Kindly tell hhn thatMis. McBnde called to consult him, 'a«d ask Z

to look m at the John Grier Home this after-
noon.

"Ump'l" grunted Mrs. McGuric, and closed thedoor so promptly that she d»ut in the hem of my

his shoulders, and observed that that was Ma^^
gracious way. **^

Ajid where would I find any one better?" said
he. Doing the work for a lone man who comes as^regularly to meals as a twenty-four-hour d^wH
m the home, birt she does manage to produce a l«rt
dinner at nine o'clock at night

"

dilnel'^^
''"?^: ^ "" ^"""«^ *^ ^*««^ that her krtdinner are neither delicious nor well served She^an inefficent, lazy old termagant, and I know whyle

awav"the1;ir f'
'"^^"^ *^^ ' ^-^ to's^away the doctor and oust her from a comfortable »o-suion so„,ething of a Joke, considering. But ll^not undeceiving her; it will do the old Thing good toworiy a little. She may cook him better diifne^^Jd
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fatten him up a trifle. I understand that fat men are
good-natured.

Ten o'clock.

I don't know what silly stuff I have been writing

to you off and on all day, between interruptions. It

has got to be night at last, and I am too tired to do
so nmch as hold up my head. Your song, tells the sad

truth, " There is no joy in life but sleep."

I bid you good night.

S. McB.

Is n't the English language absurd ? Look at those

forty monosyllables in a row

!

Mi!



J. G. H.,

r .
April I.

Dear Judy:

I have placed out Isador Gutschneider. His new
mother is a Swedish woman, fat and smiling, with
hhie eyes and yellow hair. She chose him out of the
whole nurseryful of children because he was the bru-
nettest baby there. She has always loved brunettes,
but m her most ambitious dreams has never hoped to
have one of her own. His name is going to be
changed to Oscar Carlson, after his new dead uncle.
My first trustees' meeting is to occur next Wednes-d^ I confess that I am not looking forward to it

wffli impatience— especially as an inaugural address
by me will be its chief feature. I wish our president
were here to back me up! But at least I am sure of
OTi« thmg. I am never going to adopt the UriahHe^* attitude toward trustees that characterized
Uti. /.ippett's manners. I shaU treat "

first Wednes-
days if » fdeasant social diversion, my day at home,
when the fmf4s of the asylum gather for discussion
and refaxatiort; m4 1 shall en4eavor not to let our
pleasures ^scommodt the orphans. You see how I
have taken to h^m l*« ur&mp0 experiences of that
httle Jcruiha.

M

i HI ,
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Your last letter has arrived, and no suggestion in
It of traveling North. Is n't it about time that you
were turning your faces back toward Fifth Avenue?
Hame is hame, be 't ever sae hamely. Don't you mar-
vel at the Scotch that flows so readily from my pen?
Smce bemg acquent' wi' Sandy, I hae gathered a
muckle new vocabulary.

The dinner gong I I leave you, to devote a revivi-
fying half-hour to mutton hash. We eat to live in the
John Grier Home.

Six o'clock.

The Hon. Cy has b«en caUing again; he drops in
with great frequency, hoping to catch me in delictu
How I do not like that man I He is a pink, fat. puffy
old thing, with a pink, fat, puffy soul. I was in a
very cheery, optimistic frame of mind before his ar-
rival, but now I shall do nothing but grumble for the
rest of the day.

He deplores all of the useless innovations that Iam endeavoring to introduce, such as a cheerful play-
room, prettier clothes, baths, and better food and fresh
air and play and fun and ice-cream and kisses He
says that I will unfit these children to occupy the posi-
tion m life that God has called them to occupy.
At that my Irish blood came to the surface, and

I told him that if God had planned to make all of
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these 113 little children into useless, ignorant, un-
happy atiiens, I was going to fool God I That we
weren't educating them out of their class in the least.We were educating them into their natural class much
more effectually than is done in the average family.
We weren't trying to force them into college if they
hadn't any brains, as happens with rich men's sons;
and we weren't putting them to work at fourteen if
they were naturally ambitious, as happens with poor
men s sons. We were watching them closely and in-
dividually and discovering their level. If our children
showed an aptitude to become farm laborers and nurse-
maids, we were going to teach them to be the best
possible farm laborers and nurse-maids; and if they
showed a tendency to become lawyers, we would turn
them into honest, intelligent, open-minded lawyers.
(He's a lawyer himself, but certainly not an open-
minded one.)

He grunted when I had finished my remarks, and
stirred his tea vigorously. Whereupon I suggested
that perhaps he needed another lump of sugar, and
dropped it in, and left him to absorb it.

The only way to deal with trustees is with a firm
and steady hand. You have to keep them in their
places.

Oh, my dear! that smudge in the comer was caused
by Singapore's black tongue. He is trying to send
you an affectionate kiss. Poor Sing thinks he 's a lap

I
%
ill
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dog—wnt It a tragedy when people mistake their
vocatwiw? I myself am not always certain that I
was bom an orphan asylum superintendent.

Yours, til deth,

S. McB.



Superintendent's Office,

John Grier Home,

The Pendleton Family,

Palm Beach, Florida,

Dear Sir and Madam:

_

I have weathered my first visitors' day, and made
the trustees a beautiful speech. Everybody said it was
a beautiful speech— even my enemies.
Mr. Gordon Hallock's recent visit was exceptionally

opportune; I gleaned from him many suggestions as
to how to carry an audience.
"Be funny."- 1 told about Sadie Kate and a few

other cherubs that you don't know.
" Ke^ it concrete and fitted to the intelligence of

your audienc^"- 1 watched the Hon. Cy, and never
said a thing that he couldn't understand

"Flatter your hearers."— I hinted delicately that all
Of th.se new reforms were due to the wisdom and in-
itiative of our peerless trustees.

"Give it a high moral tone, with a dash of pathos "

— I dwelt upon the parentless condition of these little
wards of Society. And it was very affecting-my
enemy wiped away a tear

!
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Then I fed them up on chocolate tnd whipped cream
and lemonade and tortar sandwiches, and sent them
home, expansive and beaming, but without any appe-
tite for dinner.

I dweU thus at length upon our triumph, in order
to create in you a happy frame of mind, before passing
to the higeous calamity that so nearly wrecked the
occasion.

" Now follows the dim horror of my ule,
And I feel I 'm growing gradually pale,

For, even at this day,

Though its smell has passed away,
When I venture to remember it, I quail I

"

You never heard of our little Tammas Kehoc, did
you? I simply haven't featured Tammas because he
requires so much ink and time and vocabulary. He 's

a spirited lad, and he follows his dad, a mighty hunter
of old— that sounds like more Bab Ballads, but it

is n't; I made it up as I went along.

We can't break Tammas of his inherited predatory
instincts. He shoots the chickens with bows and ar-
rows and lassoes the pigs and plays bull-fight with
the cows— and oh, is very destructive! But his
crowning villainy occurred an hour before the trus-
tees' meeting, when we wanted to bs so -lean and sweet
and engaging.

It seems that he had ^olen the rat-trap from the
oat-bin, and had set it up in the wood lot, and yes-
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tcrday morning wu so fortunate as to catch a fine
big skunk.

ijf^Sa^Z r*u^u ^"^ ^ «I»rt the discovery.He returned to the house and rolled on the rugs inaf«nzy of remorse over his part of the business.

^ hnJ i"""""T °^P^*^ ^*^^ Sing. Tammas
was busily skinning his prey in the seclusion of the
wood-shed. He buttoned the pelt inside his jacket,
conveyed It by a devious route through the length of
this building, and concealed it under his bed where
he thought It wouldn't be found. Then he went-
pcr schedule-to the basement to help freeze the ice-
cream for our guests. You notke that we omitted
ice-cream from the menu.

In the short time that remained we created all the
counter-irritation that was possible. Noah (negro
furnace man) started smudge fires at intervals about
the grounds. Cook waved a shovelful of burning
coffee through the house. Betsy sprinkled the cor-
ndors with ammonia. Miss Snaith daintily treated

.

t\Z^",^
"^^

u''
^"*''-

^ ^^"* *" '"^^'^^^ ca"

Ln/^°'-:,''r
';.'*"'" ""^ "^''^^^ * ^^'^^ solu-

tion of eWorld of hme. But still, above and beneath
and through every other odor, the unlaid ghost of
lammass victim cried for vengeance.
The first business that came up at the meeting, was

whether we should dig a hole and bury, not only
Tammas. but the whole main building You can see
with what finesse I carried off the shocking event
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when I tell you that the Hon. Cy went home chuckling
over a funny story, instead of grumbling at the new
superintendent's inability to manage boys.

We 've our ain bit weird to dree

!

As ever,

S. McBride.

. i

'

iii!



The John Grier Home,

Friday, likewise Saturday.
Dear Judy:

Singapore is still living in the carriage house, and
receiving a daily carbolic-scented bath from Tammas
Kehoe. I am hoping that some day, in the distant fu-

ture, my darling will be fit to return.

You will be pleased to hear that I have instituted

a new method of spending your money. We are
henceforth to buy a part of our shoes and dry-goods
and drug-store comestibles from local shops, at not
quite such low prices as the wholesale jobbers give,

but still at a discount, and the education that is be-
ing thrown in is worth the difference. The reason
is this: I have made the discovery that half of my
children know nothing of money or its purchasing
power. They think that shoes and corn-meal and red-

flannel petticoats and mutton stew and gingham shirts

just float down from the blue sky.

Last week I dropped a new green dollar bill out
of my purse, and an eight-year-old urchin picked it

up and asked if he could keep that picture of a bird.

(American eagle in the center.) That child had
never seen a bill in his life! I began an investiga-

tion, and discovered that dozens of children in this

8s
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asylum have never bought anything or have ever seen
anybody buy anything. And we are planning to turn
them out at sixteen into a world governed entirely by
the purchasing power of dollars and cents! Good
heavens! just think of it! They are not to lead shel-

tered lives with somebody eternally looking after

them; they have got to know how to gtt the very most
they can out of every penny they can manage to earn.

I pondered the question all one night, at intervals,

and went to the village at nine o'clock the next morn-
ing. I held conferences with seven storekeepers;

found four open-minded and helpful, two doubtful,

and one actively stupid. I have started with the four
— dry-goods, groceries, shoes, and stationery. In re-

turn for somewhat large orders from us, they are to

turn themselves and their clerks into teachers for my
children, who are to go to the stores, inspect the stocks,

and do their own purchasing with real money.
For example, Jane needs a spool of blue sewing-

silk and a yard of elastic; so two little girls, intrusted

with a silver quarter, trot hand in hand to Mr.
Meeker's. They match the silk with anxious care, and
watch the clerk jealously while he measures the elas-

tic, to make sure that he doesn't stretch it. Then
they bring back six cents change, receive my thanks
and praise, and retire to the ranks tingling with a sense

of achievement.

Isn't it pathetic? Ordinary children of ten or
twelve automatically know so many things that our

m
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httlc incubator chicks have never dreamed of. But Ihave a variety of plans on foot. Just give me timeand you will see. One of these days Til be ttu^fng
out some nearly normal youngsters.

Later.

fuih?r t"
'^^*^. r"'"^

^^'^^' '° ^
'" «^«^« to some

further gossip with you.

.enlr wT"J^'
**"" P"^""*' *^^* Gordon Hallock

Z ,> ^/i r' '° ^'"°"' ^^^" I thanked him
that It incited him to fresh effort. He apparently
went into a toy shop, and placed himself unreservedlym the hands of an enterprising clerk. Yesterday twohusky expressmen deposited in our front hall a crate

hfZ ^T"''"^!
^^"^ ^""^^^^ ^^' t° ^ <^ons"»"ed

I'^.ho! itl
'" °^ *.' "'^- ^^^y ^^^ "°^ ^^^^«y what

I should have purchased had I been the one to dis-

iTT ^^°''""'' ^"' "^y ^^'^ fi"<l them very
huggable. The chicks are now taking to bed wiS[
them lions and elephants and bears and giraffes. Idon t know what the psychological effect will be. Do

soc?ai'^! ""'' "*'''
''

""^'^ ^"'^''' ^°"^^"^ *° p^y

«

Good-by.

S.

p^
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P.S. The prodigal has returned. He sends his re-

spectful regards, and three wags of the tail.



The John Grier Home,

My dear Judy: "^P"^ 7-

institutions -rilh.
'' °" *^' P'°P«»- ^^'^^ ^^^insiiiutions— right proportions of proteids fats

institution bv charf t a^ u ,
"" *"uwuii uy cnart, i don t see how Mrs t ;««»*

Tc J;rtHrvr^ r^^^-
shrdi^LSot course that she knew how to read. But there isone quite important branch of institutionalIrk tla

"M.nT' . ?^ ^ '^^" ^^^"^ ^ pamphlet on theManagement and Control of Trustees "

th;i?"'*^'\^°"
*^" j°^^ ^^"t my' enemy-not

question and going straight to the point.

So

if

"I
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Aren't men funny? When they want to pay you
the greatest compliment in their power, they naively

tell you that you have a masculine mind. There is

one compliment, incidentally, that I shall never be pay-
ing him. I cannot honestly say that he has a quick-

ness of perception almost feminine.

So, though Sandy quite plainly sees my faults, still,

he thinks that some of them may be corrected; and
he has determined to carry on my education from the
point where the college dropped it. A person in my
position ought to be well read in physiology, biology,

psychology, sociology, and eugeAics; she should know
the hereditary effects of insanity, idiocy, and alcohol

;

should be able to administer the Binet test; and should
understand the nervous system of a frog. In pursu-
ance whereof, he has placed at my disposal his own
scientific library of four thousand volumes. He not
only fetches in the books he wants me to read, but
comes and asks questions to make sure I haven't
skipped.

We devoted last week to the life and letters of the

Jukes family. Margaret, the mother of criminals, six

generations ago, founded a prolific line, and her prog-
eny, mostly in jail, now numbers some twelve hun-
dred. Moral : watch the children with a bad heredity

so catefuUy that none of them can ever have any ex-
cuse for growing up into Jukeses.

So now, as soon as we have finished our tea, Sandy
and I get out the Doomsday Book, and pore over its



DEAR ENEMY

after .h. ,U^^^;,^'' '-y *« «"a.ght hour

Salue.

lit:



J. G. H.,

Thursday morning.

My dear Pendleton Family:

I have received your letter, and I seize my pen to
stop you. I don't wish to be relieved. I take it
back. I change my mind. The person you are plan-
nmg to send sounds like an exact twin of Miss Snaith.
How can you ask me to turn over my darling children
to a kind, but ineflfectual, middle-aged lady without
any chin? The very thought of it wrings a mother's
heart.

Do you imagine that such a woman can carry
on this work ever: **;mporarily ? No! The manager
of an mstitution like this has got to be young and
husky and energetic and forceful and efficient and red-
haired and sweet-tempered, like me. Of course I 've
been discontented,— anybody would be with things in
such a mess,— but it 's what you socialists call a holy
discontent. And do you think tiiat I am going to
abandon all of the beautiful reforms I have so pains-
takingly started? No! I am not to be moved from
this spot until you find a superintendent superior to
Sallie McBride.

That does not mean, though, that I am mortgag-
9»
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»ng myself forever Tm«* *«. *i.

«« on their iZTwlTt'}'^ P'^'- "«" *-«.

This 18 an awfiilliF «.^
i«^"f'c aoout.

" off inc :ir?jr;' o*";.''"
*"""»

you deftiitdy enM« Vh.? „i
.***''' ^O" ""fore

a<r«I Per»„ wZ« .^to""^''
'"*«'°«" »'<""«-

P«>mi« you «on-t n«^ Ji!^!/ " «~^ ^or. and I

S. McB.

I G. H.,

Dear Judy: Thursday afternoon.

^"~°"^'"»Po«„-ap«u, of victory.

It's the truth

f

Robin MacRae
Smiled to-day.

S. McB.



The John Gribs Home,

April 13.

Dear Judy:

I am gratified to learn that you were gratified to

learn that I am going to stay. I had n't realized it,

but I am really getting sort of attached to orphans.
It 's an awful disappointment that Jervis has busi-

ness which will keep you South so much longer. I

am bursting with talk, and it is such a laborious nui-

sance having to write everything I want to say.

Of course I am glad that we are to have the build-
ing remodeled, and I think all of your ideas good,
but I have a few extra good ones myself. It will be
nice to have the new gymnasium and sleeping-porches,

but, oh, my soul does long for cottages 1 The more
I look into the internal workings of an orphan-asylum,
the more I realize that the only type of asylum that

can compete with a private family is one on the cot-

tage system. So long as the family is the unit of so-

ciety, children should be hardened early to family life.

The problem that is keeping me awake at present
is. What to do with the children while we are being
made over? It is hard to live in a house and build

it at the same time. How would it be if I rented a
circus tent and pitched it on the lawn?

94
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ful care afi»w.rrf u«. .
'" ** °"' w»»cli-

brother, and .i,.e„. , J„i"!ZZ^vX
Jto t^TZ '" '/'""' "»« '»'» °f cover to

you pleasT^^
"* "*" • *>"" «n«t-roon», if

ing over n,y own^b^S ^VrLXw'lhf
'^

nch. exc^"^; ttaii^i -„7
'"'" •"*"• » <"««

Yours, for the present,

Salue McBwde.



Dear Gordon:

The John Grier Home,

Sunday.

I know that I haven't written lately; you have a
perfect right to grumble, but oh dear I oh dear! you
can't imagine what a busy person an orphan-asylum
superintendent is. And all the writing energy I pos-
sess has to be expended upon that voracious Judy Ab-
bott Pendleton. If three days go by without a letter,

she telegraphs to know if the asylum has burned;
whereas, if you— nice man— go letterless, you sim-
ply send us a present to remind us of your existence.

So, you sec, it 's distinctly to our advantage to slight

you often.

You will probably be annoyed when I tell you that
I have promised to stay on here. They finally did find
a woman to take my place, but she was n't at all the
right type and would have answered only temporarily.
And, my dear Gordon, it's true, when I faced say-
ing good-by to this feverish planning and activity,

Worcester somehow looked rather coloriess. I
could n't bear to let my asylum go unless I was sure
of substituting a life packed equally full of sensation.

I know the alternative you will suggest, but please



DEAR ENEMY

the meantime I u^fiw"?'" "f
""^ "»«'• And in

world. TOere •ss^V"'"'^
""' I ™ of »« in the

'ic about ^XiL^Zr"''"^'' "I »P«'»'»-

atit from rdi^Ifj"":'*™.' ""' ''• » y"" '"ok

Scotch doZ? J VeTv "'"• "" "°' ''<™ °"
•"an; he's always pllw '"T

""^^^ '"« *"
It's best notlX^Tnlr '"''

T*''''
""<• <'°™-

dipsomania and a^lZ ^f^^T """' '"^""J' «™<
am just about LorantJ ? ^'[^'^"y "o^i's- I

effective in apiS twr'"
'° '^ '"''"''-««<' »«

The thought of all of these littl. i;" evenr directi™, eternallXrmT. '*'""'''"«

many possibilities in our chiM ^ !. ]
*"• '" =°

of flower. It has be^J^l^^'l^ ^°' '""y kind

to be sure butThooT^ ^^'^ ""»• Promiscuously,

number of ^l^t^lZT'"''!"" ^*- »

and beautiful blo^Z a^^ •""« '°'' ^""e ""^
tal? I. is due totterlld"h

'""'"« ^'""'"«-

•wf and creamed cafrl ! I
'"°"' "">• ^oast

barb pie fori"!* w ^ ^•"'' "'* "•"-

mc? 'l shouM^e totve'yoT
"°' ""• *" "- -*

Most cordially yours.

f -

f!
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when I came, and they have all had kittens since. I

have n't taken an exact Census, but I think the institu-

tion possesses nineteen.

IS served \n the.

Woodshed at IX oc\ocl{



^y dear Judy: ^^^ '5-

i;^/ WM ^' "*'"'' °^ ^^'' "month's allowance?W/ Will you kindly have the following insertXall low-class metropolitan dailies

:

Notice!

pL!lT?K!i^"«^ *° ^"^^^^^ th«ir Children-Please do ,t before they have reached their third ytln

J^j!^r °T "t'"
"" "» «« «>«»« floored me-

oi nve. He alternates between suUen morosen»«whe^ he won't speak a word, and the m.^"o^„T

a-b^ in the institution- not. b^theZ^.T^tl.';™-

A month or so before I came he pulled the table-
99
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cloth from the officers' table while the girl in charge
was in the corridor sounding the gong. The soup had
already been served. You can imagine the mess I

Mrs. Lippett half killed the child on that occasion, but
the killing did nothing to lessen the temper, which was
handed on to me intact.

His father was Italian and his mother Irish; he
has red hair and freckles from County Cork and
the most beuutiful brown eyes that ever came out of
Naples. After the father was stabbed in a fight and
the mother had died of alcoholism, the poor little chap
by some chance or other got to us ; I suspect that he
belongs in the Catholic Protettoi •. As for his man-
ners}— oh dear! oh dear! They are what you would
expect. He kicks and bites and swears. I have
dubbed him Punch.

Yesterday he was brought squirming and howling
to my office, charged with having knocked down a
little girl and robbed her of her doll. Miss Snaith
plumped him into a chair behind me, and left him to

grow quiet, while I went on with my writing. I was
suddenly startled by an awful crash. He had pushed
that big green jardiniere off the window-sill and
broken it into five hundred pieces. I jumped with a
suddenness that swept the ink-bottle to the floor, and
when Punch saw that second catastrophe, he stopped
roaring with rage and threw back his head and roared
with laughter. The child is diabolical.

I have determined to try a new method of discipline
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P«i« and .ncoJ^TJlZ^Jdf "^
**"'

stead of scolding him about fh. • j- ' ' ^''' '"

«P the*;^ ' ""*^ '»"y •« ''ars and sopped

individ^I^ "!™*^^ *' "'°'' P^'i^t. loving,

some broSl^d^^ '"°?" """ '"*"• '*«««

over his' »gL™ and h^**"'
'^""'^ ""«' ' "^^e

ijpa.atedi:irf::r;2e'^crri:.d*z

n.i«^*he"fr,taf'• hT'S" """^ '" »<> ""i-

a goodliwTCthe^^io'in"' '°'.'""« '-"

mobile on a visj' ^^cCI^ttil^n"
°'" " "' ^'"°-

t I

.'I,

ft*''

.f
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t^ if

I'll!

Punch was restored to the fold at five o'clock by
a sadder and wiser doctor. At a sedate country estete
he had stoned the chickens, smashed a cold frame, and
swung the pet Angora cat by its tail. Then when
the sweet old lady tried to make him be kind to poor
pussy, he told her to go to hell.

OwY tJttte Punch
(\oes

visiting

I can't bear to consider what some of these chil-

dren have seen and experienced. It will take years
of sunshine and happiness and love to eradicate the
dreadful memories that they have stored up in the far-
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m^'Ti^' "' *f'
"**'' '"'"• And th.« are som«v ch,Idr«, and «, few of u, Ua, we can't hug4«m oiough; we sunply haven't arm, or laps to go

a^./V'^.-
'''""'" """" "><>« •*'«l q««-

bZ.. *™'"^ '"'' """"""t that the ditor

^rtn." ""^^^^ "« «««"« "l" "y Wood,
too: and .t s a v.dou, habit. If a person is to beof any use in a place like this, she must see nothing

.""^rr"^ Optimism is the only wear f^f

"'T is the middle of night by the castle clock"-

from" ^CriTtf^'.'^r^'"^
""^ °^ ^'^ --«

iZL *w ^^^' °^ ^"«"^^ K. Mercy! how

liked t tlr^""' > ^'"^ ^" E"^««^ ^-rk.

from 1 ? T"" «"^^"^°<^ a word that was saidfrom the time I entered the class-room tiU I left it

IZrV^" r?'^ ^^*^ ^^»^h I °P^"^d this para:graph ,s true. It is the middle of night by the mantel-
piece clock, so I'll wish you pleasant dreams

Addiot

Sallie.

i
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De(Mr Enemy:
Tuesday.

You doctored the whole house, then stalked past
my library with your nose in the air, while I was wait-
ing tea with a plate of Scotch scones sitting on the
trivet, ordered expressly for you as a peace-offering.

If you really hurt, I will read the Kallikak book;
but I must tell you that you are working me to
death. It takes almost all of my energy to be an
effective superintendent, and this university-extension
course that you are conducting I find wearing. You
remember how indignant you were one day last week
because I confessed to having stayed up until one
o'clock the night before? Well, my dear man, if I
were to accomplish all the vicarious reading you re-
quire, I should sit up until morning every night.

However, bring it in. I usually manage half an
hour of recreation after dinner, and though I had
wanted to glance at Wells's latest novel, I will amuse
myself instead with your feeble-minded family.

Life of late is unco steep.

Obligingly yours,

S. McB.

104



Dear Gordon:

The John Grier Home,

April 17.

bowb. ^ '
'"°" ^"^"V to my blue Persian

^'Z'Z'IZ^'' 1*' '^""«^»' Get the

night and temporarilv i»IS ?^? *''• «°* ''™* °"« •

KalIikaks._druXrds JLmM ' "' f«l"«-niinded

*iev.s,-a scZSt T^t; ""»«"««' •""«
States.

^ *" •''"•y »nd surrounding

womrld^S^^^fsTd,""' 7"'^ " «'™»'
- jadees doctor, / ^^ "' •"»'»'• KaUikaks,

acredrto.'ir^:f™"J„5"^-«. '~'"'^-'-
»«M are, floarishing We bfsfde y^ *"
a blessing it would have lZ„'„vr ^°? ''" '« """t
thing drastic had haf^„Xt^Tl^"^ "

'°""-

raaid in her infancy
* f«ble-n,inded bar-

'OS

•I

.J

!l

,- 4-

ifllij
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It seems that feble-mindedness is a very hereditary
quality, and science isn't able to overcome it No
operation has been discovered for introducing brains
into the head of a child who did n't start with them.
And the child grows up with, say, a nine-year brainm a thirty-year body, and becomes an easy tool for
any criminal he meets. Our prisons are one-third
full of feeble-minded convicts. Society ought to seg-
regate them on feeble-minded farms, where they can
cam their livings in peaceful menial pursuits, and not
have children. Then in a generation or so we might
be able to wipe them out.

Did you know all that? It 's very necessary infor-
mation for a politician to have. Get the book and
read it, please; I 'd send my copy only that it 's bor-

. rowed.

It 's also very necessary information for me to have.
There are eleven of these chicks that I suspect a bit,
zndlamsure of Loretta Higgins. I have been try-
ing for a month to introduce one or two basic ideas
into that child's brain, and now I know what the trou-
ble is: her head is filled with a sort of soft cheesy
substance instead of brain.

I came up here to make over this asylum in such
httle details as fresh air and food and clothes and sun-
shine, but, heavens! you can see what problems I am
facing. I 've got to make over society first, so that
xt won't send me sub-normal children to work with.
Excuse all this excited conversation; but I 've just met
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up Witt the «bj« of f«M,.min«WM,^ «d it •. .p.

wfrM ntrST "?• •"' '«»<'« '« f^ th^world. HeMe •ttend to Uiif immedatdy,

And oblige,

S. McBxiDB,

Sup't John Grier Home.

DearMm of Seitnee:
^''^

You did n't conK to^y. pieg,. ^^.^ ^mom>w I tave finished the Kallilak family and Iam bursting w.th taBc. Don't yo„ thinic we ought toh.^ a psychologist examine these children? We o^
n^.^"^^^ "'* •"'^ ««" ">«• '«"«

You know, I 'm tempted to ask you to prescribe ar-

die , a KaUAak. Is it right to let her grow up^d
to «'„ foiT If f^We-minded peoplfforZ^
tZjrlrZf"'

'* '-'•to poison the chaZ

S. McB.

n'

a
m i.
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Dtof Gordon:

You tren't interested in feeUe-minded people, and
you are shocked because I am? Well. I am equally
shocked because you are not. If you are n't interested
in everything of the sort that there unfortunately is in
this world, how can you make wise laws? You can't.
However, at your request, I will converse upon a

less morbid subject. I 've just bought fifty yards of
blue and rose and green and corn-colored hair-ribbon
as an Easter present for my fifty little daughters. I

am also thinking of sending you an Easter present
How would a nice fluffy little kitten please you? I
can offer any of the following patterns :~

;

whiVc

Tiger Toirtoise^hett "*'*^*
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Number 3 comet in any color, gnv hl.rir «. 1

Addiof

Salub.

teeth?
^ »eventeen nice new

^1

i

i
I
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April 20.

One a penny, two a penny, hot cross buns ! We 've

had a Good Friday present of ten dozen, given by
Mrs. De Peyster Lambert, a high-church, stained-

glass-window soul whom I met at a tea a few days
ago. (Who says now that teas are a silly waste of
ti* e?) She asked me about my "precious little

waifs," and said I was doing a noble work and would
be rewarded. I saw buns in her eye, and sat down and
talked to her for half an hour.

Now I shall go and thank her in person, and tell

her with a great deal of affecting detail how much
those buns were appreciates by my precious little waifs
— omitting the account of how precious little Punch
threw his bun at Miss Snaith and plastered her neatly

in the eye. I think, with encouragement, Mrs. De
Peyster Lambert can be developed into a cheerful

giver.

Oh, I*m growing into the most shocking beggar!
My family don't dare to visit me, because I demand
bakshish in such a brazen manner. I threatened to

remove father from my calling-list unless he shipped

immediately sixty-five pairs of overalls for my pro-

spective gardeners. A notice from the freight office

no
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so I take .r.!,?* * .u ."'*"^'<^°o'Worc«ster;

pathetic list of our m^' "* ''"" *««I»««ly a

and m^Lg^n"- that ^rHf'^r '""' *«™
sort every few day Z T

'™. ' * P*^' °' «»«
posing .hU;^Te'tte« tofar '"I

*""" *™* «"""

the ones I've sent iw^f t
'"' *^'=' "^op'" of

dozen b^J^rle^^'xhe^' "'* "' '«'"«' »

you Wc/then, 'Mt^yon^'a "rw^i^ ^"^f
*-=

day there arrived a half h».u
/ °"7^^'^- ^^^ yester-

fishes to iioat in thetfttSf
'"^ """ '"^ ""

^
Send, O best of trustees, the tubs in which to float

I am, as usual,

S. McBride.

I m

W
ill !

ilfii
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My dear Judy:
Tuesday.

Spring must be lurking about somewhere ; the birds

are arriving from the South. Is n't it time you fol-

lowed their example?

Society note from the Bird o' Passage News:
" Mr. and Mrs. First Robin have returned from a

trip to Florida. It is hoped that Mr. and Mrs. Jervis

Pendleton will arrive shortly."

Even up here in our dilatory Dutchess County the

breeze smells green ; it makes you want to be out and
away, roaming the hills, or else down on your knees
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potato-field is dooni«l Ti,,. • .u ?
The big

for sixtv LL • . ™" " •''* """y frasible spot

L u "^
''°" ** "<"* "i-'lows, and yet far

the poor little chicks to seraph iriJer^^dZ

in \h° '"^Tf '° ''"'"P «»-«liance and initiativem these children, two sturdy qualities in" the!

^P-rit enough to be badiriL^Xt'n
cX^ng '" '"^ ^"^ '"^ inerti^tharl^e'iis!

inJl"het,^ro« ^?;r„r ''^* """'^
'"
^•»™-

^«7t^ J
i'unch, an interestuiff task if TovJd devote my whole time to it; but with one hundred and seven other 1 ttle devils tn rh^r,^ .

attention is sorely deflected.
*""^' "^

n

M
'3''
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The awful thing about this life is that whatever

I am doing, the other things that I am not doing, but
ought to be, keep tugging at my skirts. There is no
doubt but Punch's personal devil needs the whole at-
tention of a whole person,— preferably two persons,—
so that they could spell each other and get some rest.

Sadie Kate has just flown in from the nursery with
news of a scarlet gold-fish (Gordon's gift) swallowed
by one of our babies. Mercy! the number of calam-
ities that can occur in an orphan-asylum I

9 P. M

My children are in bed. and I 've just had a thought.
Wouldn't it be heavenly if the hibernating system
prevailed among the human young? There would be
some pleasure in running an asylum if one could just
tuck the little darlings into bed the first of October and
keep them there until the twenty-second of April.

I 'm yours, as ever,

Sallie.



•fl

Dear Jervis Pendleton, Esq.:
"^^"^ ^^^

^tten m vigorous language on offidal paper intS

s-,^;^n/sr«vttr£Fr"'^
Here follows .he hist«y o^I ^s'r^

"'"'""""«•

rivri ,r'r '^'°" '•'" **^ "'* ™ when I ar-med and famung activities at a low ebh I J
heretofo,, paid little attention toV^rtL^^

su..£.eir4r!,rsSrtinr"^'°"-
Sterryr came, as requested, and seated himc-u *

g«ted as tactfully as n,ight be that he remove it an
"5

11

In
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entirely necessary request, as little orphan boys were
in and out on errands, and " hats off in the house " is

our ^rst rule in masculine deportment.

Sterry complied with my request, and stiffened him-
self to be against whatever I might desire.

I proceeded to the subject in hand, namely, that

the diet of the John Grier Home in the year to come
is to consist less exclusively of potatoes. At which
our farmer grunted in the manner of the Hon. Cyrus
Wykoff, only it was a less ethereal and gentlemanly

grunt than a trustee permits himself. I enumerated
com and beans and onions and peas and tomatoes and
beets and carrots and turnips as desirable substitutes.

Sterry observed that if potatoes and cabbages was
good enough for him, he guessed they was good
enough for charity children.

I proceeded imperturbably to say that the two-acre
potato-field was to be plowed and fertilized, and laid

out into sixty individual gardens, the boys assisting in

the work.

At that Sterry exploded. The two-acre field was
the most fertile and valuable piece of earth on the

whole place. He guessed if I was to break that up
into play-gardens for the children to mess about in,

I'd be hearing about it pretty danged quick from
the board of trustees. That field was fitted for pota-

toes, it had always raised potatoes, and it was going to

continue to raise them just as long as he had anything

to say about it.
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'^' V -f 1 r V T r V

';You have nothing whatever to say about it" Iam^bly replied. "I have decided thaf Ae two kcrefield IS the best plot to use for the children's gardensand you and the potatoes wiU have to give wav ''

sairh^dT '
ITV ^^°"" °^ ^"^^«^ -^th. andsaid he d be gol darned if he 'd have a lot of hesedanged cty brats interfering with his work

<\i

«•

i )

J ;:
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I explained— very calmly for a red-»uired person

with Irish forebears— that this place was run for
the exclusive benefit of these children; that the chil-
dren were not here to be exploited for the benefit of
the place, a philosophy which he did not grasp, though
my fancy city language had a slightly dampening ef-
fect. I added that what I required in a farmer was
the ability and patience to instruct the boys in gardcn-
mg and simple outdoor work; that I wished a man
of large sympathies whose example would be an in-
spiring influence to these children of the city streets.

Sterry, pacing about like a caged woodchuck,
launched into a tirade about siUy Sunday-school no-
tions, and, by a transition which I did not grasp, passed
to a review of the general subject of woman's suf-
frage. I gathered that he is not in favor of the move-
ment. I let him argue himself quiet, then I handed
him a check for his wages, and told him to vacate the
tenant house by twelve o'clock next Wednesday.

Sterry says he'll be danged if he will. (Excuse
so many dangeds. It is the creature's only adjec-
tive.) He was engaged to work for this institution
by the president of the board of trustees, and he will
not move from that house until the president of the
board of trustees tells him to go. I don't think poor
Sterry realizes that since his arrival a new president
has come to the throne.

Alors you have the story. I make no threats, but
Sterry or McBride— take your choice, dear sir.
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c^setts Agncultural College, at Amherst, asJghm, to recommend a good, practical man with a nice

ofrr mt''/"i
"''^ "'° "'" ^'^^ ^»^* «»tire c^reof our modest domain of seventeen acres, and who

ru^in?cS' '^v ^'"H*"^
^^ °^ *^« »*"««t"«on intorunnmg shape, it ought to furnish not only beans andomons for the table, but education for our'S and

I remain, sir,

Yours most truly,

S. McBrtoe,

Superintendent of the

John Grier Home.

niL ! '^1^
'^'*

^*f
"^ ^^" P'^^^^y <^°"« ^<^^ sonie

night and throw rocks through the windows. Shall Inave them msured ?

i



My dear Enemy:

You disappeared so quickly this afternoon that I
had no chance to thank you, but the echoes of that dis-
charge penetrated as far as my library. Also, I have
viewed the debris. What on earth did you do to poor
Sterry? Watching the purposeful set of your shoul-
ders as you strode toward the carriage-house, I was
filled with sudden compunction. I did not want the
man murdered, merely reasoned with. I am afraid
you were a little harsh.

However, your technic seems to have been effective.
Report says that he has telephoned for a moving-
wagon and that Mrs. Sterry is even now on her hands
and knees ripping up the parlor carpet.
For this relief much thanks.

Salue McBride.

lao
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Dear Jtrvis:
April 3«.

™ .r. 1 ? """"* '° y°" ' ""«' "P »!>• doctor

oTe/t.ta'^r "^ '?'"• "^ "« '"'°'« '"»"««

comnKMi Mnse. He knows how u^ful those rart^saje go.ng to be. and how worse th.„Z^^
was. Also says he, "The superintendent's autSmus be upheld." (That, incidentally fa CaruT

straight to Ster^, .mpelled^^fin'^^'^T.''^^'^
he d«charged the man with such vigor and p"«Unfl«t tte camage-house window was shattered to ^.
Since this morning at eleven, when Sterry's wairon-load of furniture rumbled out of the gat« a s^epeace has reigned over the J. G. H. aC.- om fte
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villige is helping tii out wUle we hopefully awtit the
fanner of our dreamt.

I am lorry to have troubled you with our troubles.
Tell Judy that she owes me a letter, and won't hear
from me until she has paid it.

Your ob'd't servant,

S. McBfjdb.



m

I
5

Dear Judy:

ng installtd in th. M-i •
"^nwiter-benches are be-

Ma«I»w-! .brJS.te. '
""""^ "'* ""•

arde of benches under the coouer ht,^h^^E^
modate. the hand sewers whfleX v • ^^ *"°^
at our aree machC ju^f^'^'-^f* *^

*""»

proficiency we mU he^in *. " "?" " *«y P«> some

n>uchn,^i.th^^d*;e-LtL^---«^^

»a evening e.erci«,.tfrgj^I IIJ'^*:-—

!

"3

-
I"
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of tag in the middle 6f school hours. He has insti-

tuted a physiology class, and has separated the children

into small groups, so that they may come to his house,

where he has a manikin that comes apart and shows

all its messy insides. They can now rattle off scientific

truths about their little digestions as fluently as Mother-

Goose rh3mies. We are really becoming too intelli-

gent for recognition. You would never guess that we
were orphans to hear us talk; we are quite like Bos-

ton children.

2 P.M.

O Judy, such a calamity! Do you remember sev-

eral weeks ago I told you about placing out a nice

little prl in a nice family home where I hoped she

would be adopted? It was a kind Christian family

living in a pleasant country village, the foster-father a

deacon in the church. Hattie was a sweet, obedient,

housewifely little body, and it looked as though we
had exactly fitted them to each other. My dear, she

was returned this morning for stealing. Scandal piled

on scandal: she had stolen a communion-cup from
church!

Between her sobs and their accusations it took me
half an hour to gather the truth. It seems that the

church they attend is very modem and hygienic, like

our doctor, and has introduced individual communion-
cups. Poor little Hattie had never heard of com-
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munion in her life- in *o«* l

church, SuJL^t;J?hf'• '"; "»*"'« very used to

ured ornament of her doll', hJ.. ? ""'' "'*»-

tie long ago saw a s^ L 5 .T.. " **"' "»* Hat-

windo,^ afd te ^«
"i"" s^i^es i„ a toyshop

«t of her otr tZ "" '''^"' °' J^^e a

*e same. toHt an^weT^^r^"" ™ ""* """«
only had a little ^, ™r • *' " "" *»"''y had

they woild have«tn^T '""' " ""'' "»« ^'»>«.

and have C2^S, tt^'
*''"*' "^™''''-

hought her somTdS^ Bu, -Tf ^'^'P '»<'

the child and her b^^„l* '""?* *^ '»"<««'

could catch andshot^?T
"«» »''e first train a,ey

Caiming .oir/tre'Ta'';.:;:? '""' "«''• "'^
i am pleased to say that I gave thaf ';«^«- ^

and his wife such a fkn, ^ ,
»ndjgnant deacon

"«*CK again, after going out with
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such high hopes. It has an awfully bad moral effect

on a child to be returned to the asylum in disgrace, es-

pecially when she was n't aware of committing a crime.
It gives her a feeling that the world is full of unknown
pitfalls, and makes her afraid to take a step. I must
bend all my energies now toward finding another set of
parents for her, and ones that have n't grown so old
and settled and good that they have entirely forgotten
their own childhood.

Sunday.

I forgot to tell you that our new farmer is here,
Tumfelt by name; and his wife is a love, yellow hair
and dimples. If she were an orphan, I could place
her in a minute. We can't let her go to waste. I

have a beautiful plan of building an addition to the
farmer's cottage, and establishing under her comfort-
able care a sort of brooding-house where we can place
our new little chicks, to make sure they have n't any-
thing contagious and to eliminate as much profanity
as possible before turning them loose among our other
perfect chicks.

How does that strike you? It is very necessary in
an institution as full of noise and movement and stir

as this to have some isolated spot where we can put
cases needing individual attention. Some of our chil-

dren have inherited nerves, and a period of quiet con-
templation is indicated Is n't my vocabulary profes-
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sional and scientifir? n«:i • .

Since TarnWt came, you should see our Dies Th

Our potato-field is also unrecognizable It h.. k-divided with string and pe^s intTl
^^"^

a checker-board LT ^ ? •
^' '"^">' s<l"a*'«s as

claim. SeeTc^tklo"^^^^^^^
'^'^^ ^^^ ^^^'^"^ °"t -

Noah l^s^^r^^'r^ °"' °"^^ '"^''"^ ^''^^'

for the SuX p^rLrto '-"^ '" '^' ""^^^

«ave,ycujjter^;:o^\rn"oronr '"r*
''^^^

but he wears tortoinell'rimrr ^ ""^^' ^'^'''^y'

does it. Heals~htf^^r^^^^
from you, written Frida^^ I am nT^

'.' ' ^'"^'

that you do not care far-r-J^.P^'''^^ *° "°*«

Jervis doesn't ?he n^i
''""^" ""^ ^^^oesnt. The only comment I can make is

1^^

i

.-I
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" What a shocking lack of literary taste in the Pendle-
ton family I"

Dr. MacRae has another doctor visiting him, a very
melancholy gentleman who is at the head of a private
psychopathic institution, and thinks .there 's no good in
life. But I suppose this pessimistic view is natural
if you eat three meals a day with a tableful of melan-
cholies. He goes up and down the world looking for
signs of degeneracy, and finds them everywhere. I
expected, after half an hour's rcnversation, that he
would ask to look down my throat to see if I had a
cleft palate. Sandy's taste in friends seems to re-
semble his taste in literature.

Gracious! this is a letter I

Good-by.

Salue.
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Dear Judy: Thursday, May 2.

•ore. Or, ASTr^v^^ ? ""^' "•" ""«»» "«
for me.

' "^ P^*""*" ^""^^ has solved it

This afternoon I went ov»r ™„ i-

made the shocking di^ve^l^ ''"'" "^^^- """^

enough .0 change theSrltL ^"' """^ ^"'^
which, it app«„™ onJ .?f!i

'""^ '*° *eeks,

was still in^ mil ^f 'u"'
"'''°'"- While I

bunch of Crat mfi^. 7 ^°'"*'"""' ««"' «* a

came bade blown, but enthn.^.- ?^' J"™'^
P«.Iong his visit iver th^ wT«d '^^T^ '°

dinner I gave him he ^,^7f' ^°^ "^ *e
m«Us at t how l^^ftfth'^n

*^'^ '"*"«

«'e«re.Iconiidedtohimmran:;r:^-,tS

i
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be done with the chicks while their new brooder is

building. You know Jimmie. In one half a minute
his plan was formulated.

" Build an Adirondack camp on that little plateau
up by the wood-lot. You can make three open shacks,
each holding eight bunks, and move the twenty-four
oldest boys out there for the summer. It won't cost
two cents."

" Yes," I objected, " but it will cost more than two
cents to engage a man to look after them."

" Perfectly easy," said Jimmie, grandly. " I '11 find

you a college fellow who '11 be glad to come during the
vacation for his board and a mere pittance, only you '11

have to set up more filling board than you gave me
to-night."

Dr. MacRae dropped in about nine o'clock, after
visiting the hospital ward. We 've got three cases of
whooping-cough, but all isolated, and no more coming.
How those three got in is a mystery. It seems there
is a little bird that brings whooping-cough to orphan-
asylums.

Jimmie fell upon him for backing in his camp
scheme, and the doctor gave it enthusiastically. They
seized pencil and paper and drew up plans; and before
the evening was over, the last nail was hammered.
Nothing would satisfy those two men but to go to the
telephone at ten o'clock and rouse a poor carpenter
from his sleep. He and some lumber are ordered for
eight in the morning.
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upngms and joists and drainage and roof slants

IcLve iTJ.^ 1 "I'
*° y°"' *^"* I tWnk, by yourJeave, I U postpone further details to another time

Yours ever,

Sallie.

Dear Enemy: Saturday.

It '^f ^TJ^
^^''' ^'"^*"«^ ^'*h "=» «t seven to-night?it s a real dmner-partv we're ffninc* u

.*°^"'8"tr

My broker has'^dS.'vere^ foZw '
"*^'^-

to take charge of the ho„.
P™"«'"g young man

Mr. Withei^n;t *e 'JT^tJ°K 'T'!'
''"''-

him to asy.„™^^e, ^L^tepsJ':^J:Ct1l'

TerrXTo^f-^ - a-eoLs^^rLrol;^^-

happy at the John Grier Home ?

'""

Yours in evident haste,

Sallie McBride.



Dear Judy:
Sunday.

Jimmie was back at eight Friday morning, and the
doctor at a quarter past. They and the carpenter and
our new fanner and Noah and our two horses and our
eight biggest boys have been working ever since.
Never were building operations set going in faster
time. I wish I had a dozen Jimmies on the place,
though I will say that my brother works faster if you
catch him before the first edge of his enthusiasm
wears away. He would not be much good at chiseling
out a medieval cathedral.

He came back Saturday morning aglow with a new
idea. He had met at the hotel the night before a
friend who belongs to his hunting-club in Canada, and
who IS cashier of our First (and only) National Bank.
"He's a bully good sport," said Jimmie, "and

exactly the man you want to camp out with those kids
and hck 'em into shape. He '11 be willing to come for
his board and forty dollars a month, because he 's en-
gaged to a girl in Detroit and wants to save. I told
him the food was rotten, but if he kicked enough,
you 'd probably get a new cook."

" What 's his name? " said I, with guarded interest.

13a
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since'^rr ^'t^
*^' ^°"- ^y ^"d Miss Snaith. Eversince I have known those two. I have felt th^f 1oueht to h(» a rntr,^^ u ^

"' "*** there

mention. , 4ht d.flL"h.r/„« V^^^^rdbe gating rid of them both at one S^te i,t . ^^
considered among our f„t„„ impr^^tts "^

**

Anyway, we had our dimier AnTl ..

course of the evening my^^1 ~ ^^ *^
whether Percy would dn fL !^ ^*"* "°' »» ">

should do ford i/t
"' ^'r *° "'«*" "«

I never could fi^
''*'"'*'^ *" ""W over,

ing at him. that he d^lervl" ?' "^ "^ '~''-

g vigorous. H,s hteniry and artistic accompli^.

I
t
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ments I suspect a bit, but he rides and shoots and
plays golf and foot-ball and sails a boat. He likes to
sleep out of doors and he likes boys. He has always
wanted to know some orphans; often read about 'em
in books, he says, but never met any face to face.
Percy does seem too good to be true.

Before they left, Jimmie and the doctor hunted up a
lantern, and in their evening clothes conducted Mr.
Witherspoon across a plowed field to inspect his future
dwelling.

And such a Sunday as W€ passed I I had absolutely
to forbid their carpentering. Those men would have
put in a full day, quite irrespective of the damage done
to one hundred and four little moral natures. As it

is, they have just stood and looked at those shacks
and handled their hammers, and thought about where
they would drive the first nail to-morrow morning.
The more I study men, the more I realize that they
are nothing in the world but boys grown too big to be
spankable.

I am awfully worried as to how to feed Mr. Wither-
spoon. He looks as though he had a frightfully
healthy appetite, and he looks as though he could n't
swallow his dinner unless he had on evening clothes.
I 've made Betsy send home for a trunkful of evening
gowns in order to keep up our social standing. One
thing is fortunate: he takes his luncheon at the hotel,
and I hear their luncheons are very filling.

Tell Jervis I am sorry he is not with us to drive
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s«ta"Htvr:Sv.^T
-»• «- H«. c. up

Ever your unfortunate,

S. McB.

I

I

I



The John Grzu Hoiik,

Deo. Judy: ^^^ ^'

Our camp is finished, our energetic brother has gone,
and our twenty-four boys have passed two healthful
nights m the open. The three bark-covered shacks
add a pleasant rustic touch to the grounds. They are
like those we used to have in the Adirondacks, dosed
on three sides and open in the front, and one larger
than the rest to allow a private pavilion for Mr. Percy
Witherspoon. An adjacent hut, less exposed to the
weather, affords

. rtremely adequate bathing facilities,
consisting of a : cct in the wall and three watering-
cans Each camp has a bath-master who stands on a
stool and spnnkles each little shiverer as he trots under.
Since our trustees won't give us enough bath-tubs, we
have to use our wits.

The three camps have organized into three tribes
of Indians, each with a chief of its own to answer for
Its conduct. Mr. Witherspoon high chief of all, and
Dr. MacRae the medicine man. They dedicated their
lodges Tuesday evening with appropriate tribal cere-momes; and though they politely invited me to attend.
I decided that it was a purely masculine affair, so I
declined to go, but sent refreshments, a very popular

IJ6
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»e«n very scant as to tail, but I have aXrf ««

Fancy SandvlT^. ,h J '
""" P'-^^n^'ly dented.

«n.p.y dropp«, inti'l^'nabrcha"" "^
,"k

"""

with the air of havinir madTmL / .^ '''*"'^'
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has solved the difficulty by proposing to occupy our
new laboratory. So he spends his evenings with a
book and a pipe, comfortably stretched in the dentist's
chair. There are not many society men who would be
willing to spend their evenings so harmlessly. That
girl in Detroit is a lucky young thing.

Mercy! An automobile full of people has just
arrived to look over the institution, and Betsy, who
usually does the honors, not here. I fly.

•^t
Addio!

Sallie.



My dear Gordon:

This is not a letter t /<««»*

«c.ipt for si«yr;;.„'<^°;:i::tr.
""'-'*'"

Many thanks.

S. McB.

'1 !

'i

!

IJ9



Dew Enemy:
Friday.

I hear that I missed a caU to^ay. but Jane delivered
your message, together with the "Genetic Philosophy
of Education." She says that you will call in a few
days for my opinion of the book. Is it to be a written
or an oral examination?
And does n't it ever occur to you that this education

business IS rather one-sided ? It often strikes me that
Dr. Robm MacRae's mental attitude would also be the
better for some slight refurbishing. I will promise
to read your book, provided you read one of mine. I
am sending herewith the « DoUy Dialogues." and shaU
ask for an opinion in a day or so.

It 's uphiU work making a Scotch Presbyterian friv-
olous, but persistency accomplishes wonders.

S. McB.

M9



My dear, dear Judy: ^^^ '3-
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The boys played leap-frog up and down the hall, and
jarred all the plaster in the building. We have cleaned
energetically and furiously. All the woodwork has
been washed, and aU of the floors polished; but despite
everything, we have a great deal of energy left, and
we are getting to that point of nerves where we want
to punch one another.

Sadie Kate has been acting like a little deil— do
they have feminine deils? If not, Sadie Kate has
originated the species. And this ajtemoon Loretta
Higgins had— well, I don't know whether it was a
sort of fit or just a temper She lay down on the floor
and howled for a solid hour, and when any one tried
to approach her, she thrashed about like a little wmd-
mill and bit and kicked.

By the time the doctor came she had pretty well
worn herself out. He picked her up, limp and droop-
mg, and carried her to a cot in the hospital-room; and
after she was asleep he came down to my library and
asked to look at the archives.

Loretta is thirteen; in the three years she has been
here she has had five of these outbreaks, and has been
punished good and hard for them. The child's an-
cestral record is simple: "Mother died of alcoholic
dementia, Bloomingdale Asylum. Father unknown."
He studied the page long and frowningly and shook

his head.

"With a heredity like that, is it right to punish the
child for having a shattered nervous system?"
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" It is not," said I. firmly. " We wiU m«iH h,.
shattered nervous system."

^"^ ^'^'^

"If we can."

But then my voice trailed oflF intr nnthit.» «- t •

the devil who attends to them "

fut^^of Ael''' ^K '^'""^ P^^^^*"'^^*^ about the

thou^H^his own ner.:„:tstem"^^^^^^^^^
had been splashing about in the rain since fit .?

maTh?'
"'"; '^ "^^ ^^««^ *° a-'^rb; tl I

nice cCrf^r '"'^^ ^^^ *-' -<» - had anice, Cheerful talk on drunkenness and idiocv a„^epilepsy and insanity. He dislike. nt!v^J i-
^ ^

but he ties himself 2to TLot o^^^^^^
'

^''"*''

Privately I ^nn'.Zv t.
^' '"^^ne parents.privately, I don t beheve there 's one thing in hered-

ii- •ji

I

!

il
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tty, provided you snatch the babies away before their
eyes are opened. We 've got the sunniest youngster

Uncle Silas all died msane. but he is as placid and unex-
citable as a cow.

Good-by, my dear. I am sorry this is not a more
cheerful letter, though at this moment nothing un!
pleasant seems to be happening. It 's eleven o'clock,and I have just stuck my head into the corridor, and
all IS quiet «cept for two banging shutters and leak-mg eaves. I promised Jane I would go to bed at ten.

Good night, and joy be wi' ye baith!

Sallie.

P.S. There is one thing in the midst of all my troubles
that I have to be grateful for: the Hon. Cy has been

of"*trjf *"?^""«^""^*^^^^8^'PP«- In a burst
of thankfulness I sent him a bunch of violets
P.S. 2. We are having an epidemic of pink-eye.



Good morniHg. m, J„r Judy!
"*^ '*'

I am gettmg my mmiediate troubles nicely stttMThose beastly blankets have dried at i^TjT^rcamps have been made livable again. Th^ are flt,^'witi. wooden slat, and «„fed with tar-^l O*?Witherspoon caBs them chicken^oops.) mj^l'

cZlf^L ^^^ °" ""''' *«y »t««i to the

hfe. and their chief is back at his post
^

The doctor and I have been giving Loretta Higgins'snerve, onr most careful consideratil WeftiTZrts barrack life, with its constant movem«,t^ s^
will be to board her out in a private family wh«^she wiU «ceive a gr«t d«il of individuaUuL^
. ^*^'"- "'* >•« usual «soun:e(ulness, bTnro.duced die family. They live next door to hi;»d^
^ThrbaSr^'^V'

"^^ '"^ "^"^ "»" "»'"SThe hustend is foreman of the ca,ting-«»m at theiron works, and the wife is a corafortfble i^utwto

their kitchen m order to keep the parlor neat; but it

>4S

I, t:

ll
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IS such a cheerful kitchen that I should Hlce to live in
it myself. She has potted begonias in the window and
a nice purry tiger cat asleep on a braided rug in front
of the stove. She bakes on Saturday -cookie, and
gingerbread and doughnuts. I am plamiing to paymy weekly^can upon Loretta every Saturday mombg
at elev«, o clock. Apparently I made as favorable an
impression on Mrs. Wilson as she made on me. After
I had gone, she confided to the doctor that she likedme because I was just as common as she was
Loretta is to learn housetvork and have a little gar-

den of her own, and particularly play out of doorsm the sunshine. She is to go to bed early and be fed
«P on nice nourishing food, and they are to pet herand make her happy. AH this for three dollars aweeK I

.11^^ uM.^""*.^
''""^'"^ '"^^ ^^^^' ^^ ^rd out

aU the children? Then this building could be turned
into an idiot-asylum. and I. not knowing anything
about idiots, could conscientiously resign and go back
home and live happily ever after.

Really, Judy, I am growing frightened. This asy-
lum will get me if I stay long enough. I am bccom-
ing so mterested in it that I can't think or talk or
dream of anything else. You and Jervis have blasted
all my prospects in life.

Suppose I should retire and marry and have a fam-
ily; as families go nowadays, I could n't hope for more
than five or six children at the most, and aU with the
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«me heredity But, mercy I.uch. family appear, per-

sututionalized me.

Reproachfully yours,

Salue McBrioe.

I» n t that a piquant detaU to have in one's hUtoiy ?

J

'

'' ,ifei



Dtarut Judy:
Tti«d.y.

What diall we do? Mamie Prow does not lik.

•tuff » nothing but imagination, and ought not to be

inrtitution. Mamie mu.t be made to like wunes &•ay. our granmar teacher, who spend, L noon,^hour with u, and overlooks the moral, of our chargwMou. one o^cIock to^lay .he marched Mamie toTy

refusmg, to open her mouth and put in a prune. The

Now as you know, I do not like bananas and Ishould hate awfully to be forced to swaUowZ^J
to swallow prunes?
While I was pondering a course that would seem

and f;:s:;iTtr.
^°"^ ^^^^

'' ^ "^^' ^"^ --* -^

The message was from a kind lady wishing to motorto a committee meeting. I didn't tell vo„ .»,.. t
organizmg local interest in <

me
am

148
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ri* who poneu estates in this neighborhood an be-P»»mjr to drift out fnm. town, wd I «Xi„e m^
1^ U> »tch them befo„ the^ .re ^7by Z"»ny garden pwies ud tennis tonmaments Th«
«d I Ainlc it -s .bout time they woke up T.^Z^tion of our presence.

"^

Reh«^ng .t te..time, I w., w.yhid in the h.11 by

«^y where she had been left four hours before

I,.
"™« <fa""g<" I cried in horror "Voulave n't been here aU this time ?

"

Yes, ma'sun," said Munie : " vou tnM m. .„ ••

until you came hade."
you told me to wut

TTi.t poor patient litUe thing was f.irly sw«™wwith wariness, but she never uttered . whta*?^
I w,n s.y for Sandy that he w« sj^t hJ,«A«ed her up in hi, .m,, and carri«l her to my UlS^"d p^ted her and ca,ess«l her bade to »ul« jJ'bought the sewing-table «,d spread it bef?«^he fi^»dwhde the doctor and I had tea. Mamie tad hS

educators, now, when she was thoroughly worn Z

S^- J I T" "P'"" ">' ""scientific principlesMamie had the most wonderful supper of her lifct^.'

!ii

ill

II.

Ih
'^^11
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Portrait •f&Ti

OUdienr Chil4

thifirT '™"' "'^*^« «"* 'PI-IW than

ft ^rtj-T"' '"•' ""O """»" I "^c,^
new, ftght— oh dear I I wi,h th* doctor had a senim

Later.

I wish you 'd come back to New York. I Vc an-pointed you press-agent for this institution, and Z
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disposition she had no suroL • J "^"^ * ''^"

'^nwve that -n^^lL^ "! ^* ^^'^ could

missing. thXhl\tnevt°:::n ah" " ""^'^"^
Hfc She holds UD kToZ! * ^'""^ P*'«n' « her

of, and see if you c^n' fl^ch hT'^^' f" "'• ^P»"«
Mavbe vo,, ^ "*' * mother and father

children IV^1 ^ *'^* • ^ »' <««f«*nt

•qoaUy taking por,„i., „fuK^ ij^""?'*
Gertrude and Kiritir.^. v , .

*"'"« ^-ou and Gurghng

Yours, as usual,

Sallie.

V-l'l

IH:

1:?
^



My dear, dear Judy:
^"^y-

JWc^t'^i .I'«>,.<ii«harg«, .h. cook »d

-^.^^•or^-:^ra~::s^^
r4';tCoSc.r°'-'"-"'"'°"<'"

I must teU you what happ«,«d this mom,W Our

fl«r SI.,.
" °«"Pyi"S » ™g on my libraryHoor, virtuously engaged with bnildinBAIocks TjL

«parat,ng him from ,h. other kind^^rt« childrand trymg the Montessori method ofaSeteSno nervous distraction. I was flattXCdf^t
irt;™S;^'^'"''"^^-^°''-Kot

• Geel ain't he got de hell of a mug? "
If you know a kind Christian family where I can

152
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S. McBride,

Sup't John Grier Home.

Dear PendUtons:

I Ve never known anything hke voti f- -iYou 've only just rearh<.rf Wo Z- ^ ^ ®"*»^s.

my suitKrase wckirfnr h
'"*^°"' ""^ ^ ^^^^ »>a<l

venatin, vJL'^nd'ct^ t'^ '"fl'^ f"' .^
'^^'"

languished in this asvl„m l^' u^ ^""^^ ^
'^«

-anely possible Tm C^'/^ VT! " ^^ ^"
change. ^^'^ ^^ ^'*^ »^ I don't get a

Yours,

on the point of suffocation,

S. McB.

« th^ H^^m S°1°"
"^'^' ••'""^ «™ yo«



I! I

My dear Judy:

Mr Wnt J"?^"'*""-
Listen to this. Ust weekMr. Wilton J Leverett (I quote from his card) ran

v^sit the institution while his chauffeur was mending

tmt : • f '^ '^°^"^ ^^"^ ^^"*- He took an in-
telligent interest in everything he saw, particularly our

TeS^H ^^^^"--^^'^'twhichrppealstome:;:

with two nbes of Indians. After an hour and a halfhe suddenly looked at his watch, begged for a glass owater, and bowed himself off.

'or a glass of

We had entirely forgotten the episode until this aft-
ernoon, when the expressman drove up to the doorwith a present for the John Grier Home from the

a barrel -well, anyway, a good sized keg -full of
liquid green soap?

^

fro^'^w'vT ^'* *' '""^^ ^^'^ °"^ g^^-den came

H^n.^ ;T"- ^ P°"^^ P«^^"t ^'om Gordon

o?wIt 'th'
'.""^ '•^—-*• As an example

of what the past regime did not accomplish. Martin
Schladerwitz, who has spent three years on thi^ pseu^fann knew no more than to dig a grave two feet deepand bury his lettuce seeds!

^
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w.?^r ?•"'' ^^"' *« """"^ °f fi«l<b in which

^«;;de o^. anaCll't'i^r^ 7™^;

oartann.r'lr: ? "^''^^ *""""= '"""o" *»manners -not orphan-asylum manners, but danc-

D4ncin<|5choo(

H^^^iboTrJtS'i to "A""""'^
u"*^

i:**i • .
attitude toward the worM T»,«

I.«Ie g,rls make courtesies when they d4e h»ds, ^^
il-
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the boy, mnove caps and rise when a lady sUnds. and

&^ie Kate into her soup yesterday, to the glee of aU^n-ers except Sadie, who is an indq)«„tat you^

p;arierlX%!re::?.t-fto%S

Punch is paying a call this morning. For the lasthalf-hour. while 1 have been busily scratch.ng avw
qmeUy and undestructivdy engag«l with colored^
nose.

'" '"'""' ^"^ ""PP"" » ''«' "P™ hi»

wipmg off the caress with a 6ne show of masculine in-

his red-and-green landscape with heightened ardor andan attempt at whistling. Well succeed yet in ,Zquermg that young nan's temper.
' ^ ""=<»

Tuesday.

.^I^-'^'^'^ I'
'" * ""^ Bfumbly mood toKlav. He•«ned just as the children were matching in to dinn"

and oh my d«.r! the potatoes were scotchedl Andsuch a clislmiadaver as that man made ! It is the first
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time the potatoes ever have been scorch*^ ««^

f«.J«,. But you would Mnk from Sandy',hn^J

Kdtc

Wednesday.

T .. !!^
^^ ^'"^ * wonderful sunny day, Betsy andI turned our backs upon duty and motored to tS^very

)['

k
• h

)
-^1
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ii.

t« m an Itel«j, garden. Punch and Sadi. Kate hadteen such good duldren all day that at the Ia« mo-m«.t w. telephone! for penni„ion to include th^
"Yes indeed, do bring the little dears." was the

enthusiastic response.

But the choice of Punch and Sadie Kate was a mis-
take We ought to have taken Mamie Prout. who
tasd«non,trated her ability to sit I shall spa^ you
tf.e details of our visit; u,e climax was reach^ when

IZl^T'^''-^"^
''" "" *»"'"" °f *« «^-mmg-pool Our host pulled him out by an agitated

kg. and «« child returned to the asylj:. swathS tathat gentleman's rose-colored bath-robe

!^r.^ ,.
. '"""«' •*«" ^ '"«™«'y <ii«greeable

yesterday, has just invited Betsy and me to take supper
.n his ohve-green house next Sunday evening at s^o clock m order to look at some microscope slideTThe entertammem, I believe, is to consist of a s^ri":W cuUure, some alcoholic tissue, and a tuberculargand. These social attentions bore him excessivelybut he r«I,zes that if he is to have free scope in apj y-ing his theories to the institution he must be a Httie
polite to its superintendent.

thl^Z^'^ [*?".*" '*"" """ a"-" I """St admitti«t It dcips IighUy from topic to topic. But though itmy not contam news of any great moment, I trust you
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will rcaMzc that its writing has consumed every vacant
minute during the last three days.

I am,

Most fully occupied,

Salue McBride.

P.S. A blessed woman came this morning and saidshe would ake a child for the summer- one of the
«ckest, weakest, neediest babies I could give her. Shehad just los her husband, and wanted something hard
to do. Isn't that really very touching?

,1

Ml
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Dear Judy and /ervh:
^*""^^ '"*™~»-

Brother Jimmie (we are very alliterative I) sourredon by sundry begging letter, f^ n,e, ha, a 'iT.^
u»apre«nt;buthepicke<litouthim«l£.

-' 'T'' """^'J' Hi, name i, Java.The children no longer hear the Khool-bell rine

formed m Ime and filed past and diook hi, paw Po^r

ht^rz.*'°'"°'^'°'"'-^'»--^"-L~:
Sadie Kate i, developing into my private Mcretarv

oon, and her hterary style i, making a hit amone

Pft. I had hitherto believed that the KilcoyneS
suspect that their source was nearer Blarney Ostl.

bear the JtXtl^; 'su^^r *' "^' '' """ "*

i6o



Dear Mr. Jimie

We thank you very much for the lovly monkey
you give. We name him Java because that's a warn
itend across the ocian where he was bom up in a nesthke a bird only big the doctor told us.

h^LT^ a""^^'^
'"""^ "''"'y ^^ *"^ girf shook

his hand and said good morning Java his hand feels

but now I let him sit on my shoulder and put his arms
around my kneck if he wants to. He makes a funny
noise that sounds like swering and gets mad when his
tale is puled.

,We love him dearly and we love you two

«.„H T/ ''"'^^°" ^^""^ *° «^^^ * P'^sent. please
send an elifant. Well I guess 111 stop.

Yours truly

Sadie Kate Kilcoyne.

; f

I.

ii*

I
; is
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i
i

Ml;
111

Percy de Forest Witherspoon i, .till faithful to hi.hWe follower,, though I .„, „ .,^d he wUI^ tirS0»t I urge him to take frequent v«ations H.T.

c^irHThjr"" ""?'• ><« ^Xht";^^cruits. He has large social connections in the neiirh

^n?Zu^ T^ J""* •** f'o™ »™">>d the worldand tow ha,r-rai,ing anecdote, of the head-hrun;
^ Sarawak, a narrow pink country on the Zoi

hlte« p *^ °"* °" *« ""-•»* «ft«r head-hunter,. Eveor encyclopedia in thi, inMitution ha,

Jd^ r^?' "?""" "'™"«' "<"» »n<i fungi

trld^^Seni/f ."i^K
"" Wither,poon would in*!

F^^ ^Tr
•*" head-hunting in England,

aarawak, but more uMfuI for general culture.We have a new cook, the fourth since my reien

tX'.^:^:;lt.rrn/-t;Lr?
families. The la,, i, a negto l^^, a'^g,T,^"
.ng, chocolate^olored creature trorn S^{ V^And ever smce d,e came on honey dew we'™l^iHer name .s-what do you gue„? SaUie. if youPtee^ I ,„gg«,ed that she change it.

' ^

Sho, M.«, I 's had dat name Sallie longer 'n you,

ll*
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an' I couldn't get used nohow to answerin' up pert-Wee when you sings out ' MolHe !

' Seem, like Sallie
jest D longs to me."

d-^r^f"'*"
"^^ '*™*'"*' *~' ** ^^^ 'here is no^gtr of our gettmg our letters mixed, for her lastname IS nothmg so plebeian as McBride. It 's Johns-

ton-Washington, with a hyphen.

Sunday.

Our favorite game of late is finding pet names for^dy. H,s austere presence lends itself to caricature,we have just originated a new batch. The "T^Jr^The "Uird

-•'- —--"«»=•« p«cscnccienasitsel
We have just originated a new batch,
o' Cockpen " is Percy's choice.

The Uird o' Cockpen he's proud and he', great;
Hi. mind 1. ta'en up wi' the things of the state.

Miss Snaith disgustedly calls him "that man." and
Betsy refers to him (in his absence) as "Dr. Cod-

r7^u^ / P'*"*"* ^*''°"*« » " Macphairson Qon
Glockett^ Angus McClan." But for real poetic feel-
ing. Sadie Kate beats us all. She calls him « Mister
Someday Soon." I don't believe that the doctor ever
dropped mto verse but once in his life, but every childm this institution knows that one poem by heart.

Someday Mon something nice is going to happen-
Be a good little girl and take this hint

:

Swallow with a smile your cod-liver ile.

And the first thing you know you will have a peppermint.



i
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««^ mterior of hi. gloomy n»„.io„'w,u, jI«fS

.„ L "*">:"'<' 1 »™ "mply eaten up with curiosity

t^itlT I'
•"" "! ""- ^ <"'

~''"^"

Planted by a ferce McGurIc, w. had despaired of ever^.ng an «rt«,ce; but now, beholdl ThedSOpened of its own accord.

To be continued.

S. McB.
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Dear Judy: Monday.

taat imn. dining-room. The walls and carMt. ,^

m»nwpi«e shelters a few smoking black coals. Thefurniture is as nearly black as furniture comes The

.Ia^.~
"""^ "' *« <^'«»-" "d *« •• Stag

lii^*.^*^
'"'"" •<> ^ "ght and sparkling, but it was*e .atmg supper in the family va^,. Mrs. M.LTmbhck alpaca with a black silk apron, clumped Z^"^

towers hI,
"* *• '"™' " *« «''"»»'<1

Ste cSrIv r "°" *" "P' *""' I'" •"»"* "'^ down.ihe clearly does not approve of the master's entertaming, and die wishes to discourage aU ct« s fr^ever accepting again.
*^ ""

tne matter with his house, and in order to brishtent up a bit m honor of his guests, he had puSS
i«5
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flowers,- dozens of them,-,he most exquisite pinl<K.lhrney roses and red and yeUow tulip, ?he Mc-

w^ld fif•T''*''
**'" ^' *°^' « tight a't^l

ft dot,IT ' •«««''-'"» J"<«n«re, a^d plu^
It down m the center of the table. The thine was mb'g as a bushel-basket. Betsy and I „ear"y tTr^tour manners when we saw that centerpl^V barfte

a w^hrz^ ?„° rr-"'
"^ « "S^.^'otaint:a ongnt note m his dmmg-room that we suppressedoar amusement and complimented him warZT^

his happy color scheme. ^ '^

lief^o hT"""'
'""^^ "** °'"' »" "»««•«» with re-

mflufflce does not penetrate. No one in a cleaning

wry except Llewelyn, a short, wiry, bow-legged Welsh-nun who combines to a unique degree ^qual'ticsof chambermaid and chauffeur
qualities

The Hbrary, though not the most cheerful room I

-books all around from floor to ceiling wi* A,
-erflow in piles on floor and table ^ZZ^i^-ha^f a dozen abysmal leather chairs and a rug o^^'

clti2*r "t""""' '™"*"'"«'- l^'^" tim^containing a crackling wood fire. By way of bric-a-brac, he has a stuffed pelican and a crane with a fro^

"sircTf"r '"'"'' °"
" "^

-'
'
-

in rte at ' "'«^''°" "^ '"^"f"™ ""ats

! If
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n,^^ ""''' *' ««f« ''™«lf i» a French

hCt,H^\ ^ "'" "" ••'' «»"<"«» thoughtfulhost and I have to report that the word "insMity"was not once mentioned It seems that SandTta Wsn^ments of relaxation, is a fisherman; he and Pe^ybeg^ swappmg stories of salmon and xrout and tefinaUy got out his case of fishing-flies, »d IsZ-tt

•'^t ^^ "^ "» *'* '' "silver d^^tr'^^dt
Jack Scott • out of which to make hat-pins. TOen

^mTTTJ'^ *° '^ °° *« Scoteh

Z?.;.^ tht' K."'""'
""• "^ "'«" he was lost,and spent the mght out in the heather. There is no

I am afraid that Betsy and I have wronged himThough „ ,s hard to relinquish the interesttag id«he may not, after all, have committed a crime Weare now leanine to the (vTUf «... 1.

"""= vve

love
**' crossed in

for*l'*f
''j!""" "' "" '^ "»^« f™ of I»0' Sandy,for despite hs stem bleakness of disposition he 's a

T^^r'^"^.- ^'^"f^'S^nghleafer

«lU^r' '°
"'

"
'""'"'^ *»" » «»'

d."?/""?"'^* " "O"'"' <*«" him up a Uttle if I
should send my company of artists to paiSt a ri«erabbits around the wall?

tainezeot

With' love, as usual,

Saluk.



Dear Judy:

Arc n't you ever coming back to New York ? Please
hurry I I need a new hat, and am desirous of shop-
ping for it on Fifth Avenue, not on Water Street.
Mrs. Gruby, our best milliner, does not believe in
slavishly following Paris fashions; she originates her
own styles. But three years ago, as a great conces-
sion to convention, she did make a tour of the New
York shops, and is still creating models on the uplift
of that visit.

Also besides my own hat, I must buy 113 hats formy children, to say nothing of shoes and knickerbock-
ers and shirts and hair-ribbons and stockings and gar-
ters. It 's quite a task to keep a little family like mine
decently clothed.

Did you get that bit letter I wrote you last week>
You never had the grace to mention it in yours of
Thursday, and it was seventeen pages kmg. and tookme days to write.

Yours truly,

S. McBride.

P.S. Why don't you tell me some news about Gordon ?
Have you seen him. and did he mention me? Is he
ninning after any of those pretty Southern girls that
Washington is so full of? You know that I want to
hear. Why must you be so beastly uncommunicative ?

16B



Dea, jMdy:
Tuei4.y, 4 -.27 ,.m.

Your telegram came two minutes ago by teteohone

5-49 on Thursday afternoon. And don't make anv

"« L"tl:X'^"^ '"^ """- *-^'- "'*

Fnday Md Saturday and Monday I dull have todevote to shopping. Oh, yes, you 're ri^ I ll,°posses more clothes than any ja'il-bird nfds'. L^ ^^spnng comes, I must have new plumage. Asit i, I

^rl ife J^ ""
r"^'"^

«"' ""P"' *'^ ^''aordi!nay I.fe that you have pushed me into.

g^c"« nir" "".^""^'y ""yed in a Nile-8^ crape (Janes creation, though it looked Pari-s«n). He was qu.te puzzled when he found I was n't?omg to a ball. I invited him to stay a^d dine whhme, and he accepted! We got on «^^ffaHy h^expands over his dinner P^ ^ anaMy. He

i^. "".ere's^Be^^l?^--^^*
^Saturday afternoon for a matinee G B 4^'c ,i;oi
would afford such a hfe-giving con^Jt ^ thttS'
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^There's no use writing any more; m wait and

Addio.

Salue.

S«?I ""'* """ ' 8ave the measto to th.children on purpo« to make hta trouble. There are

Dear Enemy: Wednetday.

Your brief and dignified note of yesterday is .,

XsL*s::sraJ:r;;™-CLr"--

4^^rofXr«l-4.^^„drop
my absurd fashion of calhne von FnL^ • .

^
as you drop your absurd fasU:"ofg:^f„n "

^d"abus-ve and insulting the moment4 K^th^t

daysrirTor"""" '"'"^ 'o ^^ '<-

Yours truly,

S. McBride.



Chez THE Pendletons, New York.
I^y dear Enemy:

fJmr!ff '^^*^!f
"°'' ^'^ ^"^ y°" »" a "^ore affableframe of mmd than when I saw you last. I empha !

Te L^l 'f'
'' ^'' "°* ^"^ *' ^h« carelessness ofti^e supermtendem of our institution that those two

fortunate anatomy of our old-fashioned building,

ielion, T i '/
'°"'^ "°' °^"^ ^"y parting sug-

gestions. I therefore write to ask that you casf yourcritical eye upon Mamie Prout. She is coverJ^n

I «n hoping not. Mamie spots very easily
I returi^ ^ |,rison fife next Monday at six o'clock.

Yours truly,

S. McBride.

P.S. I trust vou will pBfiim m mmifmnw it but

r "'Ir ^^ ''"' °^ ^-^'^ *^ ^ -^-XT ' likethem chubby and round and smiling.



it M

The John Gweb Home,

Dear Judy: June 9.

ba™ afd ,1|?1 "°* '"" ^°" «pect n,« to come
t. ." *™« down contentedly to instimtim, ui.

All *
P*"""*™ household presents ?

Fmrrv,'"?
'""'• "'<" (AM-tlenicerlS^

to^ecap,.^1.tC:.^°:—^«--e.
ifte tram was awfully late. We saf an^ o« 1 ^

dlhefp^ I^ILT
----^^o„ra„ra ^ei ^

and hL r ;• u ^ ^^^ "'"'* ^^^^ ''^^'^^^n somethiLand had to tmker up our engine. The conducto/wa^soothing, but uncommunicative
It was 7:30 when I descended, the only passenger.

172
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new hat No TurafeTto »,«?
"^""^ *^' P^«='»'»

lack. To be sure I had!."",
"•«: »<>« even a sution

of my arrival, bu* ImiVi^^T"^ «» «"« tin,e

•"d «.rt of v^gudyllL*'' r'
"*« neglected I

"d "inging song, ofwS'T '''""™« «»*«"
•he station man «,at i „"m ^T *" ' '*»' 'eUing

""."lent while he1 a^""T "' *"'«"?• in-

telephoned for a vSfck^,V • '=°™"' "'"on and
*e comer two big7« S,.tjt,'^7'''*"S '"""d
l^ey stopped nine inc^LJfot "" ""'«'« " "e.
I h«nl Sandy's voice^^j^g"*

"^'"^™ ""^n. and

''''o^^^ir;of^^tc.r.ti'' '•'"•«'*'»^
my hands." '^ " '^ •«"* to tak' the bit baims off

off'S^i-rof'^^.^n*'"'™""' -• - on the
t«*ed me and my^ew ha^^JJ"

"""' *"«• He
chocolates aU in 12^1, ^«' '"'' "^oks and
'p-ashed off. i^xi It r-v^""' "'P- -" ««
home again, and quite sad at ?h ... T «"""8 •»*
ng to leave. Me^tal^. you^ 1^7 ' 1 "^'^ '"^-
»d packed and gone Thf!; . '"''y'^''8ned
not in a place for ft. re«^^f

'
'fT

""' ^ou are
awfully unstable fee«^/ tI";""

'''* P^« you an
would never work Yo,.

'

**^ ""' marriages
thing irrevocabty^d tev™Z !?

'«' ^°" '« » »' """ 'n order to buckle down

I'jii
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IB

and reaUy put your whole mind into making it a sue-

everj^ing I wanted to hear. Among other items, IU^ed that Sadie Kate had spent two^days in the In-

dZ^' u ,T^'?^
^^^' "«^°'^'«« to the doctor's

diagnosis, half a jar of goosebeny jam and Heaventaows how many doughnuts. Her work had been
Changed dunng my absence to dish-washing in the offi-
cers pantry, and the juxtaposition of so many exotic
luxunes was too much for her fragile virtue.

Also, our colored cook ^allie and our colored usefulman Noah have entered upon a war of extermination,
iftc original trouble was over a little matter of kin-
cUmg. augmented by a pail of hot water that SaUie

!ZV' f '^' 1"^°^ ^^*^' ^°^ * ^°"^"' ""usual
accuracy of am You can see what a rare character
the head of an orphan-asylum must have. She has to
combine the qualities of a baby nurse and a police
magistrate. ^
The doctor had told only the half when we reached

the house, and as he had not yet dined, owing to meet-
ing me three times. I begged him to accept the hospital-
ij: of the John Grier. I would get Betsy and Mr,
Witherspoon, and we would hold an executive meeting
and settle aU our neglected businesses.
Sandy accepted with flattering promptness. He

likes to dine outside of the family vault.



I5EAR ENEMY

«vo>mg, and I 'n, gUd for M^f u ' ««» o« of an

"Pon eight. andTrn^f™*'--" "»» *«> do«

I!

wa, such an .CvTJ^ *7JJ- » 6 :30.- bu.
Gurk never served him sZ!"t?^ ""*"'»• He-
witt her mvaluablral f^"' "'^"'S to imprtss mc
l-st. And after dS,^h,r '^'"*"^ Southern
in my comfortable Zeiib^**''

~««« l*'''" the fire« and the shut"^ l:^;^^'
""'« *« -"d "owled

»ote in the mT ^Z^'^"'^ ' "™* « "'w
about him when yooor^^" ""'*> """«'«
process of IcnowiLhto «^" •^°* '"''"• B« *«
"»' v..y gleg «X™S^T'v^* "" '*'*• «« ''

Unjalizingiy
in«cplicabrpers^„™ T'ThT ™'^ »

•allcuig to him I f~i „ ,h„„ f?,.. *' •""« I ™

flres smoldering ins de 1^" ""^ *'" ""' '""ked
"itted a crime ' H.^ ^ ""' •" •"« "'« com-
'«ou. feeiinTthatt ht'

"^"^ •" ""^'^ *« 0-

Scotch Ii.era.„::rt"h|°,o„^,^:„',^' """ ™'"™ °*
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m

wtat^J!?*- "^."^ "if* " Ae .h. by a,e foewntt the wind u domg on Hurly-Burlv-Swiii" h.^
*ough. ft. renotMt idea whM i, man.. Andli.^to Uu.

:
b«w«„ cup. of cofiF« (h. drink, f„ ,00Scoff« for a «nsibl, nKdid nan) h.cu^Xft. n.w. th« hi, family^ J^_ L^ft^ityp^

n«,d«l hm «.,duou,ly for th« r«t of tte ^ajg

Did you once lu Shelley plain.
And did he iiop and apeak to you?

frame of mind.

mg It with a dMcnption of ft. r«enUy excavateddja™, of Robm MacRae; it -, j„« hywa/of^^
night that I hav. been going about to^y feeline con-

nade fun of hmi to you and Jervi,. I really did n'tn»m quite aU of fte impolite fting, ttat I l"d^^»ce a monft ft. man i, sweet and tractable and

Punch ha, just be«. paying a «>cial caU, mC during

h^Li^
Kate recovered one of ftem from underft. bo<*ca«, but fte ofter two hopp«l away; and I 'm
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I had a beautiful visit in Cisa P«.*^
forget your promise to retumTt,^'"**"'- °°"

'

Yours as ever,

Sallie.

'^ '^'' wn^;«°;s:t;e'ir "'^ ""-
">d n^il them to me? And hi u*^*"' *•«" »P
writes the addres, L .^.J'"'''

^^ '"""' "'"''« »••*

cards "MaclcWrt"'
^'" "*" "^ "»»'» the place-

1^1 .1
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Dear Enemy:
Tuesday.

As I told you, I left an application for an accom-
plished nurse with the employment bureau of New
York.

Wanted! A nurse maid with an ample lap suitable
for the accommodation of seventeen babies at once.

She came this afternoon, and this is the fine figure
of a woman that I drew I

1
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j^g

We couldn't keep a baby from sliding off her lap
unless we fastened him firmly with safety-pins. ^
P case give Sadie Kate the magazine. I 'U read it

to-night and return it to-morrow.
Was there ever a more docile and obedient pupil than

S. McBride?

i if

!»

re
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My dear Judy:
Thursday.

I ve been spending the last three days busily getting
under way all those latest innovations that we plannedm New York. Your word is law. A public cooky-
jar has been established.

Also, the eighty play-boxes have been ordered. It
IS a wonderful idea, having a private box for each
child, where he can st9re up his treasures. The
ownership of a little personal property will help
develop them into responsible citizens. I ought to
have thought of it myself, but for some reason the
Idea didn't come. Poor Judy I You have inside
knowledge of the longings of their little hearts that I
shall never be able to achieve, not with all the sym-
pathy I can muster.

We are doing our best to run this institution with
as few discommoding rules as possible, but in regard
to those play-boxes there is one point on which I shaU
have to be firm. The children may not keep in them
mice or toads or angleworms.

I can't teU you how pleased I am that Betsy's salary
IS to be raised, and that we are to keep her perma-
nently. But the Hon. Cy WykofT deprecates the step.
He has been making inquiries, and he finds that her

i8o
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,5,

^«C ^''""^ ^"' '^ ^'^^ -- of her without

ices for nothi^? » "^
'^' ^"™"^ ^^^ ''^^"^d scrv-

" This is charitable work "

Fiddlesticks I " savs he *' <;k-'-
family ought to sup^rt her " ' ''°"'"' ^"^ ^^^

he thought it wodd 2 nice^^^^^^^
hay on the slope that leadT "h: 'Te' VriJT L'consulted, and I pamoer him , ^l '^ ^'^^^ *o ^e

unessential detaiir^o?:^^? Zl n
^"^'^^ ^ ^"

canny advice- "Tnl '
,.f™

fo"owing Sandy's

-uL be^crewel o^eTtig^^
hke fiddle-strings; t/ey

g^g your ain gait." S^tt Jt ^^^^^^^ T' '"*

teaching me! I shouW moL * ^'^ ^^ylum is

wife.
' '**°"^^ "^^ a wonderful politician's

Thursday night,
you will be interested to hear thaf t 1,

rarily placed out Punch whh two ch
' '"^^^

who have lone been tZ^'l
'"^".^^harming spinsters

They finally cL^Tasf"^^^^^^^^ ^^^^ °' ' ^"^•
/ ^^ '^st week, and said they would like
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h jil!

to try one for a month to see what the sensation felt
nke.

^

They wanted, of course, a pretty ornament, dressedm pmk and white and descended from the Mayflower.
I told them that any one could bring up a daughter of
the Mayflower to be an ornament to society, but the
real feat was to bring up a son of an Italian organ-
grmder and an Irish washerwoman. And I offered
Punch. That Neapolitan heredity of his, aristically
speaking, may turn out a glorious mixture, if the right
environment comes along to choke out all the weeds.

I put it up to them as a sporting proposition, and
they were game. They have agreed to take him for
one month and concentrate upon his remaking all their
years of conserved force, to the end that he may be fit

for adoption in some moral family. They both have
a sense of humor and accomplishing chtracters, or I
should never have dared to propose it. And rer.lly I
believe it 's going to be the one way of laming our
young fire-eater. They will furnish the affection and
caresses and attention that in his whole abused little
life he has never had.

They live in a fascinating old house with an Italian
garden, and furnishings selected from the whole round
world. It does seem like sacrilege to turn that de-
structive child loose in such a collection of treasures.
But he hasn't broken anything here for more than a
month, and I believe that the Italian in him will re-
spond to all that beauty.
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I warned them that they must not shrink from any
profanity that might issue from his pretty baby hps.
He departed last night in a very fancy automobile,

and maybe I wasn't glad to say good-by to our dis-
reputable young man! He has absorbed just about
half of my energy.

Friday.

The pendant arrived this morning Many thanks!
But you really ought not to have given me another; a
hostess cannot be held accountable for all the things
that careless guests lose in her house. It is far too
pretty for my chain. I am thinking of having my nose
pierced, Cingalese fashion, and wearing my new jewel
where it will really show.

I must tell you that our Percy is putting some good
constructive work into this asylum. He has founded
the John Grier Bank, and has worked out all the details
in a very professional and businesslike fashion, entirely
incomprehensible to my non-mathematical mind. All
of the older children possess properly printed check-
books, and they are each to be paid five dollars a week
for their services, such as going to school and accom-
phshing housework. They are then to pay the
institution (by check) for their board and clothes,
which will consume their five dollars. It looks like a
vicious circle, but it 's really very educative; they will
comprehend the value of money before we dump them
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P«"«- My head aZ7»T l ^ * '" ""» >«»*
keeping. b« P.% ^,^1 'lV*°"«'"

"' *« '«ok.

and will trainZS, for ii°" P"« aritl,n,«icia„,.

hears of any oSe fo/t'T °' '""*• " J'rvis

I shall have a Sraii.^^^
.°'^"'"'' '«™ '<"°«;«r „ady .0 ^"ptedT^trr;ir

III

f
I

i
1 !

i

if:!

? !

Mi!
• Mi

M
t

r> J Saturday.
•""T doctor doesn't lib» .„ i.

It hurts hi, feeling" '.,?• ' ^ ""«" "E"emy."

«>«; but since tm l^'t r"r:.^°"""""S "' 'he
he has finally retS w ,hl

' !
*"' «P°^'"lations,

calls me " Miss SatW' anT^"^ '°' ""• "«
at having ,chieved such

" ' ^ " '" ' «'"»' °f P"de
He and Thl '">ag.native flight.

scotrJd'i'^Lnrirish' T •«'«"- "« -^X"
like this:

"""""I"*. Our conversations run

h«i'l^e C'™°°"
'° "- '^''"- ^' how '» yer

the'teS
""' ^'^ """ A"" how gaes it „i- ,-

;• Shure, thqr -re all av thin, doin' foi„ »

on Lu. '%CT^U1- . V' "'' ''-*" - hard

"Hiv^ k .
' S'ckness aboot the kintr» "H.ven be praised it has not lighted he«! Bu "it
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down, docthcr, an' make yersilf at hom^. Will yc beafther havin' a cup o' tay ?
" ^

" Hoot, woman I I would na hae you fash yoursel'.

« *
^~ ^'•^P tea winna coom amiss."

Whist I It 's no thruble at all
"

i„tr°fH"^v "°i '^'r^
*^" ^ ^"'y ^'"W excursion

into fnvohty; but I assure you. for one of Sandy's
dignity. It s positively riotous. The man has been ina heavenly temper ever since I came back; not a single

him as well as Punch.
This letter must be about long enough even for you;

I ve been writing it bit by bit for three days, whenevei^
I happened to pass my desk.

Yours as ever,

Sallie.

^r h/^'f
.tWnk much of your vaunted prescription

right, or Jane did n't apply it with discretion. I stuckto the pillow this morning.
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Dear Gordon:

The John Grier Home,

Saturday.

1 1,1

1
• III

ill

•

II j
ii;«

"Ily I consider it Of course I am not trvin^Tw
But I Honert

'« ."'<';'«"y "«i with «, awful bunTp

up to r '"
^v!^

^°*
"l"

"•*- "d you never ran

i86
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tide on cottegc versus congregate system for housing

yordt^du^'T J^*^°-^^
cottages! I wish'you d send us a few for a Chri..' Tias present.) Andnow at n,ne o'clock I 'n, sleepily beginning a letter to

r^nt « ^T "! I"^y y°""«^ "^'^'y P'>« who can
point to such a useful day as that ?

Oh, I forgot to say that I stole ten minutes from my

ILTw' V '"^'"'"^ *° '"^*^" ^ "^^ cook. OurSaihe Washmgton-Johnston. who cooked fit for the
angels had a dreadful, dreadful temper and terrorized

fl. r '
°"' *"*^^-«^cellent fumace-man. to the

pcunt of givmg notice. We couldn't spare Noah.

t«,/
"'^'^ "««^"J to the institution than ifs superin-

wtVi"''t^ Washington-Johnston is no more.

^^

When I asked the new cook her name, she replied.Ma name is Suzanne Estelle. but ma friends call me

It u fr c'V^*^
^^^' *°""'Sh'' but I must say

that she lacks Sallie's delicate touch. I am awfully
disanpomted that you didn't visit us while Sallie was
stiU here. You would have taken 3way an exaltedopmion of my housekeeping.

twoXtter"""' "' ^^ *'^' P^^"*' ^"^ '^
'« "-

Poor neglected Gordon! It has just occurred to methat you never got thanked for the modeling-clay

sually intelligent present that I should have telegraphedmy appreciation. When I opened the boxanS all
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cn» «1 . .tatue of Singapore. The children love it;and t u very good to have the handicraft side of thrirtraining encouraged.

Aft« a careful ttudy of American hiwory, I haved«.rm,ijed that nothing i, „ v.,^m, ,„'^' \2^ror:;;r
'"'^ °"'^'°'^ -""•»«' ^"^

Therefore I have divided the daily woA of this in-«mitjon mto a hu„dr«I parcel,, and the children 1Ute weddy through a .ucccion of unaccustom^
tasto. Of course they do everything badly, for just« they Ijam how. they progress to somefting ne

"

^ts immoral custom of keeping each child sentencS

tiJ^
/' °, '

""";'""«' ">"««: b«t when the tempu-

H™,rjK "'-,',«?"*« d-^ary picture of FIorT^

Z^^^ *"'" ^•'"-'"^
' "-'^ "^ve the

hJ *"!!;*^.""^ """'*'* of ""-Lippett. Shehad exactly the point of view of a TammanTJ^ iHrfan

twest m the John Grier Home was to get a living out

Wednesday.

WTJat new branch of learning do you think I have
introduced into my asylum ? Table mamiers

!
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I never had any idea that it was such a lot of trouble
to teach children how to eal and drink. Their favorite
method IS to put their mouths down to their mun and
lap Oieir milk like kittens. Good manners are not
merely snobbish ornaments, as Mrs. Lippett's regime
appeared to believe; they mean sclf-discipline and
thought for others, and my children have got to learn
them.

That woman never allowed them to talk at their
meals, and I am having the most dreadful time getting
any conversation cut of them above a frightened whis-
per. So I have instituted the custom of the entire
staff, myself included, sitting with them at the table,
and directing the talk along cheerful and improving
Imcs. Also I have established a small, very strict
trainmg-table. where the little dears, in relays, undergo
a week of steady badgering. Our uplifting table con-
versations run like this

:

" Yes. Tom, Napoleon Bonaparte was a very great
man- elbows off the table. He possessed a tremen-
dous power of concentrating his mind on whatever he
wanted to have; and that is the way to accomplish

-

dont snatch. Susan; ask politely for the bread, and
Carrie will pass it to you.- But he was an example
of the fact that selfish thought just for oneself, with-
out considering the lives of others, will come to disas-
ter m the— Tom I Keep your mouth shut when you
chew— and after the battle of Waterloo— let Sadie's
cooky alone— his faU was all the greater because—
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lady .lap a^^ti^l; ^"'^ »" P-ocation dc« ».

ttS^^*^"*?""""'""^' I know yotTtate ,0^

the pa~rr Th^T- ."'Z^*
""""'« « "lay to «adine papers. The big outside world has dropped awavMy interest, a« «e on «« i„side of this liKn"^

ft

I am at present,

S. McBride,

Superintendent of the

John Grier Home.



Dear Enemy: Thursday.

" Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in." Has n't

assiduousIyrJilgT;^'^^^ X^lTave^
7X The?r "^^^^^"'^ ^' takerVm;:::

walden, a book as far removed as possible from theproblems of the dependent child.
Did you ever read old Henry David Thoreau ? Vn„

sentotnis. Soaety IS commonly too cheap. We

0' Sandy.
^"^™ " *""« "»?'

we of them Thomas Kehoe. What do yon think?

hm IS a farm m a no-Iicense portion of Connecticut

fatmer-s family. It sounds exactly the right thine,
191
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192 DEAR ENEMY
and we can t keep him here forever; he '11 have to be
turned out some day into a world full of whisky.

I m sorry to tear you away from that cheerful work
on Dementia Precox/' but I 'd be most obliged if
you d drop m here toward eight o'clock for a confer-
ence with the agent.

I am, as usual,

S. McBride.

ti



My dear Judy:
June 17.

Betsy has perpetrated a most unconscionable trick
upon a pair of adopting parents. They have traveled
tast from Ohio in their touring-car for the dual pur-
pose of seeing the country and picking up a daughter.
They appear to be the leading citizens of their town
whose name at the moment escapes me; but it's a
veiy important town. It has electric lights and gas
and Mr. Leading Citizen owns the controlling interestm both plants. With a wave of his hand he could
plunge that entire town into darkness; but fortunately
he s a kind man, and won't do anything so harsh, not
even if they fail to reelect him mayor. He lives in a
bnck house with a slate roof and two towers, and has
a deer and fountain and lots of nice shade-trees in the
yard. (He carries its photograph in his pocket.)
They are good-natured, generous, kind-hearted, smil-mg people, and a little fat; you can see what desirable
parents they would make.

Well, we had exactly the daughter of their dreams,
only, as they came without giving us notice, she was
dressed in a flannellet nightgown, and her face was
dirty. They looked Caroline over, and were not im-
pressed; but they thanked us politely, and said they

193
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would b«r her m mind. They wanted to visit theNew York Orphanage before deciding. We knew well
tftat, If they saw that superior assemblage of children
our poor little Caroline would never have a chance

'

Then Betsy rose to the emergency. She graciously
invited them to motor over to her house for tea that
afternoon and inspect one of our little wards who
would be visitmg her baby niece. Mr. and Mrs. Lead-
ing Utizen do not know many people in the East, and
tiiey havent been receiving the invitations that they
feel are their due

; so they were quite innocently pleased
at the prospect of a little social diversion. The mo-
ment they had retired to the hotel for luncheon, Betsy
Ci.!se; up her car, and rushed baby Caroline over to her
house. She stuffed her into baby niece's best pink-and-
white embroidered frock, borrowed a hat of Irish lace
some pmk socks and white slippers, and set her pic-
tm^csquely upon the green lawn under a spreading
beech-tree. A white-aproned nurse (borrowed also
frwn baby niece) plied her with bread and milk and
gaily colored toys. By the time prospective parents ar-
rived our Caroline, fuU of food and contentment,
greeted th«n with cooes of delight. From the moment
their eyes fell upon her they were ravished with desire.
Not a suspicion crossed their unobservant minds that
tills sweet httle rosebud was the child of the morning.And so, a few formalities having been complied with,
It really looks as though baby Caroline would live in
the Towers and grow into a leading citizen
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I must really get to work, without any further de-
lay, upon the burning question of new clothes for our
girls.

With the highest esteem, I am,
D'r Ma'am,

Y'r most ob'd't and h'mble serv't,

Sal. McBride.



W'

i i!

My dearest Judy: ^""* '^th.

NO MORE BLUE GINGHAM I

tnfSfs m,Vhf'
?"*'^'"'*^ neighborhood of coun-try estates might contain valuable food for our asvlum

and at a luncheon yesterday I dug out a beaut fuScharming widow who wears delectable flT*"''^"^
^^^

that she designs herSf iu TV^' ^°^*"«^ «^°^s

wouldiLvSd tn I K?^'
'°"^^'^ *° *"« ^at she

I toLr-tT
5'°" «'y-"'"™ tadly dressed girls," sM

r>tTn ,hl'
^"".""^ 8°' *° 'O"' •»ck with me and

^t..f::;^r:jsrrr;er'-';r

feHn™, *%'*f."ff««-- The iirst inmate onr ey«fen upcm was Sadie Kate, just fresh, I j„dge, t^
'96

smsm M
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hugging the molasscs-barrel
; and a shocking spectacle

she was for any esthetically minded person. In addi-
tion to the stickiness, one stocking was coming down.

.1 P"^Jri^a« b"«oned crookedly, and she had lost
a hair-ribbon But- as always- completely at ease,
she welcomed us with a cheery grin, and offered the
lady a sticky paw.

«
'7°"^'"

«!?
^' ^ *"""P^' "y°" ««« ho^ niuch we

need you. What can you do to make Sadie Kate beau-

" Wash her." said Mrs. Livermore.
Sadie Kate was marched to my bathroom. When

the scrubbing was finished and the hair strained backand the stocking restored to seemly heights. I returned

«!Ii,
* Jf

°"^.»"sP<^tion-a perfectly normal little

1?aTa' ^u' V''*""^''*^
*"™«^ ^^' ^'^^ side to side,

and studied her long and earnestly.
Sadie Kate by nature is a beauty, a wild. dark. Gip-

syish httle colleen; she looks fresh from the wind^
swqpt moors of Comiemara. But. oh. we have man-
aged to rob her of her birthright with this awful insti-
tution uniform I

After five minutes' silent contemplation, Mrs. Liver-
more raised her eyes to mine.
" Yes, my dear, you need me.'*
And then and there we formed our plans. She is to

head the committee on CLOTHES. She is to
choose three friends to help her; and they, with the two
dozen best sewers among the girls and our sewing-
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teacher and five sewing-machines are 0nJ«« * 1

over the Innir- «* *u- •
"^*'"»"«, are going to make

'^ Stwdi| ii, Clothes

-to^lTrT ^ "'"''' ™° "'o » ««>«> volume

It is dreadful. a,e schemiug person I am getting to
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S'i "*" """"yo-l* to my asylum ?"

ent wiu become so interested in her job that she will

^"f/'u
.*"'• P"^""" »'»«"1« Ww4 tot

7™nh
«"';•'"' f" '""''"""y '"Perint^Zg he?fourth generation of orphans.

**

P/w* discharge her before that day I

Yours,

Salue.
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D*ar Judy: ^'^J-

. «a ,on hack drove „p ,o u,. door and di,goigtd upon

ingnorse, and a Teddy bear, and then drove off!The men were artists, and the little ones were chil-*«. of another artist, dead three weeks a^ -^^

"th^r ?^'.*' ""•' '° •» •*"«« thefthongtoJohn Grier" sounded soUd and respectable and

X

like a public institution. It had newmterl? aJT
nnbusinesdike h«.ds that any for^I"'„t^'about placing a child in an asylum, ^ ^^
stranded and aghast, that I told them to sit down whfleI advsed them what to do. So the chicks w™ i«tto tte nurseor, with a recommendation of b^^^jn.ac, while I listened to their histo-y. SioTart^
sound of the baby girl's laugh, but, anywav h!fol!
they had finished, the babes wU oure

^'

Never have I seen a sunnier creature than the little

fancy children). She is three years old. is lispWfn.^ baby-talk and bubbling with lau^ter. xSftragedy she has just emerged from has never touchrf
aoo



DEAR ENEMY ,01

fc«r. But Don^ aifforf, «„rty uttk hd. of fiv,

nrf M «,..t on . capital of «.thu.ia«n «,<! . w^ of pamt Hi, frimd. My ,I«i, he had Ul^T
man. They hved m a haphazard fashion in a rickety

« ;Sv^
cook™, behind «re.n,, the babie. ,U^

a great deal of love and many friends all more

•tow that phase of their apbringing. They have ana.r. which n»ny of my children, delpite all the^n»nne» I on ponr into them, will forever hSc
'^

The mother died in the hospiul a few davs after

^«rit^' "i- 1:' 'T" ""^ - '^^ ^oyars, canng for h., brood and painting like mad-
Jdvwtisement,, anythi„g_to keep a r,if over their

He died in St Vincent's three weeks ago,- over-

r'tj""^'.!""™""- «" '"">* rMM aboutAe bab.es, sold such of the studio fittings as had Z«p.d pawnmg, paid off .he debts, and looked abom

^i.t^i^T.zzr' "^^ ^'- "-»
WeU, I kept the two artists for luncheon,- nice
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rr ^'^^ «'«»»«lv».-Md thai Mfttd them bwk

lit* family my moM |»rental uttoition.

m the k,nderg,rten-room, four big puking^Ui fuU

Tl*^ » *« «»"I»r, and a trunk in the «o«.ro«n^ :fJ?'? <" •'»'' '»*«' »d mother. ^;r:
1^ "t;^"hX" "'^'"* "^"^ '^'"''

I can't get them out of my mind AU nirht lonff Iwas plamiing their future. The boy. are S^^Xhave already been gmduated from college. Mr. PeS^^eton assistmg and are pursuing honorable business
«reers. But Allegra I don't know about; I ca?
ti^^ik what to wish for the child. Of course the nor-n»l thing to wish for any sweet little girl is that two
kind foster-parents will come along to take the placeof the real parents that Fate has robbed her of; but in

brothers. Their love for the baby is pitiful. You see,
they have brought her up. The only time I ever hea;
tihcm laugh IS when she has done something fumiy.The poor little fellows miss their father horribly Ifound Don the five.yearK>Id one. sobbing in his crib

"dlddl^"*
* ^' '°"^'^"'' "^ ^^ "'*^*'' *°

But Allegra is true to her name, the happiest youne
miss of three I have ever seen. The poor fetherZ-
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aged well by her, and the, little ingnite, hat already
forgotten that «he has lost him.
Whatever can I do with these little ones? I think

and think and think about them. I can't place them
out, and it does seem too awful to bring them up here;
for as good as we are going to be when we get our-
selves made over, still, after all, we are an institution,
and our inmates are just little incubator chicks. They
don't get the individual, fussy care that only an old hen
can give

There is a lot of interesting news that I might have
been telling you, but my new little family has driven
everything out of my mind.

Bairns are certain joy, but nae sma* care.

Yours ever,

Salus.

P.S.. Don't forget that you are coming to visit r-e next
week.

P.S. n. The doctor, who is ordinarily so scientific and
unsentimental, has fallen in love with AUegra. He
didn't so much as glance at her tonsils; he simply
picked her up in his arms and hugged her. Oh, she is
a little witch I Whatever is to become of her?
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June 22.

My dear Judy:

I may report that you need no longer worry as to
our inadequate fire protection. The doctor and Mr
Witherspoon have been giving the matter their gravest
attention, and no game yet devised has proved so en-
tertaining and destructive as our fire-drill

The children all retire to their beds and plunge into
alert slumber. Fire-alarm sounds. They spring up
and into their shoes, snatch the top blanket from their
beds wrap it around their imaginary night-clothes, fall
mto line, and trot to the hall and stairs.

Our seventeen little tots in the nursery are each in
charge of an Indian, and are bundled out, shrieking
with delight. The remaining Indians, so long as there
IS no danger of the roof falling, devote themselves to
salvage. On the occasion of our first drill, Percy in
command, the contents of a dozen clothes-lockers were
dumped into sheets and hurled out of the windows
I usurped dictatorship just in time to keep the pillows
and mattresses from following. We spent hours re-
sorting those clothes, while Percy and the doctor, '"v-
ing lost all interest, strolled up to the camp with their
pipes.

"^

«4



DEAR ENEMY 205

Our future drills are to be a touch less realistic.
However, I am pleased to tell you that, under the able
direction of Fire-chief Witherspoon, we emptied the
buildmg m six minutes and twenty-eight seconds.
That baby AUegra has fairy blood in her veins.

Never did this institution harbor such a child, barring
one that Jervis and I know of. She has completely
subjugated the doctor. Instead of going about his vis-
its like a sober medical man, he comes down to my
library hand in hand with AUegra, and for half an
hour at a time crawls about on a rug, pretending he 's
a horse, while the bonnie wee lassie sits on his back
and kicks.

You know, I am thinking of putting a card in the
paper:

Characters neatly remodeled.

S. McBride.

Sandy dropped in two nights ago to have a bit of
conversation with Betsy and me, and he was frivolous.
He made three jokes, and he sat down at the piano and
sang some old Scotch, "My luve's like a red, red
rose," and " Come under my plaidie," and " Wha 's at
the window? Wha? Wha ?" not in the least educa-
tional, and then danced a few steps of the strathspey!

I sat and beamed upon my handiwork, for it 's true,
I 've done it all through my frivolous example and the
books I 've given him and the introducing of such
lightsome companions as Jimmie and Percy and Gor-
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tH^f': „" ^ ""^ ' ''" "»« »»"«» in which

nS^rita r dmmgu^shed-Iooking as soon as I can"^.m stop carrymg bulgy things in his pockets.

P.S. Here is a picture of Allegra, taken by Mr. With-

not enhance her beauty, but in the course of a fewweeks she will move into a pink smocked fr^^k.

Wednesday, June 24, 10 a. m.
MRS. Jervis Pendleton.

Madam:

rJTj'^"
'" ** '^''' ''*""S «'"t you cannot visitTO on Fnday per promise, because your husband has

vou tVl°*
'" "^ '^'"'' "'"'«« "* ">y visit to

dti "°.r'°"
"''^ ^°" =''°"" «* »« hus-band interfere with your visit to me. I shall meet theBerlcshire express on Friday as agreed.

S. McBride.



My dear Judy:
June 30.

That was a very flying visit you paid us; but for all

small favors we are grateful. I am awfully pleased
that you were s delighted with the way things are
going, and I can't wait for Jervis and the architect to
get up here and really begin a fundamental ripping-up.
You know, I had the queerest feeling all the time

that you were here. I can't make it seem true that
you, my dear, wonderful Judy, were actually brought
up in this institution, and know from the bitter inside
what these little tots need. Sometimes the tragedy of
your childhood fills me with an anger that makes me
want to roll up my sleeves and fight the whole world
and force it into making itself over into a place more
fit for children to live in. That Scotch-Irish ancestry
of mine seems to have deposited a tremendous amount
of fight in my character.

If you had started me with a modem asylum,
equipped with nice, clean, hygienic cottages and every-
thing in running order, I could n't have stood the mo-
notony of its perfect clockwork. It 's the sight of so
many things crying to be done that makes it possible
for me to stay. Sometimes, I must confess, I wake up
in the morning and listen to these institution noises.

I; j
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.m

11 I'

«d niiff this institution air, and long for the haoovcare-ftw life that by rights is mine.
* »« ""PPy.

Jfou, my dear witch, cast a speU over me and I.an,e; but often i„ u,. „ight watches your s^l t^„to and start the day with the buyingSrtorun away from ths John Grier Home. Bm I pX,nesurt-ng until after breakfast And a, I issue taHecorndor one of these pathetic tots run, to mTmeand shyly slips a wann, crumpl«J littie fist into my
mg for a IitUe petting, and I snatch him up and hue

forlorn httie mites, I long to talce all 113 into my anmand love them into happiness. There is s<2S
hypnotic about this working with children. s"Sas you may, ,t gets you in tile end.

**

Your visit seems to have left me in a broadly philo-sophiaj frame of mind; but I really have one or twobiU of news tiiat I might convey The new fro^s a«

sweet I Mre. Livermore was entranced witii fliose
I»rt«olored bales of cotton cloth you sent-Z
should see our workroom, witi. i. all scattered about

ZX:"".' *^* °' '"'^ ""'' «""• =•«'«<« in P^^and blue and yellow and lavender, remping upon ourUwn of a sunny day, I feel tiiat we should fje a su"ply of smoked eye-glasses to offer visitors. Of courseyou know ttat some of tiiose brilliant fabrics are gome
to be very fadeable and impractical; but Mrs. Uver!
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more is as bad as you— she doesn't give a hang.
She'll make a second and a third set if necessary.
DOWN WITH CHECKED GINGHAM I

I am glad you liked our doctor. Of course we re-
serve the right to say anything about him we choose,
but our feelings would be awfuUy hurt if anybody else
should make fun of him.

He and I are still superintending each other's read-
ing. Last week he appeared with Herbert Spencer's
" System of Synthetic Philosophy" for me to glance
at; I gratefully accepted it, and gave him in return the
"Diary of Marie Bashkirtseflf." Do you remember
in college how we used to enrich our daily speech with
quotations from Marie? Well, Sandy took her home
and read her painstakingly and thoughtfully.

" Yes," he acknowledged to-day when he came to
report, " it is a truthful record of a certain kind of
morbid, egotistical personality that unfortunately does
exist; but I can't imderstand why you care to read it;

for, thank God! Sally Lunn, you and Bash haven't
anything in common."

That 's the nearest to a compliment he ever came,
and I feel extremely flattered. As to poor Marie, he
refers to her as " Bash " because he can't pronounce
her name, and is too disdainful to try.

We have a child here, the daughter of a chorus-girl,
and she is a conceited, selfish, vain, posing, morbid,
lying little minx, but she has eyelashes! Sandy has
taken the most violent dislike to that child; and since
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leading poor Marie's diary, he has /n««^
prchensive adiectivi. *«/ .

^^ * "«^ ^om-

^^ g
qualities. He caUs her ftorAjf, and dismisses

Good-by and come again.

p« \r
Salue.



... , J
Tuesday night.My dear Judy:

What do you think Sandy has done now? He has
gone off on a pleasure-trip to that psychopathic insti-
tution whose head alienist visited us a month or so
ago. Did you ever know anything like the man? He
IS fascinated by insane people, and can't let them alone.
When I asked for some parting medical instructions,

he replied:

" Feed a cowld and hunger a colic and put nae faith
in doctors."

With that advice, and a few bottles of cod-liver oil
we are left to our own devices. I feel very free and
adventurous. Perhaps you had better run up here
agam, as there 's no telling what joyous upheaval I
may accomplish when out from under Sandy's damp-
ening influence.

axi
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The John Grier Home,

^tar Enemy: Friday.

most humanK "^ ^^ ^^ '"<' »~°»<' »1-

already been away four Chfri^Jx^'' """ y^" '^

d«r.y-t«e yeste4y^d ^fj ! f?" '*" »'" °' »
were driven to caL. • ^ '"*'' °P«"- "^ we

depend on strangers i Ifm ?. ** ''°" * '"'« «<>

were away on iS,,*. T" " * '^^ » ""<• « you

-«« that,'a°:^'~;-nnS' '!;
""i;

^»"
'^

week, you will come backW^ •
'"«!'"'*°'«=s for a

^-. dead-su. f^tltij "^ro'tT °'

Do leave those insane people to their delusions, and
212
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come back to the John Grier Home, which needs
you.

I am most fervent'

Your friend and servant,

S. McB.

P.S. Don't you admire that poetical ending? It was
borrowed from Robert Bums, whose works I am read-mg assiduously as a compliment to a Scotch friend

'^1
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Dtor Judy: July 6.

, 1

1

That doctor nan i, rtffl .way. No word; jurt du-app«ir«l mto .pace. I don't know whrther hiTemconung l»ck or not, but w. ««„ to be .Ltog^l»ppily without him. •^
fc«etak« our Punch to their h«rt.. Theyoungman
aeons to be veor much « home. He took me by the

^U. the bluebell of my choice. At luncheon the Eng-toh butler hfted him into hi, chair and tied on hi, Kb

^1. ,";^ «"T" " *°"«'' '» ««* «"*•« »
I«rmce of the blood. The butler ha, lately come from^o^^old of «.e Earl of Durham, l4,ch f«^"^mHou«on Street It wa, a ve^r upBfting ,pec-

My ho,teues entertamed me afterward with ex-
<wpt» from their table conversation, of the h,t twoweda^ (I wonder the butler hasn't given notice; helooked lite a rcpectable man.) If nothing morecome, of It. at le«t Punch ha, fun.id,«l them with
fumiy atone, for the rest of their live,. One of them
IS even thinkmg of writing a book. " At least," sav,

itedr
''"'"'"' ***" '"^ '*' 'y«'' "«" >»»«

ai4

III I



DEAR ENEMY ,,5

'f^7.'" •»
T«>'»»

gown, rtarting for "dtaner

LLiJ^*^""""?*- H. mildly ob«rv«l ft..Mri Lippett did not «q>ire to be t •ocietv-Ieader. but

"'JL "fSy '<" h" work. You loiw I 'm nSvmAcve. but I v^„ ,00k ., that m.„ without wi^ng he were at the oottom of the duck-pond, .ecurdy
«.d»redto.,ock. Otherwi«he-dpopTp;„TS«t
Smgapore respectfuUy wlute, you. and i. very riad*at you can't «e him a, he now appears. A diSk-«g calamity ha, befallen hi, good I^.. sIT^

child -and I don't think die', a boy-has clinoed
.hat poor beastie in spot,, until he loota likra^
SSlrtn'^t';'^"'

No one can ima^rX

wl 1 the dippmg presumably occurred, she was occu-

^11 Ti " ^^
~™*' "' ••« 'dioo'-'oom withhw fa« to the wan as twenty^igh, duldren can tes-

.fy. However, .t ha, become Sadie Kate's daily duty
to treat those spots with your hair tonic

"^""^

I am, as usual,

Salzje.
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Dtar Juiy:
Thunday cveninr.

Sandy i, back after . t«,^y,. abMnce-no «
pIanat.on^-andpIung«ld«pi„toX^' Si""

CZirt"do*'^r
•°^- «"'^.' «S wmMve ~U> ng to do with any of us except baby AUe-gra. He took her to hi, house for suppeTto-niL anHnever broug... her bade until half-paSl^rf^<Wo»s hour for a young miss of th?«. TS. *Wwhat to make of our doctor; he grows mow L^T

prehensible every day.
*^ ™ ""*^

But ftrcy, now, is an open-minded, confiding youngman. He has just been making a dinner-c,-,i| fhei.«ry punctilious in .1, «^al matters), ^d o^ «ti««»ver«it.on was devoted to the girl n Det^ H^» lonely and hk„ to talk about her; and thTw^der^thmg, he My, I I hope that Miss DetroitTZm,of all this fine affection, but I 'm afraid. He3
tTltSL" L

""!*""'' "•"'"PPing two layers of

t^Z^In
''""«'"* *• photograph of a riUy lit-He ft.ng, all eyes and ear-rings and fuznr hair I dMmy best to appear congratulatory, but Ih^rt ,^«up out of pity for the poor bo/s future.

ai7
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Isnt ,t funny how the nicest men often choose the

Z^A?"7u'-
""^ ^^^ ""''''' ^°"^«^ ^^ ^orst hus-

blinH L/"" ""^"y "^''"'''' ^ '"PP°«^' "^^«s themDlmd and imsuspicxous.

You know the most interesting pursuit in the world
IS studymg character. I believe I was meant to be a
novelist

;
people fascinate me -until I know them

thoroughly. Percy and the doctor fom, a most en

fh?rVr'*'*' ^°" "^"^"^^ ^"°^ ^' ^«y "^onient

wntten like a pnmer in big type and one-syllable
words. But the doctor I He might as well be writtenm Chmese so far as legibility goes. You have heardof people w,th a dual nature; well, Sandy possesses a
triple one. Usually he's scientific and aVhard as
gramte, but occasionally I suspect him of being quite
a s^timental person underneath his official casing
For days at a time he will be patient and kind and hel^
ful, and I begin to like him; then without any warning
an untamed wild man swells up from the innermost
depths, and— oh, dear! the creature 's impossible

I always suspect that sometime in the past he has
suffered a terrible hurt, and that he is still brooding
over the memory of it AU the time he is talking youhave the uncomfortable feeling that in the far back
comers of his mind he is thinking something else.Hut this may be merely my romantic interpretation ofan uncommonly bad temper. In any case, he 's baf-
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We have been waiting for a week for a fine windy

en^lh^ * *!,'
'*^'" '"" J'''""- AH of the big!«ough boys and n,ost of the girls are spread ov«



220 DEAR ENEMY

I

i 'I'

I -.

! ''ii

•J
SI ,,"

r I ''I

Jili.

'

tWi

iill
ii

I

.

Knowltop" (that high, rocky shcep-pasturc whichjoms us on the ease) flying kites made b^ themselves;
I had a dreadful time coaxing the crusty old gentle-

He does nt like orphans, he says, and if he once lets

tr^T \'*'r
^" ^'' «^°""^«' t^« P^ace will be

mfested with them forever. You would think, to
h«tr^hmi talk, that orphans were a pernicious kind of

But after half an hour's persuasive talking on my
part, he grudgingly made us free of his sheep-pasture
for two hours, provided we did n't step foot into the
cow-pasture over the lane, and came home promptly
when our time was up. To insure the sanctity of his
cow-^sture. Mr. Knowltop has sent his gardener and

ufTf"^^ ^"^ S^^^""' *° P^t^°^ its boundaries
while the flying is on. The children are still at it, and
are haying a wonderful adventure racing over thatwmdy height and getting tangled up in one another's
strings. When they come panting back they are to
have a surprise in the shape of ginger cookies and lem-
onade.

These pitiful little youngsters with their old faces!
It s a difficult task to make them young, but I
believe I m accomplishing it. And it really is fun to
feel you re doing something positive for the good of
the world. If I don't fight hard against it, you '11 be
accomplishing your purpose of turning me into a use-
ful person. The social excitements of Worcester al-
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most seem tame before the engrossing interest of ii,
live, warm, wriggling little orphans.

^

Yours with love,

Salu£.

P.S. I believe, to be accurate, that it 's 107 children I
possess this afternoon.

^""aren 1
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Dear Judy:

This being Sunday and a beautiful blossoming day,
with a warm wind blowing, I sat at my window with
the "Hygiene of the Nervous System" (Sandy's lat-
est contribution to my mental needs) open in my lap,
and my eyes on the prospect without. "Thank
Heaven I" thought I, "that this institution was so
commandingly placed that at least we can look out
over the cast-iron wall which shuts us in."

I was feeling very cooped-up and imprisoned and
like an orphan myself; so 1 decided that my own nerv-
ous system required fresh air and exercise and adven-
ture. Straight before me ran that white ribbon of
ro.-d that dips into the valley and up over the hills on
the other side. Ever since I came I have longed to
follow it to the top and find out what lies beyond those
hills. Poor Judy I I dare say that very same longing
enveloped your childhood. If any one of my little

chicks ever stands by the window and looks across the
valley to the hills and asks, " What 's over there? "

I
shall telephone for a motor-car.

But to-day my chicks were all piously engaged with
their little souls, I the only wanderer at heart. I
changed my silken Sunday gown for homespun, plan-
ning meanwhile a means to get to the top of those hills.

222
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Then I went to the telephone and brazenly called uo
505.

*^

"Good afternoon, Mrs. McGurk," said I, very
sweet. " May I be speaking with Dr. MacRae ?

"

" Howld the wire," said she, very short.
" Afternoon, Doctor," said I to him. " Have ye,

by chance, any dying patients who live on the top o'
the hills beyant?"
" I have not, thank the Lord I

"

" 'T is a pity," said I, disappointed. " And wh?.t
are ye afther doin' with yerself the day ?

"

" I am reading the * Origin of Species.'

"

" Shut it up; it 's not fit for Sunday. And tell me
now, is yer motor-car iled and ready to go? "

" It is at your disposal. Are you wanting me to
take some orphans for a ride?

"

"Just one who's sufferin' from a nervous system.
She 's taken a fixed idea that she must get to the too o'
the hills."

^

" My car is a grand climber. In fifteen minutes—

"

"Wait!" said I. "Bring with ye a frying-pan
that 's a decent size for two. There 's nothing in my
kitchen smaller than a cart-wheel. And ask Mrs. Mc-
Gurk can ye stay out for supper."
So I packed in a basket a jar of bacon and some eggs

and muffins and ginger cookies, with hot coffee in the
thermos-bottle, and was waiting on the steps when
Sandy chugged up with his automobile and frying-pan.
We really had a beautiful adventure, and he enjoyed

il
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the sensation of running away exactly as much as I.

Not once did I let him mention insanity. I made him
look at the wide stretches of meadow and the lines of
pollard willows backed by billowing hills, and sniff the
air, and listen to the cawing crows and the tinkle of
cow-bells and the gurgling of the river. And we
talked— oh, about a million things far removed from
our asyhun. I made him throw away the idea that
he is a scientist, and pretend to be a boy. You will
scarcely credit the assertion, but he succeeded— more
or less. He did pull off one or two really boyish
pranks. Sandy is not yet out of his thirties, and,
mercy I that is too early to be grown up.

We camped on a bluff overlooking our view, gath-
ered some driftwood, built a fire, and cooked the
nicest supper— a sprinkling of burnt stick in our fried
eggs, but charcoal 's healthy. Then, when Sandy had
finished his pipe and " the sun was setting in its wonted
west," Aye packed up and coasted back home.
He says it was the nicest afternoon he has had in

years, and, poor deluded man of science, I actually be-
lieve it's true. His olive-green home is so imcom-
fortable and dreary and uninspiring that I don't won-
der he drowns his troubles in books. Just as soon as
I can find a nice comfortable house-mother to put in
charge, I am going to plot for the dismissal of Maggie
McGurk, though I foresee that she will be even harder
than Sterry to pry from her moorings.

Please don't draw the conclusion that I am becoming
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unduly interested in our bad-tempered doctor, for I *m
not. It 's just that he leads such a comfortless life
that I sometimes long to pat him on the head and tell
him to cheer up; the world 's full of sunshine, and some
of It 's for him— just as I long to comfort my hundred
and seven orphans ; so much and no more.

I am sure that I had some real news to tell you, but
it has completely gone out of my head. The rush of
fresh air has made me sleepy. It 's half-past nine, and
I bid you good night

U

p.s. Gordon Hallock has evaporated into thin air.
Not a word for three weeks; no candy or stuffed ani-
mals or tokimentoes of any description. What on
earth do you suppose has become of that attentive
young man?



Dearest Judy:
July 13.

^1 :<:

Hark to the glad tidings!

This being the thirty-first day of Punch's month, I
telephoned to his two patronesses, as nominated in the
bond, to arrange for his return. I was met by an in-
dignant refusal. Give up their sweet little volcano
just as they are getting it trained not to belch forth
fire ? They are outraged that I can make such an un-
grateful request. Punch has accepted their invitation
to spend the summer.
The dressmaking is still going on; you should hear

the machmes whir and the tongues clatter in the sew-
mg-room. Our most cowed, apathetic, spiritless little
orphan cheers up and takes an interest in life when
she hears that she is to possess three perfectly private
dresses of her own, and each a different color, chosen
by herself. And you should see how it encourages
their sewing ability; even the little ten-year-olds are
burstmg mto seamstresses. I wish I could devise an
equally effective way to make them take an interest in
cookmg. But our kitchen is extremely uneducative-
you know how hampering it is to one's enthusiasm to
have to prepare a bushel of potatoes at once.

I think you've heard me mention the fact that I
226
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hm. IM, with . nice comfortable house-mother over«ch? If we just had t«, picturesque cottages to put

oe a perfectly preseniable institution, and would n'tbe^a^^ed .0 have these charity experts co„^ Iw.!

Thursday.

fnLTT^ *'' '^" ""« ^y ^- "" interrupted

dr^/ a^iH"""'
P'-'^*"""' (fifty tickets to^h.areas) and have not had time to pick up my oen

since. B«^ has been in Philadelphif for thr^'^^
being a bndesmaid for a miserable cousin. I ho«to no more of her family are thinking of getting ma^
wJ? ' upsetting to the J. G. H.

oKTfnt!!"?'j'"-lr'"^"^ " ''™'y "ho had ap.phed for a child. Of course we have n't a proper in-

drops nght mto our arms, we do like to put the busi-

S« ^"^
.
^' * "'•"' *"ff' "« «'<>•'' with theSttt. Chanties' Aid Association. They have a lot oftramed apnts traveling about the State, keeping in

»d wl 'r''«
-"o are willing to bike child™!

^e wffinH
"^ T, ""^ *"" '° ^^'- Since theyare willmg to work for us, there is no slightest usen our gomg to the expense of peddling our own ba-
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i;;;i

Wes. And I do want to place out as many as are

the best thing for the child, provided, of course, thatwe are very fussy about the character of the homes we
choose. I don't require rich foster-parents, but I do
require kmd loving, intelligent parents. This time Ithmk Betsy has landed a gem of a family. The child
IS not yet delivered or the papers signed, and of course
there is always danger that they may give a sudden
flop, and splash back into the water.

p»,m'!5 /l*^" 'L^^
^''^'' ^^'^ °^ J- F- B^tland of

Philadelphia. He seems to move in financial circles.
The first I ever heard of him was a letter addressed to
the Supt. John Grier Home. Dear Sir."- a curt,
typewnttcn, busine:,slike letter, from an awfully busi-
nesslike lawyer, saying that his wife had determined
to adopt a baby girl of attractive appearance and good
health between the ages of two and three years. The
child must be an orphan of American stock, with un-
impeachable heredity, and no relatives to interfere.
Could I furnish one as required and oblige, yours truly.
J. r. Bretland?

By way of reference he mentioned " Bradstreets
»

Did you ever hear of anything so funny ? You would
thmk he was opening a charge-account at a nursery,
and inclosing an order from our seed catalogue
We began our usual investigation by mailing a ref-

erence-blank to a clergyman in Germantown, where
the J. F. B.'s reside.
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Does he own any property?
Does he pay his bills?

Is he kind to animals?
Does he attend church?

^

Does he quarrel with his wife? And a dozen other
impertinent questions.

humor. Instead of answering i„ laborious detail, he

^^Tdo;" mer"
^' """ ^'^ ''^'' "^ -»^

This looked promising, so B. Kindred obliginglyda^ed out to Germantown as soon as the wSg
breakfast was over. She is developing the most ph^nomenal detective instinct. In the course oTa s^tcaU she can absorb from the chairs and tables a fam-
ily's entw moral history.

.J'^.Ja-^v ^i**'!,"?
" * '"»'*y »"<' influential citi-

zen, cordially loved by hi, friends and deeply i«ted byh.s«,«mes (discharged employees, who do'no hest

~^,r »ti
»"«}dance at church, but his wife seems

regular, and he gives money.
She is a charming, kindly, cultivated gentlewoman

SoT ru r:°""" ^'i" » ^'^ "»' ^o- P--tration. The doctor says that what she needs is somestrong mterest m life, and advises adopting aSShe has always longed to do it, but herLd husband
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If

Km stubbornly refused. But finally, u tlwtys, it ii

ul/Tu ^?"*"'* "^'^^ ^*»° »»• triumphed, and
hard husband has been forced to give in. Waiving
his own natural preference for a boy. he wrote, a!
above, the usual request for a blue-eyed girl.

.KM u ^T^"*^'
^'*^ ^^ ^"" »'"»«"*»on of taking a

child has been reading up for years, and there lAo
detail of mfant dietetics that she does not know. She
has a sunny nursery, with a southwestern exposure, all

Zui Q^t u'
''°'!' ^"" °^ surreptitiously gathered

doUsf She has made the clothes for them herself.-
she showed them to Betsy with the greatest pride.- soyou can understand the necessity for a giri

nnfi\Il\' T^
^"'''* ""^ ^" *^'*"""* E"^««h trained

nurse that she can secure, but she isn't sure but that

Ih^VM ^'''' '° '*^^ ^'* » ^'^'^ """«. «> that
the child can learn the language before her vocal cords

III flu . n
°' '^^ "^^ «tremely interested when she

heard that Betsy was a college woman. She could n't

r „'7 wu""'""^
'^^''^'' *° '"^^ **»« ^t>y to college

VM ^^*' ^*« Betsy's honest opinion? If the
child were Betsy's own daughter, would Betsy send her
to colleger

AU this would be funny if it weren't so pathetic;
but really I can t get away from the picture of that
poor lonely woman sewing *hose doU^lothes for the
little unknown girl that she was n't sure she could have
bhe lost her own two babies years ago. or, rather, she
never had them; they were never alive.
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Yw oui see whtt a good home it '• going to be.

.V^/r\?
ove waiting for the little mite, and that

2o!ir
'^'*^^^ '^**''*' *" ^" ""•' ^'

But the problem now is to find the child, and that

nli!!,- ^?J .
' ^' ^ ^'**'*"^'' "• ^ abominably ex-

phcit m their requirements. I have just the baby boy

^s«ible. Little Florence won't do -one tenacious
pa ent living. I Ve a wide variety of foreigners with

IS a blonde, and daughter must resemble her. I have

^?J
sweet little mites with unspeakable heredity,

but the Brctlands want six generations of church-
attending grandparents, with a colonial governor at the
top Also i have a darling little curly-headed girl
(and curls are getting rarer and rarer), but illegiti-
mate. And that seems to be an unsurmountablc bar-

?^'nf, I T' "1^ ^""^P*^"*^ ^'^^'' *h°"gh. as a mat-
ter of fact. It makes no slightest diflference in the child.
However, she won't do; the Bretlands hold out sternly
for a marriage-certificate.

There remains just one child out of all these
one hundred ^d seven that appears available. Our
little Sophie s father and mother were killed in a rail-
foad accident, and the only reason she wasn't killed
was because they had just left her in a hospital to «tan abscess cut out of her throat. She comes from
good common American stock, irreproachable and un-
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'

h- full o!L t^'-co^:^T>^ ^u^'"^
can't g.t any ch«,fuh^^^ ""^ 'P-^.. bu. h.

However, individual love anri ,^~ j
wonders in instotion dJJC ThH t" '''°^"*

la.^. offenng .0 deliver her in Germanto™
'

'
*"'

sight unseen Ht^m°!r^^ •» ""y »"y "a-ghter

habit
^'" '"»° young to pick up the

Heavens t what a letterl A m:ii-
without a break V™/^ ?'"' !*«*» ""«en
I'm as ^^;>yJZTVV- .**"" "^ ^^ »•

though She ^.r::^:T^^2^^' " "• -
Respectful regards to the prJident

Sal.McB.



Dear Gordon:

That was an obnoxious, beastly, low-down trick not
to send me a cheering line for four weeks just becausem a period of abnormal stress, I once let' you go fc,;

u^^J-^ '^^^^^ *° ^ ^^"•^«<1 ^o^ ^ear you 'd

r^H^f,, ..'^'f°*°"^'-
My chicks would miss youdrea^ully

;
they love their Uncle Gordon. Please re-member that you promised to send them a donkey

Please also remember that I 'm a busier person'than

212^ *
J^'^"' ^ '"" ^^ J°^ Grier Home

than the House of Representatives. Besides, you havemore efficient people to help.

I 'lT^«v"?'*
^ ^'**"'' ''

'' '" ^"^^^^"* remonstrance.
1 U write to-morrow— or the next day.

S.

m!n«^ \^^^^ ^°"' ^^'''' ^^^^ *«^»" I «n slightly
moUified, but dimia think I believe a' your saft w^ds
i ken wed ye only flatter when ye speak sae fair.

ns
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Dear Judy: ^^ '7-

I have a bistoiy to recount
This, please remember, is Wednesday next So ,thalfyast two o'clock our little Sophie wj baAedtn^bashed and clothed in iine linen, and pTin ctal ofa^sty orphan, with anxious instruct.'nsTot^h^r

At three-thirty to the minute— never have I kno»na hjj^n being so disconcertingly busines^te'as^^Breaand- an automobile of expensive foreign d^i™rolled up to the steps of this imposing chal^a a
square-shouldered, squate-jawed ^rso^e ^ft tehopped-off musuche and a mami^that todies <»'
o hurry; presented himself three minutes la^ at mv

Ko^'- tLtf '^"'«' ™ "-^'^y - "m1 »^-

"Mss McKta ^ rT*f J^' """ "« *»^ «°M,ss McKim I „d.cated my most soothing arm-chair, and mvited him to take some light refredunentaf^r h« jou^ey. He accepted a glass of wateT??^m.re a t«nperate parent), and evinced an impati«tdesire to be done with the business. So I ranrCw
""H^r""* Sophie to be brought^oC

Hold on. Miss McGee!" said he to me "I'rf
rather see her m her own enviromnent. I wiUgo with

i.
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you to the playroom or corral or wherever you keep
your youngsters."

So I led him to the nursery, where thirteen or four-
teen mites m gingham rompers were tumbling about on
mattresses on the floor. Sophie, alone in the glory of
femmme petticoats, was ensconced in the blue-ging-
hamed arms of a very bored orphan. She was
squirmmg and fighting to get down, and her feminine
petticoats were tightly wound about her neck. I took
her in my arms, smoothed her clothes, wiped her nose
and invited her to look at the gentleman.
That child's whole future hung upon five minutes of

sunnme^, and instead of a single smile, she whinedt
Mr. Bretland shook her hand in a very gingerly

fashion and chirruped to her as you might to a pup.
Sophie took not the slightest notice of him, but tum^
her back, and buried her face in my neck He
shrugged his shoulders, supposed that they could take
her on tnal. She might suit his wife; he himself
didn t want one, anyway. And we turned to go out
Then who should come toddling straight across his

path but that little sunbeam Allegra I Exactly in front
of him she staggered, threw her arms about like a
windmill, and plumped down on all fours. He hopped
aside with great agility to avoid stepping on ler, and
then picked her up and set her on her feci. She
clasped her arms about his leg. and looked up at him
with a gurgling laugh.

" Daddy I Frow baby up !
^'
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He IS the first man, barring the doctor, whom th<

child has seen for weeks, and evidently he resembles
somewhat her almost forgotten father.

J. F. BreUand picked her up and tossed her in th«
air as handily as though it were a daily occurrence,
while she ecstatically shrieked her delight Then
when he showed signs of lowering her, she grasped him
by an ear and a nose, and drummed a tattoo on his
stomach with both feet. No one could ever accuse
Allegra of lacking vitality I

J. F. disentangled himself from her endearments,
and emerged, rumpled as to hair, but with a firm-set
jaw. He set her on ber feet, but retained her little
doubled-up fist.

" This is the kid for me," he said. " I don't believe
I need look any further."

I explained that we couldn't separate little Allegra
from her brothers; but the more I objected, the stub-
bomer his jaw became. We went back to the library,
and argued about it for half an hour.
He liked her heredity, he liked her looks, he liked her

spmt, he liked her. If he was going to have a daugh-
ter foisted on him, he wanted one with some gmger.
He'd be hanged if he'd take that other whimpering
httle thing. It wasn't natural. But if I gave him
Allegra, he would bring her up as his own child, and
see that she was provided for for the rest of her Ufe.
Did I have any right to cut her out from all that just
for a lot of sentimental nonsense? The family was
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already broken up; the best I could do for them now
was to provide for them individually.
" Take aU three." said I, quite brazenly.
But, no, he couldn't consider that; his wife was

an mvahd, and one child was all that she could man-
age.

Well, I was in a dreadful quandary. It seemed such
a chance for the child, and yet it did seem so cruel to
separate her from those two adoring little brothers I
knew that if rhe Bretlands adopted her legally, tiicy
would do their best to break all ties with the past, and
the child was still so tiny she would forget her broth-
ers as quickly as she had her father.
Then I thought about you, Judy, and of how bitter

you have always been because, when that f ly wanted
to adopt you, the asylum would n't let y go You
have always said that you might have had a home, too,
like other children, but that Mrs. Lippett stole it away
from you. Was I perhaps stealing little Allegra's
home from her? With the two boys it would bt 'f-
ferent; they could be educated and turned out to shift
for themselves. But to a girl a home like this would
mean everything. Ever since baby Allegra came to us,
she has seemed to me just such another child as baby
Judy must have been. She has ability and spirit. We
must somehow furnish her with opportunity. She
too, deserves her share of the world's beauty and good— as much as nature has fitted her to appreciate. And
could any asylum ever give her that? I stood and
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ot^osi^y.^ .„ J^t?-^ ,

j^^-^lfV. a spa.

lead "^ *•"'. "' "^ '•«»'' » "olM top cteid. Thqr «ere still missing their father; ii^^n^mless to s«tch away that darling'^^^

eyM nxed on the strange gentleman.
Come here, boys. I want to talk to vou." H.took each by a hand. "In the house IC in w

S'^i tt.^'" "^^ "»7 •»«« without

She wiu haverb^^iirh:^:::*^':^ ':^^r:^

rKte^-«^--t^ltve'c^^

Qiffo,^^
"°"'* "" "" «• '«' »y »<>«?" asked

" Oh, yes, sometimes."
Qififord looked from me to Mr. Bretland, and twohg .ea« began rolling down his cheeks. He jerSdhjstand away and came and hurled himself inton^
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"Don't let him have her I Please! Please I Send
him away I"

"Take them aU!" I begged.
But he *s a hard man.

shortiy""**"^
''°"* ^°'' *° ^^""^ *'^^"™'" **''** ^*'

A ^^u^'*
*'/"^ ^" "^^ *°^^»"« °n the other side.

w T^ w"^^"
'**°"^'* ^"j«^ ^^««^f into the hubbub

but Dr. MacRae, with baby Allcgra in his arms I

I mtroduccd them, and explained. Mr. Brctland
reached for the baby, and Sandy held her tight.

Quite impossible," said Sandy, shortly. « MissMcBnde wiU tdl you that it 's one of the rules of this
institution never to iieparate a family."

*ii,^''«
«^^"'**^ ^'*^^y ^^'^^" said J. F. B.,

stiffly. We have fully discussed the question."
You must be mistaken," said Sandy, becoming his

Scotchest, and turning to me. « You surely had no
mtention of performing any such cruelty as this ? "

Here was the decision of Solomon all over again
with two of the stubbomest men that the good Lrd
ever made wresting poor little Allegra limb from limb.

I despatched the three chicks back to the nursery
and rctumed to the fray. We argued loud and hotly,
untU finally J. F. B. echoed my own frequent quenr
of the last five months: "Who is the head of this
asylum, the superintendent or the visiting physician? "

I was furious with the doctor for placing me in such
a position before that man, but I could n't quarrel with

s
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quMtion. Would he not reconsider Sophie ?

AlwL **
?«,'fa™«<J if he-d reconwder Soriiie,

«^J^^*"°"!^^ '*'"'• "'« f"'"" to b^

A. t.AV*w*" "»"'"« »hot he b«ked to««door. 'M.» MacRae, Dr. McBride. good ,f..^™oon. He achieved two formal bow. and with-

it t^ Hn^*?i ?•
""^^"^^ Sandy and I fought

ca« ought to be ashamed to have considered for even.moment Ae question of broking up such a Z^fy;Mid I accused hm, of keeping her for tht purely selfid^

we tad ^'Jf" ,
*"• ' ^'^'- " *« '"*•) Oh,

R B/f
politeness that exceUed J.

Ld SSC l*"
°" "'* '""g'ing-machi^e.And then Betsy came home, and reviled me for throw-

L'r *' ?"'",'' '''""^ "« ""^ «™ O^cove^Ji

annL^V ?' "f °' ""' "** °* f"«ri^h activi^^d bofl, Sophie and Allegra are, after aU, to be institut.on duldren Oh dearl oh dear! riease r^^.Sandy from the staflF, and send me. instead, a (LIZ

: I

'
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Yours wearily,

Sallib.

P.S. I dare say that Sandy is also passine a busvev^jng ,„ writing to have me removecT I ^on't o^
jcctifyouwishtodoit I am tired of institutions.

Dear Gordon:

tJfZ
""'^

V""?!^'^"*' <^^i«°ft carping, crabbed, con-
tentious, cantankerous chap. Hoot mon! an' why
shouldna I drap into Scotch gin I choose? An' I witha Mac m my name.
Of course the John Grier will be delighted to wel-come you on Thursday next, not only for the donkey,

but for your sweet sumiy presence as weU. I was planhnmg to write you a mile-long letter to make up for past
deficiencies, but wha 's the use? I 'U be seeing Zu
tiie mom s mom, an' unco gude wiU be the sight o' youlor sair een. ^

Dimia fash yoursel. Laddie, because o' my language.My forebears were from the Hielands.

McBride.
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Dear Judy:

Afl'i well with the John Grier^«r*.i«** c .

tooth, . .pained wri«,Tl^^Z^JZ^^"^

CTaTfim/Tid
M/> 071 po/itjts

A is Cotn iTi^

cool, towird the doctor Th- «
he is rather cool toTL h.

"^ *"« " *»«
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w.y. entirdy courteoitt, but «>mewh.t detached^

"""•y at pKtent We are about to icceive a vi««from a farmor. faK«a,i„g f.^^ thanS tL

^s-t^^t.:^^'"''"-'-^
;^jpreo^X'^;---r^
'est of the summer. There are Mv^t^f .«/•

« *. Mo«o. Doctrine and one or two otte poHtS

nJLriS^r'^^ "^<' '^ Augu« and th.«

As ever,

Sat.t.tb.

* r

VS
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Dtor Enemy:
Friday.

It '• very forgiving of me to invite you to dinner
after that volcanic explosion of lait week. However,
please come. You remember our philanthropic friend,
Mr. Hallock, who sent us the peanuts and goldfish and
other indigestible trifles ? He wiU be with us to-night,
so this is your chance to turn the stream of his benevo-
lence into more hygienic channels.

We dine at seven.

As ever,

Salue McBkidb.

Dear Enemy:

You should have lived in the days when each man
inhabited a separate cave on a separate mountain.

S. McBridb.

344

M.h



DtarJHdy:
Friday, 6:3a

attitude toward my asylum goes. He has discovered
the world^ld truth that the way to a mother's heart1,Ujrough praise of her children. Ld he had nolwngb.^

h7^„ K
'°^/^"^"'' EveninthecaseofLoretta

Higgms he found something pleasant to say; he thinks
It nice that she is n't cross-eyed.

«=
«inK8

He wait shopping with me in the village this after-noon Md was very helpful about picking out hair-rib-
bons for a couple of dozen little girls. He begged to

tions he hit upon orange satin for one braid and emer-
ald-green for the other.

While we were immersed in this business I became
aware of a neighboring customer, ostensibly engaged
with hooks and eyes, but straining every ear to^ten
to our nonsense.

v.f! T\^ u"'"^ "P ^" * Picture-hat, a spotted
veil, a leather boa, and a nouveau art parasol that I
never dreamed she was any acquamtance of mine till
I ^ppened to catch her eye with a fam ar malicious
gleam m it. She bowed stiffly, and disapprovingly;
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and I nodded back. Mrs. Maggie McGurk in hei
company clothes

!

Mvs. /Vt^G^uvk

Red d^d

pavvot

That is a pleasanter expression than she really has.
Her smile is due to a slip of the pen.

Poor Mrs. McGurk can't understand any possible
intellectual interest in a man. She suspects me of
wanting to marry every single one that I meet. At
first she thought I wanted to snatch away her doctor;
but now, after seeing me with Gordon, she considers
me a bigamous monster who wants them both.

Good-by; some guests approach.
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11:30 P.M.

I have just been giving a dinner for Gordon, with
Betsy and Mrs. Livermore and Mr. Witherspoon as
guests. I graciously included the doctor, but he curtly
declined on the ground that he wasn't in a social
mood. Our Sandy does not let politeness interfere
with truth 1

There is no doubt about it, Gordon is the most pre-
sentable man that ever breathed. He is so good-look-
ing and easy and grac'ous and witty, and his manners
are so impeccable— Cii, he would make a wonder-
fully decorative husband 1 But a fter all, I suppose you
do live with a husband; you don't just show him off
at dinners and teas.

He was exceptionally nice to-night. Betsy and
Mrs. Livermore both fell in love with him— and I just
a trifle. He entertained us with a speech in his best
public manner, apropos of Java's welfare. We have
been having a dreadful time finding a sleeping-place
for that monkey, and Gordon proved with incontestable
logic that, since he was presented to us by Jimmie, and
Jimmie is Percy's friend, he should sleep with Percy.
Gordon is a natural talker, and an audience affects him
like champagne. He can argue with as much emo-
tional earnestness on the subject of a monkey as on the
greatest hero that ever bled for his country.

I felt tears coming to my eyes when he described
Java's loneliness as he watched out the night in our
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A man who can tallclike that ha, a future beforbm- I haven't a doubt but that I shaU be votimforhun for President in another twenty yL^
"^

We an had a beautiful time, and entirely forgot

-

^ ab^t l*^^ TT*^' "^ orphans dL.nwed about us. Much as I love the little dears it ispl^t to get a*ay iron, ti^ .^^ ^ /Xl"'
now. (This IS the eighth day, and my clodc !,«
topped again; Jane forgets to Id it Z^Xfy^sFriday comes aromid.) However, I know it 's hteand as a woman, it 's my duty to t^ for b^l sl«^'especuUly with an eligible yomig suUor atl^

^^
I U finish to-morrow. Good night.

Saturday.

Gordon spent this morning playing with my asylumand plannmg some intelligent presents to be sLt ht^
add to tte attractiveness of our Indian caips. He isalso gomg to make us a ptesent of three dozenM«»pers for the babies. Pink is a color that™ ve^popul«. with the superintendent of this asyto ^
.s deadly th-ed of Hnel Our generous fri«d™s litwise amusing himself with the idea of a „Jpl ofdonkeys and saddles and a little red cart. Isn't i

in-

III
:it> iJi
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nice that Gordon's father provided for him so amply,
and that he is such a charitably inclined young man?
He is at present lunching with Percy at the hotel, and,
I trust, imbibing fresh ideas in the field of philan-
thropy.

Perhaps you think I haven't enjoyed this interrup-
tion to the monotony of mstitution life I You can say
all you please, my dear Mrs. Pendleton, about how well
I am managing your asylum, but, just the same, it is n't

natural for me to be so stationary. I very frequently
need a change. That is why Gordon, with his bub-
bling optimism and boyish spirits, is so exhilarating,
especially as a contrast to too much doctor.

Sunday morning.

I must tell you the end of Gordon's visit. His in-
tention had been to leave at four, but in an evil mo-
ment I begged him to stay over till 9:30, and yesterday
afternoon he and Singapore and I took a long 'cross-
country walk, far out of sight of the towers of this
asylum, and stopped at a pretty little roadside inn,
where we had a satisfying supper of ham and eggs and
cabbage. Sing stuffed so disgracefully that he has
been languid ever since.

The walk and all was fun, and a very grateful
change from this monotonous life I lead. It would
have kept me pleasant and contented for weeks if some-
thing most unpleasant had n't happened later. We had
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«»»» .«. but poliWy „SS hfa If * '•*^
the porte«)chire '^'°^' J""™}'

doctor wa, td^^^'MTrr' "' "" *°"«^' "

seized with an unfortunate impulse to ask m, t^lkdon the managen«nt of this asylu^ and J. ^ ^u"manapment of a private house ir^Td
""^ *

in whichTisissT^ ""t™"? °* ""P^ •»*»<<'«

choose oui d«,r^,f
'"'*«"»• «»* i»'«d h. n.„«

it I^^ZIZ:^,!- ' f'r--
I ««« to tun,

fused M II ^ .^ ""^ *" ''« train. But he re-™«a to be turned off Uehtlv H. i, j ,

.

against a post and in^..^
''"'"^ '""'»«"

Icnew that te wafmTI v*^ ?'*""8 " ""t- I

Window h. 'tSis^LS^;: '.:;:' i^ ^'
-^

al^ys the woman who thinlts of convention«ing m a nervous twitter to eet rirf „f i.- t
appose I was pretty abruptJ^' t^'^^l

V
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fell on that car. He recognized it, too. and, beine in

Old Goggl„ye, " h. ^^ „ ^^ "Scatchy"and oh, the awfullest lot of unmamierly, silly thinef

I dJilt*""""*
'"'" r* ~"™""8 earnestness thatI did nt care a rap about the doctor, that I thought

he was just as funny and impossible as he could be

:^redT:t*-''""°'"-"""°"^-'^

Sandy was quite dearly angry, as weU he might be

and collected. Gordon was hot. and bursting withnnagmao. wrongs. I was aghast at this perfectly
foolish and unnecessary muddle that had suddenlyans«, out of nothing. Sandy apologized to m. "aummp^chable poIiter.ess for inadvertently o^rh^!

to get mto his car and ride to the station
I bereed him not to go. I did n't wish to be the

TvL" hr,'ii^
""""*' '*'"'*" *""• But without

r^S^L *J f?"™"'"' *° ™' '^'y '""hed into

uig on the door-mat
I came in and went to bed, and lay awake for hoursewmg to hear-I don't know what kind oT^I

plosion. It ,s now eleven o'clock, and the doc^r
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^n't appeared. I don't know how on earth I A-«^mwh«. he doe. X fanc, I ,ta„ ^^ l.*^

"^rthnho^s^^"—-«

Sallze.

Mil I

If

•If,



Dear Dr. MacRae:
Sunday afternoon.

That was a homd. stupid, silly business last night.
Bu by this time you must know me well enough to
realize that I never mean the foolish things I say. My
tongue has no slightest connection with my brain- it
just nins along by itself. I must seem to you very in-
grateful for aU the help you have given me in this un-
accustomed work and for the patience you have (oc-
casionally) shown.

I do appreciate the fact that I could never have run
this asylum by myself without your responsible pres-
ence m the background; and though once in a while
as you yourself must acknowledge, you have beeii
pretty impatient and bad tempered and difficult, stiU
1 have never held it up against you, and I really did n't
mean any of the ill-mannered things I said last night.
Please forgive me for being rude. I should hate very
much to lose your friendship. And we are friends,
are we not? Ilike to think so.

S. McB.

«ss
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Dear Judy:

I am sure I have n't an idea whether or not the do(
tor and I have made up our differences. I sent him
pohte note of apology, which he received in abysms
suaice. He didn't come near us until this afternoon
and he hasn't by the blink of an eyelash referred t
our unfortunate contretemps. We talked exclusively
about an ichthyol salve that will remove eczema fron
a baby s scalp; then, Sadie Kate being present, the con
vcrsation turned to cats. It seems that the doctor's
Maltese cat has four kittens, and Sadie Kate will no(
be silenced until she has seen them. Before I knew
what was happening I found myself making an engage-
m«it to take her to see those miserable kittens at fouro clock to-morrow afternoon.

Whereupon the doctor, with an indifferently polite
bow. took himself off. And that apparently is the end.
Your Sunday note arrives, and I am delighted to

hear that you have taken the house. It will be beauti-
ful having you for a neighbor for so long. Our im-
prov«nent8 ought to march along, with you and the
president at our elbow. But it does seem as though
you ought to get out here before August 7. Are you
sure that city air is good for you just now? I have
never known so devoted a wife.
My respects to the president.

S. McB.

as4

!ii
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Dear Judy:
July 22.

Please listen to this I

At four o'clock I took Sadie Kate to the doctor's
house to look at those cats. But Freddy Rowland just
twenty minutes before had faUen down-stairs, so the
doctor was at the Rowland house occupying himself
with Freddy's collar-bone. He had left word for us
to sit down and wait, that he would be back shortly.
Mrs. McGurk ushered us into the library; and then,

not to leave us alone, came in herself on a pretens^
of polishing the brass. I don't know what she thought
we 'd do

! Run ofJ with the pelican perhaps.
I settled down to an article about the Chinese situa-

tion m the Century, and Sadie Kate roamed about at
arge examining everything she found, like a curious
little mongoose.

She commenced with his stuffed flamingo and
wanted to know what made it so tall and what made it
so red. Did it always eat frogs, and had it hurt its
other foot? She ticks off questions with the steady
persistency of an eight-day clock.

I buried myself in my article and left Mrs. McGurk
to deal with Sadie. Finally, after she had worked
half-way around the room, she came to a portrait of

355
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a little girl occupying a leather frame in the centei

of the doctor's writing desk—a child with a queer elf-

like beauty, resembling very strangely our littl«

Allegra. This photograph might have been a portrait

of Allegra grown five years older. I had noticed the

picture the night we took supper with the doctor, and
had meant to ask which of his little patients she was.
Happily I did n't 1

" Who 's that? " said Sadie Kate, pouncing upon it
" It 's the docthor's little gurrl."

"Where is she?"
" Shure, she 's far away wit' her gran'ma."
" Where 'd he get her?"
"His wife give her to him."

I emerged from my book with electric suddenness.
"His wife!" I cried.

The next instant I was furious with myself for hav-
ing spoken, but I was so completely taken off my guard.
Mrs. McGurk straightened up and became volubly
conversational at once.

" And did n't he never tell you about his wife ? She
went insane six years ago. It got so it were n't safe
to keep her in the house, and he had to put her away.
It near killed him. I never seen a lady more beautiful

than her. I guess he did n't so much as smile for a
year. It *s funny he never told you nothing, and you
such a friend I"

" Naturally it 's not a subject he cares to talk about,"

ii
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said I dryly, and I asked her what kind of brats polish
she used.

Sadie Kate and I went out to the garage and hunted
up the kittens ourselves; and we mercifully got away
before the doctor came back.

But will you tell me what this means? Didn't
Jervis know he was married? It 's the queerest thing
I ever heard. I do think, as the McGurk suggests,
that Sandy might casually have dropped the informa-
tion that he had a wife in an insane asylum.
But of course it must be a terrible tragedy and I

suppose he can't bring himself to talk about it. I see
now why he's so morbid over the question of he-
redity— I dare say he fears for the little girl. When
I think of all the jokes I 've made on the subject, I 'm
aghast at how I must have hurt him, and angry with
myself and angry with him.

I feel as though I never wanted tc see the man again.
Mercy! did you ever know such a muddle as we are
getting ourselves into?

Yours,

Sallie.

P.S. Tom McCoomb has pushed Mamie Prout into the
^x of mortar that the masons use. She 's parboiled.
I 'vc sent for the doctor.

'if
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July 34.

My dear Madam:

I have a shocking scandal to report about the super-
intendent of the John Grier Home. Don't let it get
into the newspapers, please. I can picture the spicy
details of the investigation prior to her removal by the
"Cruelty."

I was sitting in the sunshine by my open window this
morning reading a sweet book on the Froebel theory
of child culture— never lose your temper, always
speak kindly to the little ones. Though they may ap-
pear bad, they are not so in reality. It is either that
they are not feeling well or have nothing interesting
to do. Never punish; simply deflect their attention.
I was entertaining a very loving, uplifted attitude
toward all this young life about me when my attention
was attracted by a group of little boys beneath the
window.

" Aw— John— don't hurt it I

"

"Letitgol"
"Kill it quick I"

And above their remonstrances rose the agonized
squealing of some animal in pain. I dropped Froebel

ass
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and, running downtUirs, burst upon them from the
side door. They saw me coming, and scattered right
and left, revealing Johnnie Cobden engaged in tortur-
ing a mouse. I will spare you the grisly details. I
called to one of the boys to coir, rnd drown the crea-
ture quick I John I seized b> tho collJir- lu^ dragged
him squirming and kicking in .

• the kitchen dor r. He
is a big, hulking boy of lui oei , r^nd l.e fou-tt like
a little tiger, holding on to ;. ^t? and l.cr jd *bs as
we passed. Ordinarily I :oubt i ; I .. n! i i a . e handled
him, but that one sixteenth Irisii th t. 1 losscss was all

on top, and I was fighting mad. ^/e jrst into the
kitchen, and I hastily looked ah*/., for a tneans of
chastisement. The pancake-tumex was the first

utensil that met my eyes. I seised it and beat that
child with all my strength, until I had reduced him to
a cowering, whimpering mendicant for mercy, instead
of the fighting little bully he had been four minutes
before.

And then who should suddenly burst into the midst
of this explosion but Dr. MacRael His face was
blank with astonishment. He strode over and took
the pancake-turner out of my hand and set the boy
on his feet. Johnnie got behind him and dung! I
was so angry that I really could n't talk; it was all I
could do not to cry.

" Come, we will take him up to the office," was all
the doctor said. And we marched out, Johnnie keep-
ing as far from me as possible and limping conspic-
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uously. We left him in the outer office, and went
into my library and shut the door.
"What in the world has the child done? " he asked
At that I simply laid my head down on the table and

began to cry 1 I was utterly exhausted both emotion-
ally and physically; it had taken all the strength I pos-
sessed to make the pancake-turner effective.

I sobbed out all the bloody details, and he told me
not to think about it ; the mouse was dead now. Then
he got me some water to drink, and told me to keep
on crymg till I was tired ; it would do me good. I am
not sure that he did n't pat me on the head ! Anyway
It was his best professional manner. I have watched
him admmister the same treatment a dozen times to
hystencal orphans. And this was the first time in a
week that we had spoken beyond the formality of
"good morning "I

^

Well, as soon as I had got to the stage where I could
sit up and laugh, intermittently dabbing my eyes with
a wad c^handkerchief, we began a review of Johnnie's
case, -nie boy has a morbid heredity, and may be
slightly defective, says Sandy. We must deal with the
fact as we would with any other disease. Even nor-
mal boys are often cruel; a child's moral sense is un-
developed at thirteen.

Then he suggested that T bathe my eyes with hot
water and resume my dignity. Which I did. Andwe had Johnnie in. He stood-by preference

-

through the entire interview. The doctor talked to
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him, oh, so sensibly and kindly and humanely! John
put up the plea that the mouse was a pest and ought
to be killed. The doctor replied that the welfare of
the human race demanded the sacrifice of many ani-
mals for its own good, not for revenge, but that the
sacrifice must be carried out with the least possible
hurt to the animal. He explained about the mouse's
nervous system, and how the poor little creature had
no means of defense. It was a cowardly thing to hurt
it wantonly. He told John to try to develop imagina-
tion enough to look at things from the other person's
pomt of view, even if the other person was only a
mouse. Then he went to the bookcase and took down
my copy of Bums, and told the boy what a great
poet he was, and how all Scotchmen loved his memory.
" And this is what he wrote about a mouse," said

Sandy, turning to the " Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous
beastie," which he read and explained to the lad as only
a Scotchman could.

Johnnie departed penitent, and Sandy redirected his
professional attention to me. He said I was tired and
in need of a change. Why not go to the Adirondacks
for a week? He and Betsy and Mr. Witherspoon
would make themselves into a committee to run the
asylum.

You know, that *s exactly what I was longing to do!
I need a shifting of ideas and some pine-scented air.
My family opened the camp last week, and think I 'm
awful not to join them. They won't understand that



Ij^Br FT
m\ ; J

'(
'

*'

'

?:

'i^^p i;
;

iB'
i^V'

1

li

!(,- ; 'A

262 DEAR ENEMY
when you accept a position like this you can't casually
toss It aside whenever you feel like it. But lor a few
days I can easily manage. My asylum is wound up
like an eight-day clock, and will run until a week from
next Monday at 4 p.m., when my train will return me.
Then I shall be comfortably settled again before you
arnve, and with no errant fancies in my brain.

Meanwhile Master John is in a happily chastened
frame of mind and body. And I rather suspect that
Sandy's moralizing had the more force because it was
preceded by my pancake-turner I But one thing I
know— Suzanne Estelle is terrified whenever I step
into her kitchen. I casually picked up the potato-
masher this morning while I was commenting upon
last mght's over-salty soup, and she ran to cover be-
hind the woodshed door.

To-morrow at nine I set out on my travels, after
preparing the way with five telegrams. And, oh ! you
can't imagine how I 'm looking forward to being a gay,
care-free young thing again— to canoeing on the lake
and tramping in the woods and dancing at the club-
house. I was in a state of delirium all night long at
the prospect. Really, I had n't realized how mortally
tired I had become of all this asylum scenery.
"What you need," said Sandy to me, "is to get

away for a little and sow some wild oats."
That diagnosis was positively clairvoyant. I can't

think of anything in the worid I 'd rather do than sow
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As ever,

Salue.

there. How I wish you could join us! A husband
IS very discc»iu3Kxiing.
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Camp McBride,

July 29.
Z?^ar Judy:

This is to tell you that the mountains are higher
than ustflri, the woods greener, and the lake bluer.

People seem lale about coming op this year; the
Harriman's camp is the cmly other one at our end of
the lake that is open. The club-house is very scantily

supplied with dancing-men, but we have as house guest
an obliging young politician who Iflets to dance, so I

am not discommoded by the general scarcity.

The affairs of the nation and the rearing of orphans
are alike delegated to the background while we paddle
about among the lily-pads of Mi delectable lake. I

look forward with reluctance to 7:56 next Monday
morning, when I turn my back on the mountains. The
awful thing about a vacation is that the moment it be-

gins your happiness is already clouded by its approa«li-

ingend.

I hear a voice on the veranda asking if SaHie l§ ^
be found within or without.

Addiof

S.



Dear Judy:
^"«"'* ^^

Back at the John Grier, reshouldering the burdens of
the coming generation. What should meet my eyesupon entermg these grounds but John Cobden, of pan-

llm tI a
""* ""^ '"^ " ^- ^- C- A-" i" betters of

local branch of the Cruelty to Animals, and made
Johnnie its president.

J.}'^^^^^
yesterday he stopped the workmen onhe foundation for the new farm cottage and scolded

Nrae of aU this strikes any one but me as funny
There s a lot of news, but with you due in four

days, why bother to write? Just one delicious bit Iam saving for the end. So hold your breath. You
are going to receive a thriU on page 4. You should
hear Sadie Kate squeal I Jane is cutting her hair. In-
stead of wearing it in two tight braids like this, our
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little colleen will in the future look like this:

" Them pigtails got on my nerves," says Jane.

You can see how much more stylish and becoming
the present coiffure is. I think somebody will be want-

ing to adopt her. Only Sadie Kate is such an inde-

pendent, manly little creature; she is eminently fitted

by nature to shift for herself. I must save adopting

parents for the helpless ones.
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You should see our new clothes 1 I can't wait for
this assemblage of rosebuds to burst upon you. And
you should have seen those blue ginghamed eyes
br ghtcn when the new frocks were actually given
out -three for each girl, all different colors, and aU
perfectly private personal property, with the owner's
indehble name inside the collar. Mrs. Lippett's lazy
system of having each child draw from the wash a
promiscuous dress each week, was an insult to feminine

Sadie Kate is squealing like a baby pig. I must go
to see if Jane has by mistake clipped off an ear.

Jane hasn't. Sadie's excellent ears are still intact.
She IS just squealing on principle; the way one docs in
a dentist s chair, under the belief that it is going to
hurt the next instant.

I reaUy can't think of anything else to write exceptmy news,— so here it is.— and I hope you 'U like it
I am engaged to be married.

My love to you both.

S. McB.
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The John Grier Home,

November 15.

Dear Judy:

Betsy and I are just back from a giro in our new
motor-car. It undoubtedly does add to the pleasure

of institution life. The car of its own accord turned

up Long Ridge Road, and stopped before the gates of
Shadyweil. The chains were up, and the shutters bat-

tened down, and the place looked closed and gloomy
and rain-soaked. It wore a sort of fall of the House
of Usher air, and did n't in the least resemble the cheer-

ful house that used to greet me hospitably of an aft-

ernoon.

I hate to have our nice summer ended. It seems as

though a section of my life was shut away behind me,
and the unknown futurt wis pressing awfully close.

Positively, I 'd like to postpone that wedding another

fix months, but I 'm afraid poor Gordon would make
too drfidfttl a ftiM. Don't think I 'm getting wobbly,

for I 'm not It 't jutt that somdiow I need more time

to think about it, and March is getting nearer every

day. I know absolutely that I 'm doing the most sen-

siWe thing. Everybody, man or woman, is the better

for being nicely and appropriately and dieerfully mar-
ried; but oh dear I oh dear! I do hate upheavals, and

j68
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?r^L^r^ f*" *« *y'' ""k '» over. «S
And now esp«,ally .mce you've bought Slttdy-wdl, and are going to be het» every ,un»4r. I r^tavmg ,0 tove. Next year, when I'.Xaway^be co™um«l with honiesiclcnes., thinking oH theb»y. happy tmK, at the John Grier, with you «d

away cheerfuUy without me. How can anything evw

I trust that Judy, Junior, stood the journey into

tL p f1 '
"^^ '""^ "V ">»«>* "d chiefly 1^

7t S ^ .
°"' °^'' gradually plumbs the depths

^i^'l^T,- ^''-,«'"-"on*s- acquaint^
with the man, I discover that he Imows how to Imit

» oStr,fT" "^ ^"^ "P " "» boyhoo? Cl-an old shepherd on the Scotch moors.
He droroed in three days ago and stayed for teareally m almost his old friendly mood But he Ssmce stiffened up again to the same man of ^Lte

htatuT 1 '"""".. '
'" ^'^ "P trying .0*^

asylum. Iw.shhe'dtallcabo«itonce. It's awfulhavmg such a shadow hovering in the background oyour thoughts and never coming out into pKght



aTO DEAR ENEMY

!

m ;
'i''

I know that this letter does n't contain a word of the

kind of news that you like to hear. But it's that

beastly twilight hour of a damp November day, and

I'm in a beastly uncheerful mood. I'm awfully

afraid that I am developing into a temperamental per-

son, and Heaven knows Gordon can supply all the tem-

perament that one family needs! I don't know where

we '11 land if I don't preserve my sensibly stolid, cheer-

ful nature.

Have you really decided to go South with J^rvis?

I appreciate your feeling (to a slight extent) about not

wanting to be separated from a husband; but it does

seem sort of hazardous to me to move so young a

daughter to the tropics.

The children are playing blindman's-buff in the

lower corridor. I think I '1! have a romp with them,

and try to be in a more affable mood before resuming

my pen.

A bientdt!

Salue.

p.s. These November nights arc pretty cold, and we

are getting ready to move the camps indoors. Our

Indians arc very pampered young savages at present,

with a double supply of blankets and hot-water bottles.

I shall hate to see the camps go; they have done a lot

for us. Our lads will be as tough as Canadian trap-

pers when they come in.

i



Dear Judy:
November 20.

Your motherly aoHcitude is sweet, but I didn't
mean what I said. Of course it's perfectly safe to con-
vey Judy, Junior, to the temperately tropical lands that
are washed by the aribbean. She 'U thrive as lone as
you don t set her absolutely on top of the equator.
And your bungalow, shaded by palms and fanned by
sea-breezes, with an ice-machine in the back yard and
an English doctor across the bay, sounds made for the
reanng of babies.

My objections were all due to the selfish fact that
I and the John Grier are going to be lonely without you
this winter. I reaUy think it 's entrancing to have a
husband who engages in such picturesque pursuits as
financing tropical railroads and developing asphalt
lakes and rubber groves and mahogany forests. I
wish that Gordon would take to life in those pic-
turesque countries; I 'd be more thrilled by the roman-
tic possibilities of the future. Washington seems aw-
fully commonplace compared with Honduras and Nic-
aragua and the islands of the Caribbean.

I '11 be down to wave good-by.

Addio!

Salue.

n
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November 24.

Dea' Cordon:

Judy has gone back to town, and is sailing next

week fcT Jamaica, where she is to make her headquar-

ters while Jervis cruises about adjacent waters on these

entertaining new ventures of his. Could n't you en-

gage in traffic in the South Seas? I thmk I'd feel

pleasanter about leaving my asylum if you had some-

thing romantic and adventurous to offer instead. And

think how beautiful you'd be in those white linen

clothes I I really believe I might be able to stay in love

with a man quite permanently if he always dressed in

white.

You can't Imagine how I miss Judy. Her absence

leaves a dreadful hole in my afternoons. Can't yot

run up for a week-end soon ? I think the sight of yot

would be very cheering, and I 'm feeling awfully dowr

of late. You know, my dear Gordon, I like you mucl

better when you 're right here before my eyes thai

when I merely think about you from a distance. I be

lieve you must have a sort of hypnotic influence. Oo

casionally, after you 've been away a long time, youi

spell wears a little thin ; but when I sec you, it all comei

back. You 've been away now a long, long time; so

please come fast and bewitch me over again 1



Dear Judy:
Decembers.

Do you remember in college, when you and I used

unH^
°"''

.
°"'' 1"'"^'^' ^°^ ^^ ^«^« foreverturnmg our faces southward? And now to think ithas really come true, and you are there, coasting

around those tropical isles! Did you ever have su^

J^l^ fw '
""^ ^°"' "^^' ^^™^ °"^ °r two

onnected with Jervis, as when you came up on deck

n the harbor of Kmgston, with the water so blue and
the palms so green and the beach so white >

I remember when I first woke in that harbor; I felt
Wee a herome of grand opera surrounded by untruly
beautiful pamted scenery. Nothing in my four trips
to Europe ever thrilled me like the queer sights and
tastes and smells of those three warm weeks seven
years ago. And ever since, I Ve panted to get back.When I stop to think about it, I can hardly bring my-
self to swaUow our unexciting meals; I wish to bedmmg on curries and tamales and mangos. Isn't it
funny? You'd think I must have a dash of Creole
or Spamsh or some warm blood in me somewhere,
but I m nothing on earth but a chilly mixture of Enir-
ish ^d Irish and Scotch. Perhaps that is why I hearAe South calling. "The palm dreams of the pine,
and the pme of the palm."

39i
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274 DEAR ENEMY

After seeing you off, I turned back to New York
with an awful wander-thirst gnawing at my vitals.

I, too, wanted to be starling off on my travels in a

new blue hat and a new blue suit with a big bunch of

violets in my hand. P'or five minutes I would cheer-

fully have said good-by forever to poor dear Gordon
in return for the wide world to wander in. I suppose

you are thinking they are not entirely incompatible—
Gordon and the wide world— but I don't seem able

to get your point of view about husbands. I see mar-
riage as a man must, a good, sensible workaday in-

stitution ; but awfully curbing to one's liberty. Some-
how, after you're married forever, life has lost its

feeling of adventure. There are n't any romantic pos-

sibilities waiting to surprise you around each corner.

The disgraceful truth is that one man does n't seem
quite enough for me. I like the variety of sensation

that you get only from a variety of men. I 'm afraid

I 've spent too flirtatious a youth, and it is n't easy

for me to settle.

I seem to have a very wandering pen. To return:

I saw you off, and took the ferry back to New York
with a horribly empty feeling. After our intimate,

gossipy three months together, it seems a terrible task

to tell you my troubles in tones that will reach to the

bottom of the continent. My ferry slid right under

the nose of your steamer, and I could see you and

Jervis plainly leaning on the rail. I waved frantically,

but you never blinked an eyelash. Your gaze was
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Back in New York, I took myself to a department

puig- As I was entering through their revolving.

tu 7"°
'"T"'* "™'™« » •he other^Sn

ml thought we should revolve eternally. But we

suits and then we gossiped all the way up to Fifty-

Sst""'"""'"""*""^'*'^-^
stlv"'T^"'"^.^f''"-

^'«'» ""' spectacular, butsteady and dependable. Will you ever forget the wavshe took hold of that senior pageant con^,^ Z
^?S ; "'r'"'*

af^er Mild.«l had made suc^amess of It? How would she do here as a successoro me.' I am filled with jealousy at the thougS^fa
successor, but I suppose I must face it

firsi™"ion'
'"" '"' "'•'"'^ ^'"~"- " ''^ Helen's

sail forT ^„'""'? ''^•" '"''' '• " S"" I'" i-'t '«sail for the Spamsh mam with a husband and daugh-ter a„d nurse and maid and valet and dog."
Has she a nice husband ?

"

" None better."
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" And does she still like him? "

" Never saw a happier marriage."

It struck me that Helen looked a trifle bleak, and

I suddenly remembered all that gossip that Marty

Keene told us last summer; so I hastily changed the

conversation to a perfectly safe subject like orphans.

But later she told me the whole story herself in as

detached and impersonal a way as though she were dis-

cussing the characters ir. a book. She has been living

alone in the city, hardly seeing any one, and she

seemed low in spirits and glad to talk. Poor Helen

appears to have made an awful mess of her life. I

don't know any one who has covered so much ground

in such a short space of time. Since her graduation

she has been married, has had a baby and lost him,

divorced her husband, quarreled with her family, and

come to the city to earn her own living. She is read-

ing manuscript for a publishing house.

There seems to have been no reason for her divorce

from the ordinary point of view; the marriage just

simply didn't work. They weren't friends. H he

had been a woman, she would n't have wasted half an

hour talking with him. If she had been a man, he

would have said: "Glad to see you. How are

you?" and gone on. And yet they married. Isn't

it dreadful how blind this sex business can make
people?

She was brought up on the theory that a woman's

only legitimate profession is home-making. When
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she finished coUcge, she was naturally eager to start

?rJ*' "^'^J ^"^ ^^"y P'««"^*«d himself. Her
family scamied him closely, and found him perfect in
every respect-good family, good morals, g^ finan-

hfJ^ ^Tu ri'^^^^S- Helen was in love withhim. She had a big wedding and lots of new clothes

l<:led'pr^^^^^^^^^^
'^'''''''-' ^°-^«- ^^-ything

th^^^^l'^u ^^"Z*'
^'* acquainted, they did n't like

the same books or jokes or people or amusements He

FwTT' "^^ "^'^^ ""^ ^^^^"°"«' *"d she was n't.
First they bored, and then they irritated, each other.Her orderliness made him impatient, and his disorder-
hness drove her wild. She would spend a day getting
c osets and bureau drawers in order, and in five min-
utes he would stir them into chaos. He would leave
his ..othes about for her to pick up. and his towels
in a messy heap on the bath-room floor, and he never
scrubbed out the tub. And she. on her side, was aw-
fully unresponsive and irritaitng.- she realized it
ful^,- she got to the point where she would n't laugh
at his jokes.

*

I suppose most old-fashioned, orthodox people
would thmk It awful to break up a marriage on\uch
innocent grounds. It seemed so to me at first ; but as
she wait on piling up detail on detail, each trivial in
Itself, but making a mountainous total. I agreed withHe en that it was awful to keep it going. It wasn't
really a marriage; it was a mistake.
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So one morning at breakfast, when the subject of

what they should do for the summer came up, she said

quite casually that she thought she would go West and

get a residence in some State where you could get a

divorce for a respectable cause ; and for the first time

in months he agreed with her.

You can imagine the outraged feelings of her Vic-

torian family. In all the seven generations of their

sojourn in America they have never had anything like

this to record in the family Bible. It all comes from

sending her to college and letting her read such dread-

ful modern people as Ellen Key and Bernard Shaw.

" If he had only got drunk and dragged me about

by the hair," Helen wailed, " it would have been legiti-

mate ; but because we did ut actually throw things at

each other, no one could see any reason for a divorce."

The pathetic part of the whole business is that both

she and Henry were admirably fitted to make some one

else happy. They just simply didn't match each

other; and when two people don't match, all the cere-

monies in the world can't marry them.

Saturday morning.

I meant to get this letter off two days ago ; and here

I am with volumes written, but nothing mailed.

We've just had one of those miserable deceiving

nights— cold and frosty when you go to bed, and

warm and lifeless when you wake in the dark, smoth-

5ft !

i
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ered under a mountain of blankets. By the time Ihad removed my own extra covers and plumped up my

fourteen bund^ed-up babies in the fresh-air nursery.
Their so-called night nurse sleeps like a top the whole
night through. (Her name is next on the list to be ex-
punged.) So I roused myself again, and made a little
blanket-removing tour, and by the time I had finished

iv\'; T"/'^*''*' ^* " "°* °^*«" that I pass a

W. w '' ^
u
^^'" ^ ^°' ^ ^^"^^ ^°'^d problems.

Isnt It funny how much keener your mind is when
you are lying awake in the dark?

h.r ^uT r^.*"'"'"^
*^"* "'^'" ^''^^'' ^nd I planned

her whole life over again. I don't know why her mis-
erable story has taken such a hold over me; it 's a dis-
heartening subject for an engaged girl to contemplate.
I keep saying to myself, What if Gordon and I, when
we really get acquainted, should change our minds
about liking each other ? The fear grips my heart and
wrings It dry. But I am marrying him for no reason
in the world except affection. I 'm not particularly
ambitious. Neither his position nor his money ever
tempted me in the least; and certainly I am not doing
It to find my life-work, for in order to marry I am
having to give up the work that I love. I really do
love this work; I go about planning and planning their
baby futures, feeling that I 'm constructing the nation.
Whatever becomes of me in after life, I am sure I '11

be the more capable for having had this tremendous
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experience. And it if a tremendous experience, the

nearness to humanity that an asylum brings. I am
learning so many new things every day that when each

Saturday night comes I look back on the Sallie of last

Saturday night, amazed at her ignorance.

You know I am developing a funny old characteris-

tic ; I am getting to hate change. I don't like the pros-

pect of having my life disrupted. I used to love the

excitement of volcanoes, but now a high level plateau

is my choice in landscape. I am very comfortable

where I am; my desk and closet and bureau drawers

are organized to suit me; and, oh, I dread unspeakably

the thought of the upheaval that is going to happen to

me next year! Please don't imagine that I don't care

for Gordon quite as much as any man has a right to

be cared for. It isn't that I like him any the less,

but I am getting to uke orphans the more.

I just met our medical adviser a few minutes ago

as he was emerging from the nursery— Allegra is the

only person in the institution who is favored by his

austere social attentions. He paused in passing to

make a polite comment upon the sudden change in the

weather, and to express the hope that I would remem-

ber him to Mrs. Pendleton when I wrote.

This is a miserable letter to send off on its travels,

with scarcely a word of the kind of news that you like

to hear. But our bare litt'j orphan-asylum up in the

hills must seem awfully far away from the palms and

ii..

i
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orange-groves and lizards and tarantulas that you are
enjoying. ' ^
Have a good time, and don't forget the John Grier

florae

^nd

Salub.
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December ii.

Dear Judy:

Your Jamaica later is here, and I 'm glad to lean

that Judy, Junior, enjoys traveling. Write me everj

detail about your house, and send some photographs

so T can see you in it. What fun it must be to hav<

a boaw of your own that chugs about those entertain

ing seas! Have you worn all of your eighteen whit<

dresses yet? And aren't you glad now that I mad<

you wait about buying a Panama hat till you reacbec

Kingston?

We are running along here very much as usual with

out anything exciting to chronicle. You remembei

little Maybelle Fuller, don't you— the chorus girl'i

daughter whom our doctor doesn't like? We havi

placed her out. I tried to make the woman take Hattit

Heaphy instead,— the quiet little one who stole th(

communion-cup,— but no, indeed! Maybelle's eye

lashes won the day. After all, as poor Marie says, th(

chief thing is to be pretty. All else in life depends oi

that.

When I got home last week, afte- my dash to Nev
York, I made a brief speech to the children. I tok

them that I had just been seeing Aunt Judy off on :

big ship, and I am embarrassed to have to report thai

262

i! !
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^r.T'^r'f «••«<»*•?•« of the boy._im.

to the Indian amp? V/m there any gunsTboard

her own ? In case of a mutiny, could the captain diootdown anybody he cho«. and wouldn't he be tatwS
r^ S* f• *"^"^ ^ •»<" P'on.iniou.TyTmupon Sandy to fmhh my speech* I realize th« Aeb.«^u,pped feminine mind in the world can't c^
alirtt^-^Xtr^l'-''- '"« oH^- ^
As a result of their seafaring inteiest, the doctorconceived the idea of inviting seven of thi oldest anjmo« alen Uds to spend the day with him in NewYork and see w,th their own eyes an ocean-lin^^

t^to r„H h'/r.!
'"""'^^ "»""''«' """eht the 7T30tram, and had the most wonderful adventure that to,

*e b,g hners (Sandy knows the Scotch engineer),

Tr',T^'^"'. '"" *' '««»"' of the holTtoUk top of Ae crow's-nest, and then had luncheon onboard And after luncheon they visited the aquariJand the op of the Singer Building, and took Ae sTway up-town to spend an hour with the birds ofArneri^ m their habiuts. Sandy with great difficulty
pned them away from the Natural History Museumm time to catch the 6:15 train. Dinner in Ae dinfa^
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car. They inquired with great particularity how much
it was costing, and when they heard that it was the

same, no matter how much you ate, they drew deep

breaths and settled quietly and steadily to the task of

not allowing their host to be cheated. The railroad

made nothing on that party, and all the tables around

stopped eating to stare. One traveler asked the doctor

if it was a boarding-school he had in charge; so you

can see how the manners and bearing of our lads have

picked up. I don't wish to boast, but no one would

ever have asked such a question concerning seven of

Mrs. Lippett's youngsters. "Are they bound for a

reformatory?" would have been the natural question

after observing the table manners of her offspring.

My little band tumbled in toward ten o'clock, excit-

edly babbling a mess of statistics about reciprocating

compound engines and water-tight bulkheads, devil-

fish and sky-scrapers and birds of paradise. I thought

I should never get them to bed. And, oh, but they had

had a glorious day ! I do wish I could manage breaks

in the routine oftener. It gives them a new outlook

on life and makes them more like normal children.

Was n't it really nice of Sandy? But you should have

seen that man's behavior when I tried to thank him.

He waved me aside in the middle of a sentence, and

growlingly asked Miss Snaith if she couldn't econo-

mize a little on carbolic acid. The house smelt like a

hospital.

I must tell you that Punch is back with us again,



DEAR ENEMY
»85

entirely renovated as to manners. I am lookW fora^amJy to adopt him. I had hop«J those3.m-
forever, but they want to travel, and they feel he 's

wh^ It ,s ^mg; It looks as though it might progressbackward and end in Brooklyn. Owing to the iX of"^^blue pencil, our flag ha, had fo ad^opt ti,e 'Cto

and Ae baby. I am pamed to note that you carry
your daughter by the back of her neck, as if she w^
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a kitten. That is not the way we handle babies in the

J. G. H. nursery. Please also note that the artist has

given Jervis his full due in the matter of legs. When
I asked Punch what had become of the captain, he

said that the captain was inside, putting coal on the

fire. Punch was terribly impressed, as well he might

be, when he heard that your steamer burned three

hundred wagon-loads a day, and he naturally supposed

that all hands had been piped to the stoke-hole.

BOW! WOW 1

That 's a bark from Sing. I told him I was writing

to you, and he responded instantly.

We both send love.

Yours,

Salue.



The John Grier Home,

Dear Enemy:

You were so terribly gruff last night when I tried
to thank you for giving my boys such a wonderful
day that I did n't have a chance to express half of the
appreciation I felt.

What on earth is the matter with you, Sandy ? You
used to be a tolerably nice man -in spots, but these
last three or four months you have only been nice to
other people, never to me.
We have had from the first a long series of misun-

derstandings and foolish contretemps, but after each
one we seemed to reach a solider basis of understand-
ing, until I had thought our friendship was on a pretty
firm foundation, capable of withstanding any reason-
able shock.

And then came that unfortunate evening last June
when you overheard some foolish impolitenesses,
which I did not in the slightest degree mean; and
from then on you faded into the distance. Really, I
have felt terribly bad about it, and have wanted 'to
apologize, but your manner has not been inviting of
confidence. It isn't that I have any excuse or ex-
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planation to offer ; I have n't. You know how foolis!

and silly I am on occasions, but you will just have t

realize that though I 'm flippant and foolish and trivij

on top, I am pretty solid inside; and you've got t

forgive the silly part. The Pendletons knew that Ion,

ago, or they would n't have sent me up here. I hav
tried hard to pull off an honest job, partly because

wanted to justify their judgment, partly because I wa
really interested in giving the poor little kiddies thei

share of happiness, but mostly, I actually believe, be

cause I wanted to show you that your first derogator

opinion of me was ill fotmded. Won't you please ex

punge that unfortunate fifteen minutes at die porte

cochere last June, and remember instead the fiftee:

hours I spent reading the Ka'^ik Jc Family?

I would like to feel that we 're friends again.

Salue McBridb.

Dear Dr. MacRae:

The John Grier Home,

Sunday.

I am in receipt of your calling card with an eleven

word answer to tny letter on the back. I did n't meai

to annoy you by my attentions. What you think am
how you behave are really matters of extreme indif

ference to me. Be just as impolite as you choose.

S. McB.



Dear Judy:
December 14.

Tr,.
""« *'«y """'O" in the family. Since you

^l,^" *°
u""''

'""^ "^y "bout post-time »«g« poup gathers at the gate, waittog trsuatch any^ of foreign design, and by the time the letter,
reach nie thqr are ateiost in shreds through the te-

2"y of nval snatchers. TeU Jervis to s«,d us so™mot* of those purple pine-trees from Honduras; like-

l^.m^ ^'"^ ^"^ Guatemala. I could useapmtoftheml

th/nlfJ'
^°nderful to have got these apathetic little

things so enthusiastic? My children are getting to bealm^t like real children. B dormitory started a piJ!
low-fight last night of its own accord; and though it

IT.r^^'^f^ i°
°"' ''""* ^"PP^y °^ «"^«' I stoodby and ^amed, and even tossed a pillow myself.

1-ast Saturday those two desirable friends of Percy's
spent the whole afternoon playing with my boys.They brought up three rifles, and each man took the

n1 tl T^ °^ ^"*^^^"'' ^^ P^^^^ ^^ afternoon
in a bottle-shootmg contest, with a prize for the win-
ning camp They brought the prize with them -an
atroaous head of an Indian painted on leather
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Dreadful taste; but the men thought it lovely, so I a<

mired it with all the ardor I could assume.

When they had finished, I warmed them up wit!

cookies and hot chocolate, and I really think the mei

enjoyed it as much as the boys; they undoubtedly en

:Ji:
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joyed it more than I d,U I could n't help bdne in ,fonmrne twmer all the time the firing w«^"L"n

TZ «1 .^"P *"'««y-f<»«- Indians tied to my
Z^Ty' "" ' ""'' "•""' """l " *« "hole wi<te

Just thmk of all that healthy, «cub.rant volunteerservice gomg to waste under the asylum's no«l Isuppose the neighborhood is full of pUnty m^re of itandl am gomg to make i, my business to dig it outWhat I want most are about eight nice, pretty, sen-
.ble yojmg women to come up here one night a ;^

^tiTJl K t°
"'"'

'" ""•'*« » «"1« individual
petting for my babies. You see, Judy, I am remembw-moo- own childhood, and am to^ng hard to^H,

The trustees' meeting last week went beautifuUyThe new w<mK„ are most helpful, and only the ni«

Wykoff IS v,s.tmg h.s married daughter m Scranton
I w,sh she would invite father to live with her Tr
manently. *^*

Wednesday.
I am in the most childish temper with the doctor

and for no very definite reason. He keeps along his
even, unemotional way without paying the slightest
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attention to anything or anybody. I have swallow©

more slights during these last few months than in th

whole of my life before, and I 'm developing the mos

shockingly revengeful nature. I spend all my spar

time planning situations in which he will be terribl

hurt and in need of my help, and in which I, with th

utmost callousness, will shrug my shoulders and tur

away. I am growing into a person entirely foreign t

the sweet, sunny young thing you used to know.

Evening.

Do you realize that I am an authority on the care c

dependent children? To-morrow I and other author

ties visit officially the Hebrew Sheltering Guardian S<

ciety's Orphan Asylum at Pleasantville. (All that

its name!) It's a terribly difficult and roundaboi

journey from this point, involving a daybreak sta

and two trains and an automobile; but if I *m to be a

authority, I must live up to the title. I 'm keen aboi

looking over other institutio 3 and gleaning as mat

ideas as possible against our own alterations next yea

And this Pleasantville asylum is an architectural mod<

I acknowledge now, upon sober reflection, that v

were wise to postpone extensive building operatioi

until next summer. Of course I was disappointc

because it meant that I won't be the center of the ri

ping-up, and I do so love to be the center of rippin

ups! But, anyway, you'll take my advice, ev(
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^f V"m"''
'^'"^^ »" "^"^ ^«»d? The two

gliding detail, we did accomplish are very promising.Our new laundry grows better and better; it has rtmoved from us that steamy smell so dear to asylums.The farmers cottage will finally be ready for occu-
pancy next week. AU it now lacks is a coat of paint
and some door-knobs.

^

M«"V^ ??''/^ *^'^'' '"°*^*' ^"*»b^<^ has burst!
Mrs. Tumfelt, for all her comfortable figure and
simny sm.le hates to have children messing aboutThey make her nervous. And as for Tumfelt him-
sdf, though mdustrious and methodical and an ex-
cellent gardener, still, his mental processes are not
quite what I had hoped for. When he first came, I
made him free of the library. He began at the case
nearest the door, which contains thirty-seven volumes
of Pansys works. Finally, after he had spent four

home with Huckleberry Finn." But he brought it
back m a few days, and shook his head. He says that
after reading Pansy, anything else seems tame. I am
afraid I shall have to look about for some one a little
more up-and-coming. But at least, compared with
Sterry, Tumfelt is a scholard I

And speaking of Sterry, he paid us a social call a
few days ago, in quite a chastened frame of mind It
seems that the " rich city feller » whose estate he has
been managing no longer needs his services ; and Sterry
has graciously consented to return to us and let the chil-
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dren have gardens if they with. I kindly, but convim

ingly, declined his offer.

Friday.

I came back from Pleasantville last night with

heart full of envy. Please, Mr. President, I wai

scmie gray stucco cottages, with Luca della Robbia fi|

ures baked into the front. They have nearly 700 chi

dren there, and all sizable youngsters. Of course th

makes a very different problem from my hundred ai

seven, ranging from babyhood up. But I borrow<

from their superintendent several very fancy idea

I 'm dividing my chicks into big and little sisters ai

brothers, each big one to have a little one to love ai

help and fight for. Big sister Sadie Kate has to s

that little sister Gladiola always has her hair neat

combed and her stockings pulled up and knows h

lessons and gets a touch of petting and her share <

candy— very pleasant for Gladiola, but especially d

veloping for Sadie Kate.

Also I am going to start among our older children

limited form of self-government such as we had in a

lege. That will help fit them to go out into the wor

and govern themselves when they get there. Tl

shoving children into the worid at the age of sixte

seems terribly merciless. Five of my children a

ready to be shoved, but I can't bring myself to do

I keep remembering my own irresponsible silly youi

pi;

I
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•elf, Md wondering what would have happened to me'
had I been turned out to work at the age of tixteenl

I muft l«ye you now to write an interesting letter
to nv politician in Washington, and it's hard woric.
What have I to say that will interest a politician? I
cant do anything any more but babble about babies,
and he wouldn't care if every baby was swept from
the face of the earth. Oh, yes, he would, tool I'm
afraid I m slandering him. Babies— at least boy
babies— grow into voters.

Good-by,

Sallib.
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Dtarett Judy:

If you expect a cheerful letter from me the day

don't read this. The life of man is a wintry road

Fog, snow, rain, slush, drizzle, cold— such weather

such weather i And you in dear Jamaica with the sun

shine and the orange-blossoms!

We've got whooping-cough, and you can hear Ui

whoop when you get off the train two miles away

We don't know how we got it— just one of the pleas

ures of institution life. Cook has left,— in th<

night,— what the Scotch call a "moonlicht flitting.'

I don't know how she got her trunk away, but it 'i

gone. The kitchen fire went with her. The pipes ar(

frozen. The plumbers are hr i, and the kitchen flooi

is all ripped up. One of our horses has the spavin

And, to crown all, our cheery, resourceful Percy ii

down, down, down in the depths of despair. We hav<

not been quite certain for three days past whether w(

could keep him from suicide. The girl in Detroit,

—

'.

knew she was a heartless little minx,— without st

much as going through the formality of sending bad

his ring, has gone and married herself to a man an<

a couple of automobiles and a yacht. It is the bes

thing that could ever have happened to Percy, but i

will be a long, long time before he realizes it.

We have our twenty-four Indians back in the hous

with us. I was sorry to have to bring them in, but th

396
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•htcki were scarcely planned for winter quarten. I
have ftowed them away veiy comforubly, however,
thankf to the ipadous iron verandas lurrounding our
new fire^icape. It was a happy idea of Jervis's
having them glassed in for sleeping-porches. The ba.
bies sun-parlor is a wonderful addition to our nursery.
We can fairly see the little tots bloom under the influ-
ence of that extra air and sunshine.
With the return of the Indians to dvilized life,

Percy s occupation was ended, and he was supposed to
remove himself to the hotel But he didn't want to
remove himself. He has got used to orphans, he says,
and he would miss not seeing them about I think the
truth is that he is feeling so miserable over his wrecked
engagement that he is afraid to be alone; he needs
somethmg to occupy every waking moment out of
banking hours. And goodness knows we're glad
enough to keep him I He has been wonderful with
those youngsters, and they need a man's influence.
But what on earth to do with the man? As you dis-
covered last summer, this spacious chateau does not
contain a superabundance of guest-rooms. He has
finally fitted himself into the doctor's laboratory, and
the medicines have moved themselves to a closet down
the hall. He and the doctor fixed it up between them,
and if they are willing to be mutually inconvenienced!
I have no fault to find.

Mercy I I 've just looked at the calendar, and it 's
the eighteenth, with Christmas only a week away.
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However shall we finish all our plans in a week? Tl

chicks are making presents for one another, and som
thing like a thousand secrets have been whispered
my ear.

Snow last night. The boys have spent the mor
ing in the woods, gathering evergreens and drawir
them home on sleds ; and twenty girls are spending tl

afternoon in the laundry, winding wreaths for tl

windows. I don't know how we are going to do 01

washing this week. We were planning to keep tl

Christmas-tree a secret, but fully fifty children ha^

been boosted up to the carriage-house window to tal

a peep at it, and I am afraid the news has sprea

among the remaining fifty.

At your insistence, we have sedulously fostered tl

Santa Claus myth, but it does n't meet with much en
dence. "Why didn't he ever come before?" wj
Sadie Kate's skeptical question. But Santa Qaus
imdoubtedly coming this ^'me. I asked the docto
out of politeness, to play the chief role at our Chrisi

mas-tree ; and being certain ahead of time that he wa
going to refuse. I had already engaged Percy as a

understudy. But there is no counting on a Scotcl

man. Sandy accepted with unprecedented gracious

ness, and I had privately to tmengage Percy

!

Tuesday.

Is n't it funny, the way some inconsequential peopl

have of pouring out whatever happens to be chumin,
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about m their minds at the moment? They seem to
have no residue of small talk, and are never able to
dismiss a crisis in order to discuss the weather.

This is apropos of a call I received to-day. A
woman had come to deliver her sister's child— sisterm a sanatorium for tuberculosis; we to keep the child
until the mother is cured, though I fear, from what I
hear, that wiU never be. But, anyway, all the arrange-
ments had been made, and the woman had merely to
hand m the little girl and retire. But having a couple
of hours between trains, she intimated a desire to look
about, so I showed her the kindergarten-rooms and the
little crib that Lily will occupy, and our yellow dining-
room, with its frieze of bunnies, in order that she
might report as many cheerful details as possible to
the poor mother. After this, as she seemed tired, I
socially asked her to walk into my parlor and have a
cup of tea. Doctor MacRae, being at hand and in a
hungry mood (a rare state for him; he now conde-
scends to a cup of tea with the officers of this institu-
tion about twice a month), came, too, and we had a lit-
tle party.

The woman seemed to feel that the burden of enter-
tainment rested upon her, and by way of making con-
versation, she told us that her husband had fallen in
love with the girl who sold tickets at a moving-picture
show (a painted, yellow-haired thing who chewed gum
like a cow. "ras her description of the enchantress),
and he spv^nt all of his money on the girl, and never
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came home except when he was drunk. Then h<

smashed the furniture something awful. An easel

with her mother's picture on it, that she had had sinci

before she was married, he had thrown down just foi

the pleasure of hearing it crash. And finally she ha(

just got too tired to live, so she drank a bottle o

swamp-root because somebody had told her it was poi

son if you took it all at once. But it did n't kill her

it only made her sick. And he came back, and sai(

he would choke her if she ever tried that on him again

so she guessed he must still care something for hei

All this quite casually while she stirred her tea.

I tried to think of something to say, but it was

social exigency that left me dumb. But Sandy ros

to the occasion like a gentleman. He talked to he

beautifully and sanely, and sent her away actually uf

lifted. Our Sandy, when he tries, can be exceptionall

nice, particularly to people who have no claim upo

him. I suppose it is a matter of professional etiquetl

— part jf a doctor's business to heal the spirit as we

as the body. Most spirits appear to need it in th

world. My caller has left me needing it. I have be«

wondering ever since what I should do if I married

man who deserted me for a chewing-gum girl, an

who came home and smashed the bric-a-brac. I su|

pose, judging from the theat-rs this winter, that it

a thing that might happen to any one, particularly i

the best society.

You ought to be thankful you 've got Jervis. The
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The longer I hve, the surer I am that character is the

ever tell? Men are so good at talking I

^^Good-by. and a merry Christmas to Jervis and both

S. McB.

sw^ betters a httle more promptly.



I

John Grier Home,

December 29.

Dear Judy:

Sadie Kate has spent the week composing a Christ

mas letter to you, and it leaves nothing for me to tel

Oh, we've had a wonderful time! Besides all th

presents and games and fancy things to eat, we hav

had hay-rides and skating-parties and candy-pulls,

don't know whether these pampered little orphans wi

ever settle down again into normal children.

Many thanks for my six gifts. I like them all, pai

ticularly the picture of Judy, Junior ; the tooth adds

pleasant touch to her smile.

You '11 be glad to hear that I 've placed out Hatti

Heaphy in a minister's family, and a dear family the

are; they never blinked an eyelash when I told thei

about the communion-cup. They've given her t

themselves for a Christmas present, and she went o:

so happily, clinging to her new father's hand I

I won't write more now, because fifty children ai

writing thank-you letters, and poor Aunt Judy will I

buried beneath her mail when this week's steamer gel

in.

My love to the Pendletons.

S. McB.

p.s. Singapore sends his love to Togo, and is son

he bit him on the ear.

303



John Grier Home,

December 30.

I tried to talk some French the other day, and not»atanj. out very well, decided that I had uZXmy French in hand if I did r" want to lose ft^i^That Scotch doctor of ours has merdfuUyab^Smy saent.Sc «J„cation, so I have a linle time aTr^0™ disposal. By «>me unlucky chance I began withNuma Roamestan." by Daudet. It is a terriblyX
ft.rbmg book for a girl to read who is engaged to a
pohticum. Read it, Gordon dear, and a^LousIy^n your character away from Numa's. Ifs th^

(HkT ^'^ ^^'"'-
""l?

'" *«l"««"8'y fascinating

imte you). Who has a most persuasive way of talk-mg and malces wonderful speeches (again like you).

mtimately that wonderful man I"
But he wasn't ven^ wonderful when he came home

to he. -only when he had an audience and applause

gay and bubbling and expansive; and then return mo-
JO]
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rose and sullen and down. " Joie de rue, douleur

maison," is the burden of the book.

I read it till twelve last night, and honestly I did i

sleep for being scared. I know you '11 be angry, t

really and truly, Gordon dear, there 's just a touch t

much truth in it for my entire amusement. I did i

mean even to refer again to that unhappy matter

August 20,— we talked it all out at the time,— !:

you know perfectly that you need a bit of watchir

And I don't like tiie idea. I want to have a feeli

of absolute confidence and stability about the man
marry. I never could live in a state of anxious wa
ing for him to come home.

Read "Numa" for yourself, and you'll see t

woman's point of view. I 'm not patient or meek
long-suffering in any way, and I 'm a little afraid

what I 'm capable of doing if I have the provocatic

My heart has to be in a thing in order to make it woi

and, oh, I do so want our marriage to work

!

Please forgive me for writing all this. I doi

mean that I really think you '11 be a " joy of the stre

and sorrow of the home." It 's just that I did n't sle

last night, and I feel sort of hollow behind the eyes.

May the year that 's coming bring good counsel ai

happiness and tranquillity to both of us

!

As ever,



Dear Judy:
January i.

Something terribly sort of queer has happened andpositively I don't know whether it did Cn^rwhether I dreamed it. I '11 tell you irom^^J"
s.TtVnot"' ?:

"^^^'*
n^^

^'"
''^o"X

letter, it s not quite proper for Jervis's eyes.

Kehoe. whom we placed out last June ? He had an al-cohohc heredity on both sides, and as a baby ,«^thave been fattened on beer instead of milk ^ eT

Sn^./?" """V'
""^ °' "-. ^dtwSZ

ag^ to get himself intoxicated, once on beer stolenijom some workmen, and once (and thoroughly) on

we placed tam out; but we warned the family (hard-w^kmg temperate fanning-people) and hoped for the

Yesterday the family telegraphed that they could

st o'c 1"^ °"f\ ^°"" ' "'"« "»« W" on *es« clock tram? Tumfelt me, the six o'clock train.

art,SlH T ^"'«'" '"'^«« '"'"8 of his non.
arrival and asking for particulars.

I stayed up later than usual last night putting my
desk m order and- sort of making up my miid tom
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face the New Year. Toward twelve I suddenly re

ized that the hour was late and that I was very tir

I had begun getting ready for bed when I was start)

by a banging on the front door. I stuck my head (

of the window and demanded who ^zs there.

" Tommy Kehoe," said a very shaky voice.

I went down and opened the door, and that li

sixteen years old, tumbled in, dead drunk. Tha

Heaven! Percy Witherspoon was within call, and 1

away off in the Indian camp. I roused him, and

gether we conveyed Thomas to our guest-room, 1

only decently isolated spot in the building. Thei

telephoned for the doctor, who, I am afraid, had

ready had a long day. He came, and we put it

pretty terrible night. It developed afterward that

boy had brought along with his luggage a bottle

liniment belonging to his employer. It was made h

of alcohol and half of witch-hazel ; and Thomas liad

freshed his journey with this

!

He was in such shape that positively I did n't th

we'd pull him through— and I hoped we would 1

If I were a physician, I 'd let such cases gently !

away for the good of society ; but you should have S(

Sandy work! That terrible life-saving instinct of

was aroused, and he fought with every inch of enei

he possessed.

I made black coffee, and helped all I could, but

details were pretty messy, and I left the two men

deal with him alone and went back to my room. ]

!

'1 t,
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I did n t attempt to go to bed ; I was afraid they might
be wantmg me again. Toward four o'clock Sandy
came to my library with word that the boy was asleep
and that Percy had moved up a cot and would sleepm his room the rest of the night. Poor Sandy looked
sort of ashen and haggard and done with life. As I
looked at him, I thought about how desperately he
worked to save others, and never saved himself, and
about that dismal home of his. with never a touch of
cheer and the horrible tragedy in the background of
his life. All the rancor I 've been saving up seemed to
vanish, and a wave of sympathy swept over me. I
stretched my hand out to him; he stretched his out to
me. And suddenly— I don't know— something elec-
tric happened. In another moment we were in each
other s arms. He loosened my hands, and put me
down m the big arm-chair. « My God I Sallie, do you
think I m made of iron? " he said and walked out I
went to sleep in the chair, and when I woke the sun
was shining in my eyes and Jane was standing over mem amazed consternation.

This morning at eleven he came back, looked me
coldly m the eye without so much as the flicker of an
eyelash, and told me that Thomas was to have hot milk
every two hours and that the spots in Maggie Peters's
throat must be watched.

Here we are back on orr old standing, and positively
I don t know but what 1 dreamed that one minute in
the night I
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But it would be a piquant situation, would n't it,

Sandy and I should discover that we were falling

love with each other, he with a perfectly good wife

the insane asylum and I with an outraged fianc^

Washington? I don't know but what the wisest thii

for me to do b to resign at once and take myself hon

where I can placidly settle down to a few months

embroidering " S McB " on table<loths, like any oth

respectable engaged girl.

I repeat very firmly that this letter is n't for Jervii

consumption. Tear it into little pieces and scati

them in the Caribbean.

S.

\'-H



Dear Gordon:
January 3.

salflnl 7* /° ^ *^°y«*- ^ ^"""^ I 'm not a

aTAJ^MKl*"^'''"'^"'*'-
I »»vc only to glance

L pT^ ?*^ correspondence of Elizabeth Wt
^v?.

•^^'^'^'"^ '° '^"^ ^^ the wannth of my
style ,5 not up to standard But you know already-you have known a long time- that I am not a very
emotowial person. I suppose I might write a lot of

"^^^% Every waking mom'ent you a« in my

J^^fii, « r"^*^"^ ^ ^Jsolutely true. Youdcm t fUl all my thoughts; 107 orphans do that And
I really am quite comfortably alive whether you are
here or not I have to be natural. You surely don't
jmit me to pretend more desolation than I feel. But
I do love to see you.- you know that perfectly.- and
I am disappomted when you can't come. I fully ao-
preaate all your charming qualities, but. my near boy^

^. *
r"

f«»*^"^«ntal on paper. I am always thinking
about the hotel chambermaid who reads the letters you
equally leave on your bureau. You need n't expostu-

^?f^* ^°S,T^ *^"^ "^* y°"^ h«*rt, for I know
perfectly well that you don't

Forgive me for that last letter if it hurt your feel-

309
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ingi. Since I caim to this asylum I am extreme

touchy on the tubject of drink; you would be, too,

you had teen what I have seen. Several of my chid

are the sad result of alcdiolic parents, and Uiey a
never going to have a fair chance all their lives. Y(
can't look about a place like this without " aye keepii

up a terrible thinking."

You are right, I am afraid, about it's being

woman's trick to make a great show of forgiving

man, and then never letting him hear the end of i

Well, Gordon, I positively don't know what the woi

"forgiving" means. It can't include "forgetting

for that is a physiological process, and does not rest

from an act of the will. We all have a collection <

memories that we would happily lose, but someho

those are just the ones that insist upon sticking.

" forgiving " means promising never to speak of

thing again, I can doubtless manage that. But it is r

always the wisest way to shut an unpleasant memoi
inside you. It grows and grows, and runs all throuj

you like a poison.

Oh dear I I really didn't mean to be saying i

this. I try to be the cheerful, care-free (and som
what lig^t-headed) Sallie you like best; but I 've con

in touch with a great deal of realness during this la

year, and I 'm afraid I 've grown into a very differei

person from the girl you fell in love with. I 'm r

longer a gay young thing playing with life. I kno
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Jt
pretty thoroughly now, and thtt mcaiu that I aa't

be aiwtyt laughing.

I Irnow thii U another beaitly uncheerful letter,—
at bad at the latt, and nuiybe worte,— but if you knew
what we've jutt been through! A boy— tixteen—
of unspeakable heredity hat nearly poisoned himtelf
with a disgusting mixture of alcohol and witch-haiel.
We have been working three days over him, and are
just sure now that he is going to recuperate sufficiently
to do It a^inl " It 't a gude warld, but they 're Ul
that 'a in 't"

Please excuse that Scotch— it slipped out. Please
excuse everything.

Salue.
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January ii.

Dear Judy:

I hope my two cablegrams did n't give you too terri-

ble a shock. I would have waited to let the first news

come by letter, with » chance for details, but I was so

afraid you might hear it in some indirect way. The
whole Uiing is dreadful enough, but no lives were lost,

and only one serious accident. We can't help shudder-

ing at the thought of how much worse it might have

been, with over a hundred sleeping children in this fire-

trap of a building. That new fire-escape was abso-

lutely useless. The wind was blowing toward it,

and the flames simply enveloped it. We saved them all

by the center stairs— but I '11 begin at the beginning,

and tell the whole story.

It had rained all day Friday, thanks to a merciful

Providence, and the roofs were thoroughly soaked.

Toward night it began to freeze, and the rain turned

to sleet. By ten o'clock, when I went to bed, the wind

was blowing a terrible gale from the northwest, and

everything loose about the building was banging and

rattling. About two o'clock I suddenly started wide

awake, with a bright light in my eyes. I jumped out

of bed and ran to the window. The carriage-house

was a mass of flames, and a shower of sparks was

sweeping over our eastern wing. I ran to the bath-

313
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room and leaned out of the window. I could see that
the roof over the nursery was already blazing in half i

dozen places.

N

w

Well, my dear, my heart just simply did n't beat for
as much as a minute. I thought of those seventeen
babies up under that roof, and I couldn't swaUow.
1 finally managed to get my shaking knees to work
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again, and I dashed back to the hall, grabbing my au-

tomobile coat as I ran.

I drummed on Betsy's and Miss Matthews' and

Miss Snaith's doors, just as Mr. Witherspoon, who

had also been wakened by the light, came tumbling

upstairs three steps at a time, struggling into an over-

coat as he ran.

" Get all the children down to the dining-room, ba-

bies first," I gasped. " I '11 turn in the alarm."

He dashed on up to the third floor while I ran to the

telephone — and oh, I thought I 'd never get Central

!

She was sound asleep.

"The John Grier Home is burning! Turn in the

fire-alarm and rouse the village. Give me 505," I said.

In one second I had the doctor. Maybe I was n'l

glad to hear his cool, unexcited voice I

"We're on fire!" I cried. "Come quick, and

bring all the men you can
!

"

" I '11 be there in fifteen minutes. Fill the bath-tubs

with water and put in blankets." And he hung up.

I dashed back to the hall. Betsy was ringing oui

fire-bell, and Percy had already routed out his Indian

tribes in dormitories B and C.

Our first thought was not to stop the fire, but to gel

the children to a place of safety. We began in G,

and went from crib to crib, snatching a baby and a

blanket, and rushing them to the door, and handing

them out to the Indians, who lugged them down-stairs

Both G and F were full of smoke, and the children sc
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dead asleep that we could n't rouse them to a walking
state. *

Many times during the next hour did I thank Provi-
dence -and Percy Witherspoon- for those vocifer-
ous fire^dnlls we have suffered weekly. The twenty-
four oldest boys, under his direction, never lost their
heads for a second. They divided into four tribes
and sprang to their posts like little soldiers. Two
tribes helped in the work of clearing the dormitories
and keepmg the terrified children in order. One tribe
worked the hose from the cupola tank until the firemen
came, and the rest devoted themselves to salvage
They spread sheets on the floor, dumped the contents
of lockers and bureau drawers into them, and bundled
them down the stairs. All of the extra clothes were
saved except those the children had actually been wear-mg the day before, and most of the staff's things.
But clothes, bedding -everything belonging to G and
t went. The rooms were too full of smoke to make itsa^ to enter after we had got out the last child.
By the time the doctor arrived with Luellen and two

neighbors he had picked up, we were marching the last
dormitory down to the kitchen, the most remote comer
from the fire. The poor chicks were mainly bare-
footed and wrapped in blankets; we told them to bring
their clothes when we wakened them, but in their
tnght they thought only of getting out.
By this time the halls were so full of smoke we could

scarcely breathe. It looked as though the whole build-
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ing would go, though the wind was blowing away fro

my west wing.

Another automobile full of retainers from Knov

top came up aknost immediately, and they all fell

fighting the fire. The regular fire department did i

come for ten minutes after that. You see, they ha

only horses, and we are three miles oat, and the roa

pretty bad. It was a dreadful night, cold and sleel

and such a wind blowing that you could scarcely stai

up. The men climbed out on the roof, and worked

their stocking-feet to keep from slipping off. Th

beat out the sparks with wet blankets, and chopp<

and squirted that tankiul of water, and behaved li

heroes.

The doctor meanwhile took charge of the childr<

Our first thought was to get them away to a place

safety, for if the whole building should go, '

couldn't march them out of doors into that awl

wind, with only their night-clothes and blankets i

protection. By this time several more automobiles f

of men had come, and we requisitioned the cars.

Knowltop had providentially been opened for 1

week-end in order to entertain a house-party in hor

of the old gentleman's sixty-seventh birthday. ]

was one of the first to arrive, and he put his ent

place at our disposal. It was the nearest refuge, a

we accepted it instantaneously. We bundled c

twenty littlest tots into cars, and ran them down

the house. The guests, who were excitedly dressi
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in order to come to the fire, received the chicks and

nl, .'"' ^""^y *"*° *"'' °^" beds- This pretty

lit "fj^f '^' ^''^^''^^' ^°"^* '°°"'' but Mr.
Reimer (Mr. Knowltop's family name) has just built
a big new stucco bam. with a garage hitched to it, all
nicely heated, and ready for us

After the babies were disposed of in the house, those
helpful guests got to work and fixed the bam to re-
ceive the next older kiddies. They covered the floor

r^ ^w!."^ ?"^^ "'"''"*^ ^"d ^^^"age ^-obes over
t, and bedded down thirty of the children in rows like
ittle calves. Miss Matthews and a nurse went with
them, administered hot milk all around, and. within

STe^t ifttL"
'''' -"''' "^^^^ ^' ^^^'^y - ^

But meanwhile we at the house were having sensa-
tions. The doctor's first question upon arrival had
oeen:

all'h^e"? " '
''°"°'''* *^ '^"'^'"*^

^ ^°" ^°^ *^y ''^

"We've made certain that every dormitory was
empty before we left it," I replied.

You see. they could n't be counted in that confusion-
twenty or so of the boys were still in the dormitories.'
working under Percy Witherspoon to save clothing
and fumiture. and the older girls were sorting over
bushels of shoes and trying to fit them to the little ones
who were running about underfoot and waUing dis-
mally. *
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Well, after we had loaded and despatched abou

seven car-loads of children, the doctor suddenly caUe(

out:

"Where's AUegra?"

There was a horrified silence. No one had seen hei

And then Miss Snaith stood up and shrieked. Bets

took her by the shoulders, and shook her into cohei

ence.

It seems that she had thought AUegra was comin

down with a cough, and in order to get her out of tli

cold, bad moved her crib from the fresh-air nursei

into the store-room— and then forgotten it.

Well, my dear, you know where the store-room ii

We simply stared at one another with white face

By this time the whole east wing was gutted and tl

third-floor stairs in flames. There didn't seem

chance that the child was still alive. The doctor w

the first to move. He snatched up a wet blanket th

was lying in a soppy pile on the floor of the hall ai

sprang for the stairs. We yelled to him to come bac

It simply looked like suicide; but he kept on, and d

appeared into the smoke. I dashed outside and shout

to the firemen on the roof. The store-room windc

was too little for a man to go through, and they had i

opened it for fear of creating a draft.

I can't describe what happened in the next agonizi

ten minutes. The third-floor stairs fell in with a era

and a burst of flame about five seconds after the doct

passed over them. We had given him up for lost wh
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appeared for an instant at one of those dormer-win-

to .!«.. " *" *"PP«'«<'. and it seemed to us

many did, and two men went up. The ooenin<r /f

otrvtLt"r'V """• =""" *'y "So:
at t^ m' a^,*'

™'™' °' ^'"°'« *« burst outat Uie top. After an eternity the doctor appearedagam w.th a white bundle in his arms. HeS ftout to the men, and then he sUggered 1^ Lddropped out of sight I

^

T.: J V^^ *"'' '*"« "y «y<»- Somehow orotiier they got h.m out and half-way down the ladderand then they let him slip. You see, he was un^-'«.ous from all the smoke he 'd swallowed, aTd the M-der was slippery with ice and terribly wabbly. Any-way, when I looked again he was lying in a help on ?he

d*' Buf DrX'^i/frl'tr'",,"
"'' "" ^-

him anH ^^iAU' I r ^^^ "^'"^8^^ examined

T;Ta 1 \^^ ^^' ^''°'^^"' ^"d two ribs, andthat aside from that he seemed whole. He was stHl
unconscious when they put him on two of the l^by

stttlit'h^me^
"^^°" ^'" '^^"^^^ ^^^ ^^^^- -<^

/^d the rest of us, left behind, kept right on with
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the work as though nothing had happened. The que

thing about a calamity like this is that there is so mu

to be done on every side that you don't have a monw

to think, and you don't get any of your values straigl

ened out until afterward. The doctor, without a n

ment's hesitation, had risked his life to save AUeg

It was the bravest thing I ever saw, and yet the wh

business occupied only fifteen minutes out of tl

dreadful night. At the time, it was just an incide

And he saved Allegra. She came out of that bli

ket with rumpled hair and a look of pleased surpi

at the new game of peek-a-boo. She was smilii

The child's escape was little short of a miracle. 1

fire had started within three feet of her wall, but ow

to the direction of the wind, it had worked away fr

her. If Miss Snaith had believed a little more in fr

air and had left the window open, the fire would h

eaten back; but fortunately Miss Snaith does not

lieve in fresh air, and no such thing happened.

Allegra had gone, I never should have forgiven myi

for not letting the Bretlands take her, and I know 1

Sandy would n't.

Despite all the loss, I can't be anything but ha

when I think of the two horrible tragedies that li

been averted; for seven minutes, while the doctor

penned in that blazing third floor, I lived through

agony of believing them both gone, and I start aw

in the night trembling with horror.

But I *11 try to tell you the rest. The firemen
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Ac voluntwrs-particula ly the chauffeur and stable-

fr^X"""n
""^^''P" ^^''^'^ "" "•«»*' »" ^" absolute

frenzy. Our newest negro cook, who is a heroine inher own right went out and started the laundry fire andmde up a boilerful of coffee. It was her own dea.The non-combatants served it to the firemen when tl.ev
relieved one another for a few minutes' rest, and it

We got the remainder of the children off to various

an'S T' '^''P' '^' °'^^^ ^y«' ^ho worked
all night as well as any one. It was absolutely inspir-

jr.C
'%*^^^y ^Ws entire township turned out and

helped. People who have n't appeared to know that the
asylum existed came in the middle of the night and
put their whole houses at our disposal. They took the
children m, gave them hot baths and hot soup, and
tucked them into bed. And so far as I can make out.
not one of my one hundred and seven chicks is any the
worse for hopping about on drenched floors in their
bare feet, not even the whooping-cough cases.

It was broad daylight before the fire was sufficiently
under control to let us know just what we had saved
I will report that my wing is entirely intact, though a
httle smoky, and the main corridor is pretty nearly all
right up to the center staircase; after that everything
IS charred and drenched. The east wing is a blackened,
roofless shell. Your hated Ward F. dear Judy, is gone
forever. I wish that you could obliterate it from
your mmd as absolutely as it is obliterated from the
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if';

•i;!

earth. Both in substance and in spirit the old Johi

Grier is done for.

I must tell you something funny; I never saw ft

many funny things in my life as happened through tha

night. When everybody there was in extreme negli

git, most of the men in pajamas and ulsters, and a]

of them without collars, the Hon. Cyrus Wykoff pu

in a tardy appearance, arrayed as for an afternoon tea

He wore a pearl scarf-pin and white spats! But h

really was extremely helpful. He put his entire hous

at our disposal, and I turned over to him Miss Snaitl

in a state of hysterics, and her nerves so fully occv

pied him that he didn't get in our way the whole nigl

through.

I can't write any more details now; I 've never bee

so rushed in the whole of my life. I 'U just assui

you that there 's no slightest reason for you to cut yoi;

trip short. Five trustees were on the spot early Sa

urday morning, and we are all working like mad to g<

affairs into some semblance of order. Our asylui

at the present moment is scattered over the entire towi

ship; but don't be unduly anxious. We know whei

all the children are. None of them is permanent;

mislaid. I didn't know that perfect strangers cou

be so kind. My opinion of the human race has goi

up.

I haven't seen the doctor. They telegraphed

New York for a surgeon, who set his leg. The breJ

was pretty bad, and will take time; they don't thii
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there are any internal injuries, though he is awfully
battered up. As soon as we are allowed to see him I
will send more detailed particulars. I really must stop
if I am to catch to-morrow's steamer.

Good-by. Don't worry. There are a dozen silver
Imings to this cloud that I '11 write about to-morrow.

Salue.

Good heavens! here comes an automobile with T. F
Bretland in it I

^ '



Ii'

The John Grikr Homb,

January 14.

Dear Judy:

Listen to this I J. F. Bretland read about our fire

in a New York paper (I will say that the metropolitan

press made the most of details), and he posted up here

in a twitter of anxiety. His first question as he

tumbled across our blackened threshold was, " Is

AUegrasafe?"
" Yes," said I.

" Thank God !

" he cried, and dropped into a chair.

" This is no place for children," he said severely, " and

I have come to take her home. I want the boys, too,"

he added hastily before I had a chance to speak. " My
wife and I h: - talked it over, and we have decided

that since we are going to the trouble of starting a nurs-

ery, we might as well run it for three as for ont;."

I led him up to my library, where our little family

has been domiciled since the fire, and ten minutes later,

when I was called down to confer with the trustees,

I left J. F. Bretland with his new daughter on his knee

and a son leaning against each arm, the proudest fathei

in the United States.

So, you see, our fire has accomplished one thing

324
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those three children are settled for life. It is almost
worth the loss.

But I don't believe I told you how the fire started.

There are so many things I have n't told you that my
arm aches at the mought of writing them all. Sterry,
we have since discovered, was spending the week-end
as our guest After a bibulous evening passed at

"Jack's Place," he returned to our carriage-house,

climbed in through a window, lighted a candle, made
himself comfortable, and dropped asleep. He must
have forgotten to put out the candle; anyway, the fire

happened, and Sterry just escaped with his life. He is

now in the town hospital, bathed in sweet-oil, and pain-
fully regretting his share in our troubles.

I am pleased to learn that our insurance was pretty

adequate, so the money loss won't be so tremendous,
after all. As for other kinds of loss, there aren't
any! Actually, nothing but gain so far as I can make
out, barring, of course, our poor smashed-up doctor.

Everybody has been wonderful; I didn't know that

so much charity and kindness existed in the human
race. Did I ever say anything against trustees? I

take it back. Four of them posted up from New York
the morning after the fire, and all of the local people
have been wonderful. Even the Hon. Cy has been so
occupied in remarking the morals of the five orphans
quartered upon him that he has n't caused any trouble

at all.

The fire occurred early Saturday morning, and Sun-
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day the ministers in all the churches called for volun-

teers to accept in their houses one or two children as

guests for three weeks, until the asylum could get its

plant into working order again.

It was inspiring to see the response. Every child

was disposed of within half an hour. And consider

what that means for the future : every one of those

families is going to take a personal interest in this

asylum from now on. Also, consider what it means

for the children. They are finding out how a real

family lives, and this is the first time that dozens of

them have ever crossed the threshold of a private

house. H

As for more permanent plans to take us through the

winter, listen to all this. The country club has a cad-

dies' club-house which they don't u§e in winter and

which they have politely put at our disposal. It joins

our land on the back, and we are fitting it up for four-

teen children, with Miss Matthews in charge. Our

dining-room and kitchen still being intact, they will

come here for meals and school, returning home at

night all the better for half a mile walk. "The

Pavilion on the Links " we are calling it.

Then that nice motherly Mrs. Wilson, next door to

the doctor's,— she who has been so efficient with our

little Loretta,— has agreed to take in five more at four

dollars a week each. I am leaving with her some of

the most promising older girls who have shown house-

keeping instincts, and would like to learn cooking on a
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decently small scale. Mrs. Wilson and her husband
are such a wonderful couple, thrifty and industrious
and simple and loving, I think it would do the girls
good to observe them. A training class in wifehood

!

I told you about the Knowltop people on the east
of us, who took in forty seven youngsters the night
of the lire, and how their entire house-party turned
themselves into emergency nurse-maids? We re-
lieved them of thirty-six the next day, but they still
have eleven. Did I ever call Mr. Knowltop a crustydd curmudgeon? I take it back. I beg his pardon.
He s a sweet lamb. Now, in the time of our need,
what do you think that blessed man has done ? He has
fitted up an empty tenant house on the estate for our
babies, has himself engaged an English trained baby-
nurse to take charge, and furnishes them with the su-
penor milk from his own model dairy. He says he
has been wondering for years what to do with that
milk. He can't afford to sell it, because he loses four
cents on every quart

!

The twelve older girls from dormitory A I am put-
ting into the farmer's new cottage; the poor Tumfelts
who had occupied it just two days, are being shoved
on into the village. But they wouldn't be any goodm looking after the children, and I need their room.
Three or four of these girls have been returned from
foster-homes as intractable, and they require pretty
efficient supervision. So what do you think I've
done? Telegraphed to Helen Brooks to chuck the



328 DEAR ENEMY

publishers and take charge of my girls instead. You

know she will be wonderful with them. She accepted

provisionally. Poor Helen has had enough of this

irrevocable contract business; she wants everything in

life to be on trial!

For the older boys something particularly nice has

happened; we have received a gift of gratitude from J.

F. Bretland. He went down to thank the doctor foi

Allegra; they had a long talk about the needs of the

institution, and J. F. B. came back and gave me a check

for $3000 to build the Indian camps on a substantia]

scale. He and Percy and the village architect have

drawn up plans, and in two weeks, we hope, the tribes

will move into wmter quarters.

What does it matter if my one hundred and sever

children have been burned out, since they live in such s

kind-hearted world as this?

Friday.

I suppose you are wondering why I don't vouchsafe

some details about the doctor's condition. I can't giv<

any first-hand information, since he won't see me

However, he has seen everybody except me— Betsy

Allegra, Mrs. Livermore, Mr. Bretland, Percy, variou

trustees; they all report that he is progressing as com

fortably as could be expected with two broken ribs an<

a fractured fibula. That, I believe, is the professiona

name of the particular leg bone he broke. He does n'
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like to have a fuss made over him, and he won't pose
gracefully as a hero. I myself, as grateful head of
this mstitution, called on several different occasions
to present my official thanks, but I was invariably met
at the door with word that he was sleeping and did not
wish to be disturbed. The first two times I believed
Mrs. McGurk; after that -well, I know our doctor!
So when It came time to send our little maid to prattle
her unconscious good-bys to the man who had saved
fter hfe, I despatched her in charge of Betsy

I haven't an idea what is the matter with the man.He was friendly enough last week, but now, if I want
an opinion from him, I have to send Percy to extract
It I do think that he might see me as the superintend-
ent of the asylum, even if he does n't wish our a-
quamtance to be on a personal basis. There is no
doubt about it, our Sandy is Scotch!

Later.

It is going to require a fortune in stamps to get this
letter to Jamaica, but I do want you to know all the
news, and we have never had so many exhilarating
things happen since 1876, when we were founded
This fire has given us such a shock that we are gomg
to be more alive for years to come. I believe that
every institution ought to be burned to the ground
every twenty-five years in order to get rid of old-
fashioned equipment and obsolete ideas. I am super-

i,! '!
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latively glad now that we did n't spend Jervis's monej

last stimmer ; it would have been intensively tragic tc

have had that burn. I don't mind so much about Johr

Grier's, since he made it in a patent medicine which,

I hear, contained opium.

As to the remnant of us that the fire left behind

it is already boarded up and covered with tar-paper

and we arc living along quite comfortably in our por-

tion of a house. It affords sufficient room for th<

staff and the children's dining-room and kitchen, anc

more permanent plans can be made later.

Do you perceive what has happened to us? Thi

good Lord has heaUd my prayer, and the John Griei

Home is a cottage institution!

I am.

The busiest person north of the equator,

S. McBride.



Dear Gordon:

The John Grier Home,

January i6.

Please, please behave yourself, and don't make
things harder than they are. It 's absolutely out of the
question for me to give up the asylum this instant.
You ought to realize that I can't abandon my chicks
just when they are so terribly in need of me. Neither
am I ready to drop this blasted philanthropy. (You
can see how your language looks in my handwriting!)
You have no cause to worry. I am not overwork-

ing. I am enjoying it; never was so busy and happym my life. The papers made the fire out much more
lurid than it really was. That picture of me leaping
from the roof with a baby under each arm -^ over-
drawn. One or two of the children have^re throats
and our poor doctor is in a plaster cast; but we 're all
ahve. thank Heaven! and are going to pull through
without permanent scars.

I can't write details now; I'm simply rushed to
death. And don't come— please! Later, when
things have settled just a little, you and I must have a
talk about you and me, but I want time to think about
it first

S.
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Jantiary 21.

Dear Judy:

Helen Brooks is taking hold of those fourteen frac

tious girls in a most masterly fashion. The job ii

quite the toughest I had to offer, and she likes it. ]

think she is going to be a valuable addition to oui

staff.

And I forgot to tell you about Punch. When thi

fire occurred, those tWo nice women who kept him al

summer were on the point of catching a train for Cali

fomia— and they simply tucked him under their arms

along with their luggage, and carried him off. S<

Punch spends the winter in Pasadena, and I rathe

fancy he is theirs for good. Do you wonder that '.

am in an exalted mood over all these happenings ?

Later.

Poor bereaved Percy has just been spending th

evening with me, because I am supposed to understant

his troubles. Why must I be supposed to understand

everybody's troubles? It's awfully wearing to b
pouring out sympathy from an empty heart. Th
poor boy at present is pretty low, but I rather sus

pect— with Betsy's aid— that he will pull through

He is just on the edge of falling in love with Betsy
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but he does n't know it. He 's in the stage now where
he s sort of enjoying his troubles; he feels himself a
tragic hero, a man who has suflfercd deeply. But I
notice that when Betsy is about, he offers cheerful as-
sistance in whatever work is toward.
Gordon telegraphed to-day that he is coming to-mor-

row. I am dreading the interview, for I know we are
going to have an altercation. He wrote the day after
the fire and begged me to " chuck the asylum " and get
married immediately, and now he 's coming to argue it
out. I can't make him understand that a job involv-
ing the happiness of one hundred or so children can't
be chucked with such charming insouciance. I triedmy best to keep him away, but, like the rest of his sex,
he s stubborn. Oh dear, I don't know what 's ahead
of us I I wish I could glance into next year for a
moment.

The doctor is still in his plaster cast, but I hear is
doing well, after a grumbly fashion. He is able to sit
up a little every day and to receive a carefully selected
list of visitors. Mrs. McGurk sorts them out at the
door, and repudiates the ones she does n't like.

Good-by. I 'd write some more, but I 'm so sleepy
that my eyes are shutting on me. (The idiom is Sadie
Kate s.) I must go to bed and get some sleep against
the one hundred and seven troubles of to-morrow.
With love to the Peadletons,

S. McB.
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January 22.

Dear Judy:

This letter has nothirg to do with the John Grier

Home It 's merely from Sallie McBride.
Do you remember when we read Huxley's letters

our senior year ? That book contained a phrase which
has stuck in my memory ever since: "There is al-

ways a Cape Horn in one's life that one either weathers

or wrecks oneself on." It's terribly true; and the

trouble is that you can't always recognize your Cape
Horn when you see it. The sailing is sometimes pretty

foggy, and you 're wrecked before you know it.

I 've been realizing of late that I have reached the

Cape Horn of my own life. I er red upon my en-

gagement to Gordon honestly and hopefully, but little

by little I 've grown doubtful of the outcome. The
girl he loves is not the me I want to be. It 's the me
I 've been trying to grow away from all this last year.

I'm not sure she ever really existed. Gordon just

imagined she did. Anyway, she doesn't exist any

more, and the only fair course both to him and to my-
self was to end it.

We no longer have any interests in common; we are

not friends. He doesn't comprehend it; he thinks

that I am making it up, that all I have to do is to
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take an interest in his life, and everything wiU turn
out happily. Of course I do take an interest when
he s with me. I talk about the things he wants to
talk about, and he docs n't know that there 's a whole
part of me— the biggest part of me— that simply
does n t meet him at any point. I pretend when I am
with him. I am not myself, and if we were to live
together m constant daily intercourse, I 'd have to keep
on pretending all my life. He wants me to watch his
face and smile when he smiles and frown when he
frowns. He can't realize that I'm an individual just
as much as he is.

I have social accomplishments. I dress weU, I 'm
spectacular. I would be an ideal hostess m a politician's
household— and that's why he likes me.
Anyway. I suddenly saw with awful distinctness

that If I kept on I 'd be in a few years where Helen
Brooks IS. She 's a far better model of married life
for me to contemplate just this moment than you, dear
Judy. I think that such a spectacle as you and Jervis
are a menace to society. You look so happy and peace-
ful and companionable that you induce a defenseless
on-looker to rush off and snap up the first man she
meets— and he 's always the wrong man.
Anyway, Gordon and I have quarreled definitely

and finally. I should rather have ended without a
quarrel, but considering his temperament,— and mine
too I must confess,— we had to go oflF in a big smokj!
explosion. He came yesterday afternoon, after I'd
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written him not to come, and we went walking ovei

Knowltop. For three and a half hours we paced ba^

and forth over that windy moor and discussed our-

selves to the bottommost recesses of our beings. Nc

one can ever say the break came through misunder-

standing each other

!

It ended by Gordon's going, never to return. As ]

stood there at the end and watched him drop out oi

sight over the brow of the hill, and realized that I was

free and alone and my own master, well, Judy, suet

a sense of joyous relief, of freedom, swept over me

I can't tell you; I don't believe any happily marriec

person could ever realize how wonderfully, beautifulh

alone I felt. I wanted to throw my arms out and em

brace the whole waiting world that belonged suddenl;

to me. Oh, it is such a relief to have it settled!

faced the truth the night of the fire when I saw th

old John Grier go, and realized that a new John Grie

would be built in its place and that I would n't be her

to do it. A horrible jealousy clutched at my heart

could n't give it up, and during those agonizing mo

ments while I thought we had lost our doctor, I realize(

what his life meant, and how much more significan

than Gordon's. And I knew then that I could n't dc

sert him; I had to go on and carry out all of the plan

we made together.

I don't seem to be telling you anything but a mes

of words, I am so full of such a mess of crowding emc

tions; I want to talk and talk and talk myself into cc
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hcrence. But, anyway, I stood alone in the winter
twilight, and I took a deep breath of dear cold air, and
I felt beautifully, wonderfully, electrically free; and
then I ran and leaped and skipped down the hill and
across the pastures toward our iron confines, and I
sang to myself. Oh, it was a scandalous proceeding,
when, according to all precedent, I should have gone
trailing home with a broken wing. I never gave one
thought to poor Gordon, who was carrying a broken,
bruised, betrayed heart to the railroad station.
As I entered the house I was greeted by the joyous

clatter of the children trooping to their supper. They
were suddenly mine, and lately, as my doom became
more and more imminent, they had seemed fading
away into little strangers. I seized the three nearest
and hugged them hard. I have suddenly found such
new life and exuberance, I feel as though I had been
released from prison and were free. I feel,— oh, I '11

stop,— I just want you to know the truth. Don't
show Jervis this letter, but tell him what 's in it in a
decently subdued and mournful fashion.

It 's midnight now, and I 'm going to try to go
to sleep. It 's wonderful not to be going to marry
some one you don't want to marry. I 'm glad of all

these children's needs, I'm glad of Helen Brooks,
and, yes, of the fire, and everything that has made me
see clearly. There 's never been a divorce in my fam-
ily, and they would have hated it.

I know I 'm horribly egotistical and selfish; I ought
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to be thinking of poor Gordon's broken hetrt But

reaUy it would just be a pose if I pretended to be very

sorrowful. He 'II find some one else with just as con-

spicuous hair as mine, who will make just as effective

a hostess, and who won't be bothered by any of these

damned modem ideas about public service and woman's

mission and all the rest of the tomfoolery the modem
generation of women is addicted to. (I paraphrase,

and soften our young man's heartbroken utterances.)

Good-by, dear people. How I wish I could stand

with you on your beach and look across the blue, blue

seat I salute the Spanish main.

Addiol

SAxxn.



Dear Dr. MacRae:
Jp'uary 27.

I wonder if this note will be so fortunate as to find

you awake? Perhaps you are not aware that I have
called four times to offer thanks and consolation in

my best bed-side manner? I am touched by the news
that Mrs. McGurk's time is entirely occupied in taking

in flowers and jelly and chicken broth, donated by the

adoring ladies of the parish to the ungracious hero in

a plaster cast. I know that you And a cap of home-
spun more comfortable than a halo, but I really do
think that you might have regarded me in a different

light from the hysterical ladies in question. You and
I used to be friends (intermittently), and though there

are one or two details in our past intercourse that

mis^t better be expunged, still I don't see why we
should let them upset our entire relationship. Can't

we be sensible and expunge them?
The fire has brou^t out such a lot of unexpected

kindliness and charity, I wish it might bring out a little

f'om you. You see, Sandy, I know you well. You
may pose to the world as being gruff and curt and un-

gracious and scientific and inhuman and SCOTCH,
but you can't fool me. My newly trained psychologi-

cal eye has been upon you for ten months, and I have

applied the Binet test. You are really kind and sym-
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pathetic and wise and forgiving and big, so please be

at home the next time I come to see you, and we will

perform a surgical operation upon Time and amputate
five months.

Do you remember the Sunday afternoon we ran

away, and what a nice time we had? It is now the

day after that

Sallie McBside.

p.s. If I condescend to call upon you again, please

condescend to see me, for I assure you I won't try

more than once J Also, I assure you that I won't drip

tears on your counterpane or try to kiss your hand, as

I hear one admiring lady did.

The Docbrhei^
IS ^sh(e«p ^hd

JMi>t be (fitiv

^€ oop.



The John Grier Home,

Thursday.
Dear Enemy:

You see, I 'm feeling very friendly toward you this
moment. When I call you " MacRae " I don't like

you, and when I call you " Enemy " I do.

Sadie Kate delivered your note (as an after-
thought). And it's a very creditable production for
a left-handed man ; I thought at first glance it Wc.3 from
Punch.

You may expect me to-morrow at four, and mind
you're awake! I'm glad that you think we're
friends. Really, I feel that I 've got back something
quite precious which I had carelessly mislaid.

S. McB.

P.S Java caught cold the night of the fire and he has
the toothache. He sits and holds his cheek like a poor
little kiddie.
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Dear Judy:
Thursday, January 29.

Those must have been ten terribly incoherent pages
I dashed oflF to you last week. Did you i-espect my
command to destroy that letter? I should not care to
have it appear in my collected correspondence. I
know that my state of mind is disgraceful, shocking,
scandalous, but one really can't help the way one feels.
It is usually considered a pleasant sensation to be en-
gaged, but, oh, it is nothing compared with the wonder-
ful untrammeled, joyous, free sensation of being un-
engaged! I have had a terribly unstable feeling these
last few months, and now at last I am settled. No one
ever looked forward to spinsterhood more thankfully
than I.

Our fire, I have come to believe, was providential.
It was sent from heaven to clear the way for a new
John Grier. We are already deep in plans for cot-
tages. I favor gray stucco, Betsy leans to brick, and
Percy, half^timber. I don't know what our poor doc-
tor would prefer; olive green with a mansard roof ap-
pears to be his taste.

With ten different kitchens to practise in, won't our
children learn how to cook! I am already looking
about for ten loving house mothers to put in charge.

Ma
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I think, in fact, I 'II search for eleven, in order to have
one for Sandy. He 's as pathetically in need of a little

mothering as any of the chicks. It must be pretty dis-
spiriting to come home every night to the ministrations
of Mrs. McGur-rk.

How I do not like that woman I She has with com-
placent firmness told me four different times that the
dochther was ashleep and not wantin' to be disturbed.
I haven't set eyes on him yet, and I have just about
finished being polite. However, I waive judgment
until to-morrow at four, when I am to pay a short, un-
exciting caU of half an hour. He made the appoint-
ment himself, and if she tells me again that he is

ashleep, I shall give her a gentle push and tip her over
(she's very fat and unstable) and, planting a foot
firmly or her stomach, pursue my way tranquilly in
and up. Luellen, formerly chauffeur, chambermaid,
and gardener, is now also trained nurse. I am eager
to see how he looks in a white cap and apron.
The mail has just come, with s letter from Mrs.

Bretland, telling how happy they are to have the chil-
dren. She inclosed their first photograph— all

packed in a governess cart, with Qifford proudly hold-
ing the reins, and a groom at the pony's head. How
is that for three late inmates of the John Grier Home?
It's all very inspiring when I think of their futures,
but a trifle sad when I remember their poor father, and
how he worked himself to death for those three chicks
who are going to forget him. The Bretlands will do
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their best to accomplish that. They are jealous of any
outside influence and want to make the babies wholly

theirs. After all, I think the natural way is best—
for each family to produce its own children, and keep
them.

Friday.

I saw the doctor to-day. He 's a pathetic sight, con-

sisting mostly of bandages. Somehow or other we got

our misunderstandings all made up. Is n't it dreadful

the way two human beings, both endowed with fair

powers of speech, can manage to convey nothing of

their psychological processes to each other ? I have n't

understood iiis mental attitude from the first, and he

even yet doesn't understand mine. This grim ret-

icence that we Northern people struggle so hard to

maintain! I don't know after all but that the excit-

able Southern safety-valve method is the best.

But, Judy, such a dreadful thing— do you remem-
ber last year when he visited that psychopathic institu-

tion, and stayed ten days, and I made such a silly fuss

about it? Oh, my dear, the impossible things I do!

He went to attend his wife's funeral. She died there

in the institution. Mrs. McGurk knew it all the time,

and might have added it to the rest of her news, but

she did n't.

He told me all about her, very sweetly. The poor

man for years and years has undergone a terrible

strain, and I fancy her death is a blessed relief. He
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confesses that he knew at the time of his marriage that
he ought not to marry her, he knew all about her nerv-
ous instability; but he thought, being a doctor, that he
could overcome it, and she was beautiful! He gave
up his city practice and came to the country on her
account. And then after the little giri's birth she went
all to pieces, and he had to " put her away," to use Mrs.
McGurk's phrase. The child is six now, a sweet,
lovely little thing to look at, but, I judge from what he
said, quite abnormal. He has a trained nurse with her
always. Just think of all that tragedy looming over
our poor patient good doctor, for he is patient, despite
being the most impatient man that ever lived I

Thank Jervis for his letter. He 's a dear man, and
I 'm glad to see him getting his deserts. What fun
we are going to have when you get back to Shady.vell,

and we lay our plans for a new John Grier! I feel as
though I had spent this past year learning, and am
now just ready to begin. We'U turn this into the

nicest orphan^sylum that ever lived. I 'm so absurdly
happy at the prospect that I start in the morning with a
spring, and go about my various businesses singing

inside.

The John Grier Home sends its blessing to the two
best friends it ever had

!

Addio!

Sallie.



The John Gkibr Home,

Saturday at half-past six in the morning!

My dearest Enemy:

** Some day soon something nice is going to happen."

Weren't you surprised when you woke up this

morning and remembered the truth? I was! I

could n't think for about two minutes what made me so

happy.

It 's not light yet, but I 'm wide awake and excited

and having to write to you. I shall despatch this note

by the first to-be-trusted little orphan who appears, and

it will go up on your breakfast tray along with your

oatmeal.
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I shall follow very promptly at four o'clock this
afternoon. Do you think Mrs. McGurk will ever
countenance the scandal if I stay two hours, and no
orphan for a chaperon?

It was in all good faith, Sandy, that I promised not
to kiss your hand or drip tears on the counterpane,
but I 'm afraid I did both— or worse! Positively, I
did n't suspect how much I cared for you till I crossed
the threshold and saw you propped up against the pil-
lows, all covered with bandages, and your hair singed
off. You are a sight I If I love you now, when fully
one third of you is plaster of Paris and surgical dress-
ing, you can imagine how I 'm going to love you when
It 's all you I

But my dear, dear Robin, what a foolish man you
arel How should I ever have dreamed aU those
months that you were caring for me when you acted so
abominably SCOTCH? With most men. behavior
like yours would not be considered a mark of affection.
I wish you had just given me a glimmering of an idea
of the truth, and maybe you would have saved us both
a few heartaches.

But we mustn't be looking back; we must look for-
ward and be grateful. The two happiest things in life
are going to be ours, a friendly marriage and work that
we love.

Yesterday, after leaving you, I walked back to the
asylum sort of dazed. I wanted to get by myself and
think, but instead of being by myself, I had to have
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Betsy and Percy and Mrs. Livermore for dinner (al-
ready invited) and then go down and talk to the chil-
dren. Friday night— social evening. They had a
lot of new records for the victrola, given by Mrs. Liv-
ermore, and I had to sit politely and listen to them.
And, my dear— you'll think this funny— the last
thing they played was " John Anderson, my joe John,"
and suddenly I found myself crying! I had to snatch
up the nearest orphan and hug her hard, with my head
buried in her shoulder, to keep them all from seeing.

John Anderson, my joe John,
We clamb the hill thegither,

And monie a canty day, John,
We've had wi' ane anither;
Now we maun totter down, John,
But hand in hand we '11 go.

And sleep thegither at the foot,

John Anderson, my joe.

I wonder, when we are old and bent and tottery, can
you and I look back, with no regrets, on monie a canty
day we 've had wi' ane anither ? It 's nice to look for-
ward to, isn't it— a life of work and play and little

daily adventures side by side with somebody you love?
I 'm not afraid of the future any more. I don't mind
growing old with you, Sandy. "Time is but the
stream I go a-fishing in."

The reason I 've grown to love these orphans is be-
cause they need me so, and that's the reason— at
least one of the reasons— I 've grown to love you.
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You 're a pathetic figure of a man. my dear, and since
you won t make yourself comfortable, you must bemade comfortable.

We '11 build a house on the hillside just beyond the
asylum -how docs a yellow Italian villa strike you.
or preferably a pink one ? Anyway, it won't be green.And It won t have a mansard roof. And we '11 have
a big cheerful living-room, all fireplace and windows
and view, and no McGURK. Poor old thing! won't
she be m a temper and cook you a dreadful dinner when
she hears the news

! But we won't tell her for a lone,
long time-or anybody else. It's too scandalous a
proceeding right on top of my own broken engagement.
I wrote to Judy last night, and with unprecedented self-
control I never let fall so much as a hint. I 'm grow-
ing Scotch mysel' I

Perhaps I didn't tell you the exact truth, Sandy,
when I said I had n't known how much I cared. I
hink It came to me the night the John Grier burned.

l^u i^u
"^""^ "P ""^"^ *^^* "^""g roo^. and for

the half hour that followed, when we didn't know
whether or not you would live. I can't tell you what
agonies I went through. It seemed to me. if you did
go, that I would never get over it all my life; that
somehow to have let the best friend I ever had pass
away with a dreadful chasm of misunderstanding be-
tween us -well-I couldn't wait for the moment
When I should be allowed to see you and talk out all
that I have been shutting inside me for five months
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F
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And then— you know that you gave strict orders tc

keep me out ; and it hurt me dreadfully. How should

I suspect that you really wanted to see me more than

any of the others, and that it was just that terrible

Scotch moral sense that was holding you back? You
are a very good actor, Sandy. But, my dear, if evei

in our lives again we have the tiniest little ck>ud of a

misunderstanding, let 's promise not to shut it up in-

side ourselves, but to talk.

Last night, after they all got off,— early, I am
pleased to say, since the chicks no longer live at

home,— I came up-stairs and finished my letter to

Judy, and then I looked at the telephone and struggled

with temptation. I wanted to call up 505 and say

good night to you. But I didn't dare. I'm still

quite respectably bashful! So, as the next best thing

to talking with you, I got out Bums and read him for

an hour. I dropped asleep with all those Scotch love-

songs running in my head, and here I am at daybreak

writing them to you.

Good-by, Robin lad, I lo'e you weel.

Salue.

THE END
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