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PROLOGUE

I OU women don’t know what you want,”
he said.
* Perhaps not,” T said, *“but you be

sure we won’t be happy till we get it.”

He laughed.

** Be articulate then,” said he.

“ Did you ever try,” I said to him, ** to be articu-
late 7 Tt's not so easy as it sounds.”

“You talk plenty, anyway,” said he, * you
women,”

“Yes,” I said, ** that’s the way we’re learning to
be articulate.”

“It’s a wearing way,” he said, * for other
people.”

* Granted,” said I. ** But it’s the only way. You
have to talk to find out what you think, when you're
a woman. Besides that, if we didn’t tell you men,
and keep on telling you, you’d never find out that
anything was wrong with us.”

He sat and puffed.

“ Don’t think,” T said apologetically, *“ I'm com-
plaining. T'm not. I think you men are patient
—wonderfully, extraordinarily patient—with us.
But—"

* Now,” he said, ** for the grievance !”

And we both laughed.

" Suppose,” he said, after a bit, ** suppose you
try and be articulate yourself. For me —just for
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8 PROLOGUE

my benefit. T hate to have you women discontented
—it makes a world that’s not worth living in. And
more than that, T hate to see you with a private
grievance of your own—oh yes, you have one
sometimes !  Stop being antagonistic. Bearticulate
and tell me. Perhaps it's something I can fix.
Perhaps,” he said hopefully, “it’s something I
would like to fix . . .”

He sat puffing.

“ Perhaps,” he said, “it’s yours already, only
you don’t know it.”

“You're very nice,” I answered him. * You
really are.”  And then I said : *“ Tt’s not so easy !
Then I said : ** Shall T try ? 7

“Do,” he said.

He puffed, and T sat looking at him.

*“ Well,” I said, after a long pause for consideration,
“TI—T'N skirt the question if you like.”

* The Woman’s Question ?” he inquired.

*“The woman’s and the man’s,” I said. *“Tt’s
the same thing. There’s no difference.”

*“That,” he said, **sounds hopeful. That’s the
most articulate thing I ever heard a woman say.”

At that we laughed again. When people like
each other and are happy they laugh easily.

* When,” T asked him-—* when shall T begin ?

“Now,” he said, *this minute. State your
grievance, madam !

I took the cover off my typewriter and sat down
before it
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ALONE

ETTY GRAYSON waked up in the very

early morning—and she learned what it

means to open one’s eyes to loss and sorrow

and an aching void. She lay looking out into her
little room through a mist of misery.

The first greyness of dawn was coming through the
window. The room was just faintly lighted—and
as the rays of light got stronger and reached farther,
one familiar object after another started, as it were,
into consciousness. The dressing-table with its chintz-
covered chair before it—the chintz he had chosen ;
the bookecase with the books in it that he had given
her; the pictures that he had hung up with his
own hands for her ; the trinkets on the pincushion
that he had brought home one by one when he had
been away from her -all his choice. It was his
room really, not hers. It spoke of him in every inch
of it, It was their room. And he lay dead down-
stairs . . . and she not even with him.

She lay there, and before her tired eyes her past
life flitted by in restless pictures. Her home in
England-—how long ago, that ! And then her father’s
death and her mother’s death, and her coming out
to Canada. She had come against all the ideas and
wise counsel of her friends; but she was tired of
them and their way of life. She wanted a change
—more room. She had come to Canada and she
had got it her change.

9




10 SISTER WOMAN

She thought of her first days in Canada. She
remembered the wonder, the infinite surprise of
that first new country she had seen - the sunshine
and the unexpected heat, the intensity of the
burning summer days, the queer, unfinished look
that gave a sort of zest to life because it made you
feel how much there still was left to do, and the
soft, slurred Canadian accent all about her. She
had roamed to and fro, here, there and everywhere,
with a girl friend she had picked up on the boat,
and they had explored and made discoveries and
wondered and laughed to their hearts’ content.
Odd, cheap, delicious meals they had had—delicious
only hecause they were odd and different from staid
old England. And she saw a picture of the Chinese
restaurants and the impassively smiling, slant-
eyed waiters . . . and all sorts of other lovely un-
expectednesses ; and she remembered how they had
laughed in the warm Canadian summer sunshine.
She thought of it all and she wondered if that girl
was really she. Had she laughed like that light-
heartedly at nothing just these few years ago ?
Was it possible ?

And then the girl acquaintance had gone on
farther—out West, to seek her fortune. And Hetty.
left by herself, had turned her thoughts to work
and money to live on. And almost at once she
had come—here.

She thought of the evening when she had come
after the place. She remembered how she had
stopped all alone in the street to laugh as she
wondered what the aunts at home would think if
they could see her tramping along to apply for a
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cook-housekeeper’s place. She had laughed and
laughed till a man had said to her: * Come
and laugh with me, dear!” And then she had
stopped laughing and gone her way. And other
would-be cooks and housekeepers had answered the
advertisement, and while she sat waiting with them
in the hall downstairs—she had wondered. And
then she had come in to interview the advertiser
. so she had met him.

She remembered his face as he sat there in his
study, his eyes, and the queer sense they gave her
of familiarity. Could they have met ? How ?
Impossible!  And yet she felt as if ages and ages
ago . . . somewhere . . . only half-forgotten——
How could it be ? Tmpossible.

He had engaged her as his housekeeper. That
was the beginning of it all. He had engaged her
there and then. She had her English training in
Domestic Science well behind her; the theory of
how to keep a house, at any rate, she knew. He
had asked her questions—how she came, and why ?
What relations she had left behind ? And she had
told him quite simply that she had come out to get
a change—because she was tired of the life back
there . . . and that she had no one. Only
friends who disapproved . . . no one, really, at all.
And then their eyes had met . . . he had engaged
her.

She opened her eyes and she looked at the room.
It was almost light now. The world was getting
ready for the sun to rise. Ina little while the room
would be flooded with light. Another day. How
could she bear it ?




12 SISTER WOMAN

She sat up and glanced at the clock on the table
by her bed—that little clock ! One of the very last
of all her treasures. And it said just after three.
Then she’d been asleep—not three hours! That
was why she ached . . . and her eyes ached. . . . . And
perhaps why her soul too ached in her like that.

He lay dead downstairs. And she couldn’t go
and lie beside him because there were other people
in the house now, and his sister was sleeping just
below. She had to keep it a secret . . . even now.
He was dead. She was alone. She had nothing
and nobody . . . and there was nothing anywhere,
ever any more. And the sun was rising on a new
day.

She lay back on her pillows quite still ; and in a
moment those incessant pictures began again.

How she had worked at the housekeeping—to
please him! When she had found the Secience
she had paid to learn quite insufficient for his needs,
how she had worked to add to it and holster it up
and turn it into comfort for him! How he had
laughed at some of her first meals . . . and then,
how kindly he had told her he would take meals
at the club till she had time to learn. And then,
what a firor of cook-hooks—and trying ! And that
first good meal of his at home, that he had liked . . .
and praised her for !

She thought how she had loved her work, and how
easily it had come to her; perhaps just because she
loved it. To arrange his house! To choose the
meals he liked! And then to serve them—almost
as he might get them at his club! She had loved
it . . . and how she had treasured any serap he had

e e B A A e




ALONE 13

told her of pretty, elaborate meals he had had some-
where else so that she could give him just as elaborate
at home. Such fun, all of it—-such happiness!
And behind, all the time, always that sense of
having met . . . somewhere that sense of deeply
knowing him.

He had allowed her a perfect liberty from the
first. She had elected to have no one else to live
there, but just a Chinaman to come daily: John
Ling, who had done the heavy work—the actual
cleaning ; and the personal things, the actual
ministering to his wants, she had done herself. The
folding his clothes, the putting them away, the little
mendings and darnings that she used to do for him

. she remembered how sometimes she was
puzzled at her joy in doing them. There was some-
thing new in all of it; and yet, behind, somewhere,
it all felt infinitely old.

As she lay there it seemed to her as if she felt
his things again between her hands. And the faint,
human scent of them . . . great tears for the first
time rolled down her cheeks.

The room was brilliant now with sunshine. It
poured in everywhere. Every chink and cranny
seemed full of sunlight. It was unbearable.

Then came that evening when the old, past,
dimly remembered intimacy and the quite new,
unexpected, undreamed-of love met and seemed
to blend into one. And after that night the sense
of having known him somewhere faded away in the
wonderful miraculous present. There was no room
for any more than that.

She had gone into his study with some nmessage,
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no thought in her mind but happiness in being near
him, sheer delight in being useful to him—and she
had stood there waiting while he wrote out some
instruction for her. And as he wrote she stood
looking — and looking, not thinking about him,
not appraising him—just watching him—drinking
him in . . . and her whole personality had seemed
to take flight away from her so that it could come
home . . . in him.

When he had handed her his written memor-
andum their hands had met. And then she had
come home.

Never at any time had the thought of any wrong-
ness troubled her. She was his, and it was right
that she should be. It not only never troubled her,
she had never so much as thought of it. She was
his, and it was a miracle that she was his, and at the
same time it was a matter of course. It had to be.
In some mysterious way it always had been so.
She was absolutely happy.

The first months and the first year or two went by
like that, She was happy. She had never thought
about herself—not consciously ; if she thought at
all, it was to make herself more acceptable to him.
She had planned little new ways of arranging her
hair, and she had suddenly got clever at sewing,
making dainty things that surprised herself . . . and
sometimes as she put the dainty things on, she would
look at herself in the mirror with a new kind of
curiosity. It was not herself she saw there, it was
how he would see her if he could be looking through
her eyes. And once she had the dainty things
on she would look into his eyes to see what he
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thought of them—look eagerly—and see that he
loved her.

Life had gone on like that for a long, long time.
The days raced past. She kept the house and looked
after Ling the Chinaman and taught him English,
and read with him sometimes ; and she grew to be
a skilful cook almost an artist. And when he had
some men friends in, then she would show her
artistry . . . and Ling would come and wait. And
after they were gone he would smile at her and tell
her she ought to be the ¢ie/ at the club. And she
would say to him: * But did you really like it ?
Really? Did you ?”

She was absolutely happy so. She asked no more
of life.  She lived in him. It was complete.

She lay there. And the tears rolled slowly down
her checks.  And now and again a great unexpected
sob shook her from head to foot. And then she
impatiently felt for her handkerchief . . . tried to
stop. And she heard a voice she didn’t know
saying sometimes: “Oh, T can’t bear it . .. I
can’t bear it. . . .”

These were good years—unclouded. She knew
no jealousy because he was so evidently fond of her.
And she knew no loneliness because she had so
wrapped herself in him. She lived cloistered and
yet busy.  Going her little daily round of shopping
for his needs . . . chatting with the people in the
shops . . . getting the house pretty for him . . .
arranging . . . waiting for his return . . . lost in
love for him.  She had only one idea : how she could
minister to his comfort, what more she could do
to show her love.
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She put up her hands to push her hair away and
she felt the great coils of hair tight round her head.
And then she remembered. Last night . . . after

. she had come up and thrown herself down just
as she was, and from sheer exhaustion had slept
an hour or two. VYesterday . . . last night! He
had said : * Hetty v

When she took out the hairpins one by one and
threw them from her, her thick dark hair came
tumbling all about her and fell over her face . . .
that hair he used to kiss! . . . And she threw
herself back on her pillows and lay there quite
still, and it seemed to her as if her heart was
breaking . . . as if she could feel it breaking there,
inside of her.

Then after a bit she turned over on her face, and
with her hands over her ears she shut the world out

. and the pictures came again. They shifted
rap.lly, unbearably before her shut eyes. And now
and again she moved as if the bed was red-hot under
her.

For now she saw pictures of the time that came

. after. That time she was sorry for now . . .
so sorry . . . so sorry ! How could she have been so
unreasonable ! How could she have treated him <o
. . . been so unlike herself! Ter low sobbing came
quick and she was breathless . . . she lay there
struggling. And then, after a bit, she lay quiet again,
just looking—looking at what went passing before
her eyes.

It was the baby did it. Her baby! The baby
she couldn’t have. Of course, she couldn’t have it :
she saw that. It couldn’t be. It was a choice
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between it and him . . . it couldn’t be, of course.
How could it ? But she hadn’t thought she should
mind . . . so much.

She saw the journey away . . . and it was done.
And then she saw herself come home again. Home !
Well, it had to be, of course. She wasn’t questioning
that. But it changed everything.

She loved him more—if that was possible. More,
and differently. But the laughing time was over.
The days seemed long when he was out, and lonely

. and while she sat sewing she would think
and think, and wonder why such things should
be . . . and why a mother can’t have her child . . .
just because people will talk about it. And she had
learned what it means to have small hands at your
heart . . . small hands tugging. She had learned
the longing of the woman to give her breast to her
child. She had had days and days to learn it in.

After such days as that when he came back she
would sometimes greet him coldly . . . hardly
speak . . . keep away. And weeks and weeks like
that. Tt wasn’t that she didn’t love him . . . but
she couldn’t bear to have him touch her, somehow.
She was sore. And then, after those lost days,
passionate repentance . . . reunion . . . and the
longing to tell him what she could never make clear.

How good he had been always ! She remembered.
How patient! How he had welcomed her back when
the bad fits were over; how he had kissed her and
kissed her, and said: ‘ Never mind, Hetty . . .
never mind, dear.” And how she used to answer
between her sobs: “Oh, but I do mind. I do
mind. . . .”

B




18 SISTER WOMAN

The baby! That was the crux of it all. If she
hadn’t ever . . . had to lose it . . . there needn’t
ever have been any trouble. But that changed
everything. The little dinners . . . those were a
torment now. She was jealous of them; jealous
of the men that came; jealous of his sister who
sometimes came there . . . miserably jealous of
everything that happened when she couldn’t be by
his side. And how could she be ? How could she ?
She hated herself, she despised herself as she lay
there . . . and she knew that if it had all to be
gone over again she would be the very same. Yes,
the very same. For she wanted to be his openly.
The secrecy, which had made her laugh at first,
the delicious secret between the two of them that
she had loved to play with like a toy . . . she was
sick of it. Her heart turned from it. She loathed
it. Sometimes she wanted to climb out on the leads
at the top of the house and cry out, as loud as she
could, to the whole world: * I’'m his. Do you hear ?

I'm his!” And she couldn’t breathe it to a
living soul,

She got restless. Long, lonely days . . . and
sometimes evenings still more unhappy. Those
evenings when she had said things. . . . Oh, if
she could unsay them! If she could have those
evenings back again ! Just one of them. What was
wanting ?  She had him. She had him there close
beside her . . . loving . . . full of love for her . . .
patient like that just because he was so full of
love. . . .

He lay dead downstairs,
She sat up, holt upright, stiff from head to foot,
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and she pushed her hair out of her eyes and strained
it back from her brow, and she sat there thinking
with her head between her hands.

He was dead and her baby had never been born.
She was alone.

The pictures stopped while she sat there thinking.
le lay dead downstairs. He was dead. He could
never speak to her any more . . . she could never
hear him say again: ** Hetty, Hetty, if you could
only be half-happy—""

He was dead.

She took her hands away from her eyes and she
sat there. A ray of sunlight landed on a picture
of a child he had given her . . . after: a boy with
rings of fine silky hair, and downecast eyes, and a
pouting mouth. She had loved it. And now she
pushed the very sight of it away from her, passion-
ately, with both her hands, and she turned away
from it and sat looking through her window into the
sunny world outside,

What if ——?

She slipped out of bed, and mechanically she went
over to the Tirror. She had to see a human face,
il it was only the reflection of her own. Could that
be Hetty Grayson in the mirror ?

The face looked at her. It was stern and white,
and its checks were wet with tears, and its swollen
eves looked at her as if from a great distance. Of
what use was life to a face like that ? Those days
when she felt his arms warm round her . . . and
when he had taught her miracles . . . life was worth
while then. And afterwards . . . even then!
When she had forgotten hersell and her sorrow for
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a moment, and had lost herself in him again, and life
in his arms had seemed a more wonderful thing than
ever, just because of all she had suffered . . . then
it was worth while to live. But now ?

What was before her ? A new place somewhere

. wages . . . exactitude . . . the employer and
employed. What clse ?

The brilliant sun came pouring in. It lighted up
the stern white face in the glass. And the swollen
eyes looked out at her-—questioningly. She stood
like that for a long while.

And then suddenly the eyes changed. There was
no longer any questioning in them. And in the
glass Hetty Grayson saw the figure raise its arms
and coil up the heavy hair that hung all about
it, and make itsell neat . . . rapidly . . . unself-
consciously. She seemed to be just watching it;
she had no connection with it. And then she saw
it pause a moment with its closed hand at its mouth.
And she saw its lips move, and she seemed to see
or was it hear 7—the words somewhere: ** And then
it'll not be a secret any more !

Hetty Grayson unclasped the chain that hung
about her neck, and she took a ring off it, and
she clasped the chain again. And she slipped the
ring on to one of her fingers, and lifted it to her
lips, and kissed it . .. and kissed it. And her
tears rained down upon it. And once she said:
*“ My baby.

She went over to the door of her room and she
opened it softly and she listened. And then she
slipped out into the quietness, and ran downstairs
noiselessly, in her bare feet. And as she went she
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kept whispering to herself: * They’ll find us to-
gether. It’ll not be a secret any more. . . .”

When, at last, she could lie down beside him, she
reached up and took his hands in hers, and she laid
her warm face close to his—and waited.




ADRIFT

HE came in to sew for me, but she wasn’t

that awful infliction-—the woman who comes

in to sew by the day. I liked her and I
liked to have her. There was something about her
blue eyes that it gave me pleasure to look at ; and
she had that most charming and ravest thing in
woman —-a merry laugh. How she had kept it,
God only knows. Life had taken hold of her and
twisted her all askew ; she had gone as wrong as
woman can go, and she had suffered correspondingly.
Yet she had kept her laugh. A child’s laugh! A
long, low, rippling sound like happy water falling,
falling over clear, clean stones in the sunshine.
Such a pretty thing, a laugh like that. T loved to
hear her.

She could sew. Sewing had been her original
profession ; but by the time she came to sew for
me it was not her profession any more. She had
left it for a sadder trade. Her young body was for
sale to any man that cared to buy. And her clever
hands were idle.

I had come to know her quite by chance. She
had been in hospital, and once as I was passing up
the ward to see some other patient, her blue eyes
met mine. I stopped and spoke to her, and we
talked a little —a very little. It was her blue eyes
that kept talking, saying all kinds of unsayable
things to me. They had seen life on its difficult side.

22
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And when they met other eyes that could under-
stand—they spoke.

When she was well enough to come out of hospital
I asked her to come and sew. She had told me of
the old dressmaking life, little anecdotes about it ;
little reminiscences ; when she found that I knew
Paris, her Paris, she was only too ready to speak.
Paris as she knew it, Paris before the war, full of all
the things the Newer World is destitute of, Paris
at night with the river winding through it like a
serpent, and the lights reflected ! . . . She loved it,
As she talked of it, her thin face would light up, and
her blue eves would stop saying unsayable things,
and she would grow young again, and her face would
he irradiated with a smile. Willingly she came to
me, and I looked out things for her to sew : enough
to keep her busy till she was strong enough to go
hack to—work.

She sewed well. She had that instinct for sewing
that one finds in certain women. Why she cut and
stitched as she did she could not tell you: she only
knew she had to do it that way —she created her little
wares as a poet creates his; half-unconsciously, as
a thrush throws out its notes. As she worked she
wonld stop sometimes and hold the thing off from
hera little and eye it ; and with her head tilted back
so that she could see it better, she would talk to it.
“ ("est beau, ca!” she would say; * c’est bien la
chose ! Or to me, perhaps: * Regardez, madame.
(est un joli mouvement, ¢a, n'est-ce pas 7 And
when I said it was indeed a joli mouvement, she
would flash out a sudden smile at me—happy,
radiant : ** J'aime les jolies choses, moi ! " she would
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say. And if T left her alone for a bit T would hear
her singing to herself in a low little voice, crooning
over her work as she turned and twisted it in her
supple fingers.

She was happy, working in my little flat. She
would look round her sometimes and say involun-
tarily—it seemed as if the words came out of her
by their own force: * Comme vous étes bien ici,
madame ! Clest si joli. Et comme c’est bon d’étre
chez soi!” 1TIf 1 asked her where she lived she
evaded answering me. *‘ One lives where one can,”
she said once. Even her address she would never
give me. “* No,” she would say to me, shaking her
head : ““no; tell me only when to come. I come,
madame, trust me. It is better this way.” And
when T fixed the day she would assent at once with
no remark; and on the appointed day, as the
clock struck, she would ring my bell. * Bonjour,
madame.” In she would come, smiling, rubbing
her hands: “ Comme il fait froid, mon Dieu!”
And even before she took her things off, she would
run to her work of yesterday to see if it still retained
the joli mouvement that had made her happy.
” she would say. And then
she would trill out her low, delighted laugh just like
a merry child.

* Oui, ¢’est encore Inll

At lunch-time we dropped work and came together
into my little kitchen. Then was Emilie in her
element. ** Can you cook ? " I had asked her once
while she was still in hospital. And with a little
shrug she had answered me: ‘ Oh oui ... une
bonne cuisine bourgeoise, Rien d’extraordinaire. . . .”

Une bonne cuisine bourgeoise—that was what it

was
'1]
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was. Good, simple savoury France, brought out
to Canada. Omelettes, biftecks, citeletles—pommes
de terre frites.  'The way I always think of Emilie is
fryving French potatoes. Pommes de terre frites!
What joy! What ecstasy! ** They don’t know the
way to fry them here,” she would say to me. * Ah,
ces grands morceaux ! Ces gobets!” And she
would fall to slicing her potatoes carefully, delicately,
lovingly. “Commeca!” And then immerse them
in the boiling fat and watch them tenderly. * Oh,
comme c’est bon chez soi ! she would say again to
me. And her blue eyes would speak . .. and
speak.

For a long time we discussed merely—things.
She had the natural intclligence of her country-
women, and we talked quite comfortably of - things.
She passed her eriticisms frankly on the newer land
she had come to livein.  ** Voila des barbares, n’est-
ce pas 7" she would say to me. ** Des vrais barbares.
Comme les femmes crient !” And in her prettily
modulated voice she would tell me tales of men
and women in the houses she had roomed at-ugly,
unsavoury tales of uncleanliness and dishonour. If
I cried out at her: *“ Emilie, how can you live there ?
How can you live like that ? ” she would meet my
eves gravely with her blue ones. * One lives as one
can,” she would say.

One afternoon late in November the snow was
falling—falling. The whole world was blurred with
it. And the wind kept driving it against the window-

panes as we sat there working together. Emilie
sat in her chair close up to the table bending over
the sewing in her hands : and the light of the lamp
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fell on her fair hair in such a way that it seemed
to make a halo round her face. She was thin yet
and there were little lines at the sides of her eyes.
And round her mouth there were other lines. She
was twenty-three vears old, and her face was full
of past experience.

* How droll, madame,” she said suddenly, * the
way we love these clothes of ours. Look, it is
pretty,” and she held the little thing—the last
garment of mine she had to make—from her at
arm’s-length, and looked at it.

I looked too. “1Itis pl"‘“_\'. Ellli“('.“ I said.

“ Yes,” she said ;: and stopped a minute. * But
it is droll that for such things as that we women sell
our—souls,’

* Do you want pretty things so much, my dear ?
I said.

She shook her head.

“Not now,” she said.

That was the begin-
ning.”

Then, that last afternoon that we spent together,
she talked. Not just of things, but of herself.
She talked in a low tone as if the things she spoke
ol were asleep and she didn’t wish to disturb them
overmuch. And sometimes she would glance at me,
and her eyes would finish anything she left untold.
Asshe spoke she worked ; and now and then she would
interrupt herself to ask me something : how I liked
it : if T would have it this way or that. And then
she would go on with her story again in that low
volee :

* We were poor,” she said, ** always poor. Papa
was ill as far away as I remember. He drank,
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Papa —then he was too ill to work. And Maman
kept a little shop where we sold . . . des choses.”

She glanced up at me.

“* Des choses,” she said ; ** sugar, des pates, candies”’
—in her vocabulary she had some words in the
New World tongue—** newspapers . . . que sais-je ?
Tout ce qui fait argent. A gé-né-ralle store. Little
hits of everything.”

She sewed.

* Maman,” she said, ** was hard. Dure!”

She thought a minute.

“When one has nothing one is hard, perhaps,”
she said. *“And,” she went on, * there were
children !—c’était Papa ca. I was the first, then
there was little Jeanne and David, then Berthe
. . . how many more! Always a baby to take
about. Something to care for always—never a
moment.,”

Again she sewed. And then began again :

“ Maman worked. She worked the whole day
long. She cleaned the house and cooked, and tended
Papa and sold things in the shop. She worked.
When Maman had her babies then it was I who had
to clean and cook, and tend Papa and sell things in
the shop. . . .”

She stopped a minute.

“ And every day all the year round,” she said,
“T it was who took the papers to our customers.”

Over her work she sighed and shook her head a
little,

* Ah, qu’ils sont lourds,” she said. ** Papers to
sell!  Ces maudites choses! I had them in a bag
slung at my side, like this. . . .”
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Up she sprang.
“Look a moment, look, madame,” she said to
me ; and half-way across the room she trailed as a
bird trails brokenly when it is winged.

“ See,” she said, ** to one side.  All bent. Comme
ey L7

She sighed again.  Her eyes met mine,

*“ Each day,” she said. * Comme ¢a—et ca fait
mal.  And for five papers sold only one sou of profit.
And as you sell your paper, each time—thank you!
Merci! 1l le faut.”

She sat and took her work again and settled to it
with little rapid movements of her hands.

“Five times,” she said. *** Merei, monsieur!
Merei, madame!’ Five times for every sou you
earn!”

Her eyes met mine again.

‘I never meet a child to-day,” she said, ** who
carries papers, but T share my gains with it.”

She sewed.

“That,” she said, ‘“ was mon enfance. Some-
times 1 suffered. But if T told Maman I suffered
she would say, ‘ Tais-toi. (e n’est rien, ¢a.””

She glanced out through the window at the driving
Show,

* Maman was hard—dure,” she said again,

She sewed a little without saying any more.
Then in her soft voice she went on,

“When I was twelve years old,” she said, 1
went to learn to sew. ‘It is full time,” said Maman,
“that you earn. Jeanne is old enough to take
your place. Earn, you. Gain and bring money
home.”
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She stitched a moment and the lamplight fell
on her.

“ Believe me, madame,” she said, “I earned
nothing—and Maman knew I would not earn.
Before her marriage she had been couturiére ; she
merely spoke that way to spur me. I was the
trotter and they sent me trotting. I ran from
shop to shop. T matched. I carried samples and
I brought back things. . . . I'ran! And if T had
a minute’s time they set me sewing. I worked—I
worked. And on my way to trot I carried news-
papers each morning—still five to sell to earn one
sou. At night when I got home again there was
little Jeanne to help. . . .”

She looked at me and laughed—that pretty laugh !

“(e n'est pas gai vivre comme ¢a,” she said ;
and into that little phrase she put all her apologies
for grumbling.

“ When they found out that I could learn to sew,”
she said, when she began again, ** 1 ceased to trot.”
Emilie’s eyes met mine.

* Sewing came easily——"

I nodded.

* And,” she said, *“ T loved it. It was a big atelier
that I had come to work for. Such orders! And
such robes! Such - ah, madame, tant de beauté !
I'loved the work. T loved it. .. .”

She stopped to find her words.

“ Do you know, madame,” she said, ** the way it
feels to love to do a thing ? Not for what you get
from it--not to gain anything—just to love to do
it 9

“Yes,” 1 said.

’




30 SISTER WOMAN

Emilie smiled.

“That was the way I loved to sew,” she said.
* The richness of the stuffs between my fingers - the
softness of the silks. I loved to feel and touch
and watch things growing as my fingers worked on
them.”

She drew a deep, long sigh.

“("est beau,” she said, ““ un sentiment comme

cal!”
When she said that, T knew the reason why I loved
to watch her hands at work- knew why I loved to
see Emilie manipulate a drapery- taper off a seam.
Once when T went to see a sculptor long ago in
Florence T loved in the same way to watch him
work. Such delicate workmanship — such loving
care !

“ I loved the work, madame, believe me,” Emilie
went on, *“and vet—and yet—I gained so little.
They pay so very, very little. At home Papa suffered
always. Maman had to tend him more and more.
Adolphe was in hospital-—comment dire ? - épilep-
tique. And Jeanne, my little sister, worked -
worked always.  Ai.” Emilie said, * what a home !
Five thank-yous for a sou. That is not life. . ., .”

She paused at her work, then held it out to me.

* Tiens, madame,” she said to me, *“ comme ceci—
ou comme ¢a ?  Lequel préferéz-vous ?

" Five years I worked like that,” she said, when
[ had made my choice, “five years, And then
Jeanne came to work, and in the mornings we
carried the newspapers between us.”

Emilie looked across at me. Her eyes had grown
quite soft.
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** Jeanne,” she said, *‘was so pretty—like a
flower. And gentle . . .”

she smiled.

* Sometimes,” she said, ** she was so pretty that
when we passed the kiosks I used to buy her muguets

lilies. do you call them ?—with the money for my
lunch.”

Still she smiled.

“ A spray—one only. And she loved it. But
when T pinned it in for her she used to say to me:
* Ah, Emilie, ¢a coate dix fois merei !’ "

Emilie laughed a little.

“ That,” she said, * was the way we counted all
our money.”

She sat there silently. She said no more.

* Fmilie,” T said at last, *“ why did you leave the
dressmaking, my dear ? 7

Still she was silent for a minute.

“ Madame,” she said at last, ** it was like this.”

She stopped again, but this time it was only to
collect words to speak with.

“ Sometimes,” she said, “I was happy. But
sometimes—sometimes that other feeling would
come over me-— that T too must live.”

She sewed a while.

“ 1 was clever,” Emilie said. * I could not only
use my needle, T had the-the feeling. 1 was
quick—T learned, And when they noticed, then
they let me come downstairs and help to fit the
robes, , . )"

She looked at me.

“ Downstairs,” she said, ** I saw such lovely things.
Ladies came dressed as flowers are dressed - vraies
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femmes du monde. And I would lend a hand and
touch those lovely things—like clouds at night—
like flowering trees ! Things that would ripple . . .”
Emilie looked at me intently.
*“ Madame,” she said, *“things like that are
beautiful !
“ Were you not happy then,” I asked her, * just
to be amongst them 7 just to lend your hands ?
She hesitated.
At first,” she said, ** but then—
Again she hesitated.

"

* Sometimes, madame,” she said, ** there would
come actresses—des femmes entretenues—que sais-
je? These were no richer than myself when they
began . . . and perfect 2

She stopped.

“1, too, had things to sell,” she said.

She stopped again.

“ Madame,” Emilie said, ** did you ever think ?
We were up with sunrise and before it— just to work.
We left our papers on our way to work—and all
day long we worked. And we came back at night
to work again. We worked—it was our life. For
what ? 7

She stopped her sewing.

* We were young,” she said.

She looked at me. Her eyes looked into mine—
they had begun to speak again,

* And,” she said, ** on our way to work men spoke
to us. They spoke - they offered . . .”

She stopped.

“ Jeanne,” she said, ““was so pretty; like a
flower. =
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She sewed again.

“ You see,” she said, * you make yourself a dress

a little robe. You make it. How ? You have
no money and no time. And yet you make it.”

She drew her breath.

* You make a dress like that because you want
it

She drew her breath again.

“ You make yourself a little robe like that,” she
said, ** because you have to have it.”

She sewed a while.

** And the first time you wear your dress, perhaps,”
she said, ** some other woman comes -a woman
no better than yourself—and dressed superbly.
You look at her o

She stopped a second, then went on rapidly :

‘ You look at her—Ilike starlight —perfect ! And
you--with the same things to sell as she— -7

Suddenly her eyes filled with tears.

* Ah, madame,” she said, ** my little dress. Cette
petite robe!  Rien—rien du tout! Et je me suis
donné¢ tant de peine, . . .”

She sewed.  Then suddenly she looked up.

“ From then to now I have not sewed,” she said
to me.

* Emilie,” I said to her, ** you have sold yourself
into slavery, my dear.”

Her eyes looked into mine.

* What is that word ? ” she said.

* Esclavage——slavery, my dear,” 1 said to her.

“ Ah,” she said ; and sat and thought a minute.

“Yet,” she said, * always to see those things.
Always to wish and wish—and gain so little. No

c




34 SISTER WOMAN

change—no chance. Marry—and lead a life like
Maman ¢ Esclavage, ¢a! No. . ..”

Her eyes kept looking into mine. They said
things.

“To-night,” she said, “T am ill. . . . Oh’
said, *“ T am ill.”

The lamplight fell on her. She looked old.

“ One way,” she said, *“ you go on wishing—long-
ing. The other way—you know. It is a choice.”

* Emilie,” T said, bending over to her and laying
my hand on hers, ““let me find you work to do—

12

* she

sewing .
She shook her head.
The snow came drifting up against the window-
pane.
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MUNITIONS!
BERTIIA MARTIN sat in the street car in

the early morning going to her work. Her
work was munitions. She had been at it
exactly five weeks.

She sat squeezed up into a corner, just holding on
to her seat and no more, and all round her were
women and girls also working at munitions—loud,
noisy, for ever talking — extraordinarily happy.
They sat there filling the car with their two compact
rows, pressed together, almost in one another’s laps,
joking, chewing tobacco—flinging the chewed stuff
about.

It wasn’t in the least that they were what is
technically known as * bad women.” Oh no -no!
If you thought that, you would mistake them utterly.
They were decent women, good, self-respecting girls,
for the most part * straight girls "—with a black
sheep here and there, to be sure, but where aren’t
there black sheep here and there 7 And the reason
they made a row and shrieked with laughter and
cracked an unseemly jest or two was simply that
they were turned loose. They had spent their lives
caged, most of them, in shop or house, and now they
were drunk with the open air and the greater freedom
and the sudden liberty to do as they liked and damn
whoever stopped them.

Bertha Martin looked round at her companions.
She saw the all sorts that make the world. Here and

35
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there was a pretty, voung, flushed face, talking—
talking—trying to express something it felt inside
and couldn’t get out. And here and there Bertha
Martin saw an older face, a face with a knowledge of
the world in it and that something that comes into
a woman’s eyes if certain things happen to her, and
never goes out of them again, And then Bertha
Martin saw quite elderly women, or so they seemed
to her—women of forty or so, decent bodies, working
for someone besides themselves—they had it written
on their faces; and she saw old women —old as
working women go--fifty and more, sitting there
with their long working lives behind them and their
short ones in front.  And now and then some woman
would draw her snuff-box from her shirt-waist and
it would pass up and down the line and they would
all take great pinches of the brown, pungent powder
and stuff it up their noses and laugh and
laugh. . . . Bertha Martin looked round the car and
she couldn’t believe it was she who was sitting in it.
It was the very early spring. The white March
sunshine came streaming into the car, and when
Bertha, squeezed sideways in her corner, looked
through the window, she saw the melting snow
everywhere- piles and piles of it uncleared because
the men whose job it was to clear it were at the war.
She saw walls of snow by the sides of the streets
they went stretching out into infinity. And the car
went swinging and lurching between them, out
through the city and into the country where the
factory was. There were puddles and little lakes
of water everywhere; winter was melting away
before the birth of another spring.
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Bertha looked. She looked up into the clear—
into the erystal clearness of the morning sky. Tt
was the time of the spring skies of Canada — wonder-
ful, delicate, diaphanous skies that come every
spring to the Northern Land-—skies the colour of
bluebells and  primroses— transparent, translucent,
marvellously beautiful.  Bertha looked up into the
haze of colour—and she smiled. And then she
wondered why she smiled.

It was the very early springtime.

Just five weeks before and Bertha had been a
well-trained servant in a well-kept, intensely self-
respecting house—a house where no footfall was
heard on the soft, long-piled rugs; where the lights
were shaded and the curtains were all drawn at
night ; where the mistress lay late in bed and
“ordered ™ things ; where life was put to bed every
night with hot bottles to its feet ; where no one ever
spoke of anything that mattered ; where meals were
paramount. There had Bertha Martin lived five
long, comfortable years.

She had gone about her business capably. She
had worn her uniform like any soldier—a white
frock in the mornings and a cap upon her head, and
her hair had been orderly, her apron accurately tied.
She had been clean. There were no spring skies
in sight—or else she had not looked to see them.
She had got up—not too unreasonably early—had
had her early morning cup of tea with the other
servants, had set the dining-room breakfast, waited
on it—quiet—respectful —as self-respecting as the
house.  And in the afternoons there she had been
in her neat black gown with her cap and apron
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immaculate—her hair still orderly and unobtrusive

-everything about her, inside and out, still self-
respecting and respectful. She had * waited on
table,” cleaned silver, served tea, carried things
everlastingly in and out, set them on tables, taken
them off again, washed them, put them away, taken
them out again, reset tables with them—it was a
circular game with never any end to it. And she
had done it well.  * Martin is an excellent servant,”
she had heard the lady of the house say once. 1
«an trust her thoroughly.”

One afternoon in the week she went out. At a
certain hour she left the house ; at another certain
hour she came back again. If she was half-an-hour
late she was liable to be questioned : “ Why 77
And when she had given her explanation then she
would hear the inevitable  Don’t let it occur again.”
And Sunday—every other Sunday-—there was the
half day. also at certain hours. Of course—how
otherwise could a well-run house be well run ¥ And
down in the kitchen the maids would dispute as to
whether you got out half-an-hour sooner last time
and so must go half-an-hour later this — they
would quarrel and squabble over the silliest little
things. Their horizon was so infinitesimally small,
and they were so much too comfortable—they ate
so much too much and they did so far too little—
what could they do but squabble ? They were
never all on speaking-terms at one time together.
Either the old cook was taking the housemaid’s part
or she and the housemaid were at daggers drawn :
and they all said the same things over and over and
over again—to desperation.
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Bertha Martin looked up at the exquisite sky—
and she smiled. The sun came streaming in, and
the girls and women talked and jabbered and snuffed
and chewed their tobacco and spat it out. And
sometimes when the car conductor put his head in
at the door they greeted him with a storm of chaff

a hail of witticisms—a tornado of personalities.
And the little French-Canadian, overpowered by
numbers, would never even try to break a lance
with them. He would smile and shrug and put his
hand up to his ears and run the door back between
himself and them. And the women would laugh
and clap their hands and stamp with their feet and
call things to him—shout. . . .

Bertha turned to the girl next her—nearly atop
of her—and looked her over. She was a fragile-
looking, indoors creature—saleslady was written all
over her—with soft rings of fair curled hair on her
temples, and a weak, smiling mouth, and little useless
feet in her cheap, high-heeled pumps. She was look-
ing intently at a great strap of a girl opposite, with a
great mouth on her, out of which was reeling a broad
story.

“ My, ain’t she the girl!” said Bertha'’s little
neighbour ; and with the woman’s inevitable gesture,
she put her two hands up to her hair behind, and
felt, and took a hairpin out here and there and put
it in again,

She turned to Bertha.

“Say, ain’t she the girl alright? Did you
hear 7
Bertha nodded.

The little indoors thing turned and glanced at
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Bertha—took her in from head to foot with one
feminine look.

“ You gittin” on ¥ she said.

“Fine!” said Bertha.

The eyes of the women met.  They smiled at one
another.  Fellow-workers—out in the world to-
gether. That’s what their eyes said: Free! And
then the little creature turned away from Bertha-
bent forward ecagerly. Another of the stories was
coming streaming out,

“Ssh!...ssh!” eried some of the older women,
But their voices were drowned in the sea of laughter
as the elimax took possession of the car.  The women
rocked and swayed-—they clutched each other—
they shrieked.

*“ Where'’s the harm 7 » the big strap cried.

Five weeks ago and Bertha had never heard a joke
like that, Five weeks ago she would hardly have
taken in the utter meaning of that climax. Now !
Something in her ticked—something went beating.
She smiled - not at the indeceney, not at the humour,
What Bertha smiled at was the sense of liberty
it gave her. She could hear stories if she liked.
She could act stories if she liked. She was earning
money—good money—she was capable and strong.

Yes, she was strong, not fragile like the little thing
beside her, but a big, strong girl—twenty-four—a
woman grown—alive,

It seemed a long, dim time ago when all of them
sat round that kitchen table to their stated meals
at stated hours. Good, ample, comfortable meals.
Plenty of time to eat them. No trouble getting
them—that was the cook’s affair—just far too much
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to eat and too much time to eat it in. Nothing to
think about. Inertia. A comfortable place. What
an age ago it seemed ! And yet she had expected to
spend her life like that—till she married someone!
She never would have thought of ** giving in her
notice ™ if it hadn’t been for Nellie Ford. How well
Bertha remembered it—that Sunday she met Nellie

a Nellie flushed, with shining eyes.

“T'm leaving,” Nellie had said to her. “I'm
leaving—for the factory!”

And Bertha had stopped, bereft of words.

“The factory . . .!” she had said. That day
the factory had sounded like the bottomless pit.
“The factory. . .!”

“Come on,” Nellie had said, ** come on—it’s fine
out there. You make good money. Give in your
notice—it’s the life.”

And Bertha had listened helplessly, feeling the
ground slipping.

* But, Nellie " she kept saying.

“It’s the life,” Nellie had kept reiterating ; *“ it’s
the life, I tell you. Come on, Bert, sure it’s the life.
Come on—it’s great out there. We’ll room together
i you'll come.”

Then Nellie had told her hurriedly, brokenly, as
they walked along that Sunday afternoon, all that
ske knew?about the factory. What Agnes Dewie,
that was maid to Lady Something once-—what she
said, “Tt was great!” That’s what she said.
" Liberty,” said Agnes Dewie. ““ a room you paid
for, good money, disrespect to everything, nothing
above you—freedom. . . .”

Nellie had panted this out to Bertha. * Come
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“

on, come on, Bert,” she had said; *it’s time we
lived.”

And slowly the infection had seized on Bertha.
The fever touched her blood—ran through it. Her
mental temperature flew up. She was a big girl,
a slow-grower, young for her years, with a girl’s
feelings in her woman’s body. But Nellie Ford had
touched the spring of life in her. After that Sunday
when Bertha looked round the quiet, self-respecting
house-—she hated it. She hated the softness of it—
the quietness—hated the very comfort. What did
all these things matter? Nellie Ford had said:
*It’s time we lived. . . .

Bertha gazed upward through the window of the
car—twisted and turned so that she could look right
into the morning blue.  The car was clear of city life,
It sped along a country road. Fields were on either
side, and only now and then a solitary house. Great
trees stretched out bare branches.

Then in that far-off life came the giving in of
the notice. Bertha remembered the old cook’s sour
face ~that old sour face past every hope of life and
living. Could one grow to look like that ?  Can such
things be ¥ * You'll live to rue the day, my lady ! ”
said the cook. And Bertha remembered how the
lady at the head of things had said : ** Do you realise
that you'll regret leaving a good place like this 7
And then, more acidly : ** T wouldn’t have believed
it of you, Martin.” And as she turned to go: * If
you choose to reconsider 2

Regret ! Reconsider! Never again would she
hear bells and have to answer them. Never
again would someone say to her: * Take tea into
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the library, Martin.” Never again need she say :
“Yes, ma'am.” Think of it! Bertha smiled. The
sun came streaming in on her— she smiled.

Liberty ! Liberty to work the whole day long —
ten hours at five and twenty cents an hour—in noise
and grime and wet. Damp floors to walk on. Noise

distracting noise all round one. No room to turn
or breathe. No time to stop. And then at lunch-
time no ample comfortable meal—some little hurried
hunch of something you brought with you. Hard
work. Long hours. Discomfort. Strain. That
was about the sum of it, of all that she had gained
. . . but then, the sense of freedom! The joy of
being done with cap and apron. The feeling that
you could draw your breath—speak as you liked—
wear overalls like men—curse if you wanted to.

Oh, the relief of it! The going home at night,
dead-tired, to where you had your room. Your
own! The poor, ill-cooked suppers—what a taste
to them ! The deep, dreamless sleep.  And Sunday

il you ever got a Sunday off—when you could lie
abed, no one to hunt you up, no one to call
you names and quarrel with you. Just Nellie
there.

What did it matter if you had no time to stop or
think or be ? What did anything matter if life went
pulsing through you amidst dirt and noise and
grime ¥ The old life--that treading round with
brush and dust-pan—that making yourself noiseless
with a duster: * Martin, see you dust well beneath
the bed.” * Yes, ma’am.” And now the factory !
A new life with other women working round you
bare-armed — grimy — roughened — unrestrained.
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What a change! What a sense of broadening out !
What . . . !

Bertha Martin smiled. She smiled so that a
woman opposite smiled back at her; and then she
realised that she was smiling. She felt life stream-
ing to her very finger-tips. She felt the spring pass
through her being —insistent and creative. She felt
her blood speak to her—say things it never said when
she was walking softly in the well-ordered house
she helped to keep for five long, comfortable years.
“Selfish to leave me.” That was what the lady of
the house had said to her. * Selfish—you’re all
selfish.  You think of nothing but yourselves.”

Well ~why not ? What if that were true ? Let
it go anyway. That half-dead life was there behind

. . and Bertha Martin looked out at the present.
The car went scudding in the country road, There
was the Iactory - the Factory, with its coarse,
strong, beckoning life —its noise -its dirt—its
men.

Its men! And suddenly into Bertha Martin’s
cheek a wave of colour surged. Yesterday —was it
yesterday ?—that man had caught her strong, round
arm as she was passing him—-and held it.

Her breath came short.  She felt a throbbing. She
stopped (smiling—and her eyes grew large.

It was the very early spring.

Then suddenly the flock of women rose —felt in the
bosoms of their shirt-waists for their cigarettes and
matches—surged to the door—talking laughing—
pushing one another—the older ones expostulating.

And, massed together in the slushy road, they
stood, lighting up, passing their matches round -
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happy —noisy—fluttered—not knowing what to do
with all the life that kept on surging up and breaking
in them—waves of it—wave on wave. Willingly
would they have fought their way to the Munitions
Factory. If they had known the Carmagnole they
would have danced it in the melting snow. . . .

It was the spring.




LOVE-O’-MAN

LSIE came to see me—Elsie, that old cook of
mine, of whose cloquent eyes and fluent con-
versational powers I have alwavs cherished

such a fond remembrance. She was on a week’s holi-
day, she told me, and half-an-hour of that holiday she
chose to lavish on me. It may have been the interval
since I saw her last that made her seem more Scoteh
than ever; but this morning it seemed to me as if
Harry Lauder himself would lilt with an Englishy
clip if T listened to him after her.

Elsiec had seen bits of the world, here and there.
She started life in the West Country somewhere, 1
believe : loved, married — but not the lover — and
became a widow there; and only left it, I fancy,
because her restless spirit yearned for - mair than
whit Scotland had tae gie her,”

Ten years ago, at any rate, she came out to Canada
and learned, as the immigrant has to do, from the
bitter winters and the mellow summers of the New
World : then, when she had absorbed her share of
Canada, she passed on to the New England States to
see what they would do for her.

Elsie has been, and still is, a handsome woman. Her
hair is white, her skin is lined, but her dark eyes are
soft and velvety as a girl’s.  Her forehead is ample,
her mouth is sensitive, her slightest gesture is alive
withvital energy. She has seen; she isas keenasseven

or seventeen to see more; so will she be at seventy.
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’

“The warld’s big,” said she to me to-day, ** and
me naught but an auld wife . . . yet mair wad 1
ha'e o't afore I turn up my taes tae the flowers,
mem. I wadna dee jist yet awhile gin I could ha’e
my w'y.”

“You won’t,” T said, with certainty ; ** you’ll live,
Elsie, and work your way to seeing plenty yet.”

Under her hat-brim her dark eyes looked out at
me enigmatically.

“And to begin with,” said I, * when are you
coming back to us in Canada ?

“ Never that, mem,” said she, *“ and nevermair.
Ye maun aye gang forrit, ye ken. And I'm no sayin’
but there’s a generosity like,” continued Elsie, ** "at
comes at ye for yer wark i’ the States, mem, when a’s
said and dune. Ye’se hairdly eredit, mebbe, at me
pittin’ past my twa hunderd dollars . . . and no
there my twa years yet. And it’s lang ye’se wark i’
the auld land,” said she, ** afore ye’se pit past sic a
like siller as yon for your bairn.”

* All that you save is for your daughter, then
said I, and as she nodded yes to me, I added : ** Yes,
vou're right, Elsie . . . the Old Country’s not so
generous as all that comes to, I'm afraid.”

“No’ that generous nor no’ that free,” said Elsie.
“They’re no druv tae mak’ sae muckle o’ ye back
there, ye ken, guid wark bein’ easy come by at ony
turn i’ bonnie Scotland. But the States,” said she,
“1 the States, mem, they’se fair forced tae mak’ a
democracy like, as they ca’ it, guid wark bein’ that
scarce and haird tae light upo’. And wi’ demo-
creetical w'ys,” said Elsie, * there’s nae sic a like
sweepin’ 0" ye up wi’ the dirt, mem ; they’re that

9 »




18 SISTER WOMAN

afeared tae loss ye. But mair an extry dollar bill
mebbe, and whiles a sweet word wi’ it, comin’ on-
expected like at ye for the sairvice o’ yer hands. . . .”

“Then,” said I, with most officious friendliness,
“then I suppose you're settled down for life where
you're so lucky ?”

She paused and took a thought.

“It’s a dilennium like,” said she at last. *° Whiles
thinks I tac mysell, I'll mebbe better rest my banes
. . . and whiles sic a like thocht as yon’ll fair stick
i” my craw. For the warld’s a braw sicht,” said
Elsie, * and fain am I, mem, tae get my share o't ! ”

*“ But perhaps you’ve got all that you’re meant to
get already,” said I unfeelingly.

“ Mebbe aye,” said she, * and yet, fora’ that, mem,
whitever comes my w’y yet . . . T'll tak’.”

She sighed.

’

“And gin it’s God’s wull,” said she, “ I'll settle
« . . and me no bearin’ Him ony grudge like for His
deceesion. For gin a woman’s anest past the flower
0’ her youth, mem, ane place is the spit o’ anither for
the likes o’ her.  There’s nae man, no’ the very man
o’ her heart and him at her side ance mair . . .
that’ll tak’ heed o her goin’ out . . . na, nor yet o’

her comin’ in again gin her heid’s like the snaw. . . .”

* Llsie,” said I, ** that’s the second time you've
talked of being old. What do you mean by it?
Two years ago you never used to talk like that.”

“It’s no’ "at I'm that auld,” said she, “but I'm no’
that young. Fine ken I that, mem, by the e’e the
men-folk disna cast upo’ me as I gang my w’ys. A
body’ll mind the glance o’ the man’s e’e as it rests

upo’ the lassie,” said she, ** and weel does a body
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mind the feel o’ the lassie’s heart as her cheek grew
rosy wi’ the pleasure o’t.”

* Elsie,” I said, *“ you know too much !”

“1 ken whit I ken, that’s true,” said she. * For
I'se nae auld lass, mem . . . it’s a woman ’at I am.
And there’s a differ !

* What kind of a differ ? ** said I.

* Weel, gin ye speir at me,” said Elsie, *“ an auld
lass kens mebbe the taste o’ her meat and the peace
o' hersleep . . .! But a woman’s kent the feel o’ a
man’s airms haudin’ her close and the warmth o’ his
mouth upo’ her ain.”

She stopped, and her velvety eyes looked back into
the years,

“ Ye'll mind yon,” said she. * And gin ye dinna
mind . . . ye kenna whit it means tae be a
woman.,”

* Elsie,” said I, ** was it your husband ?

“Na,” she said, it wasna him, mem . . . kind
body ’at he was taec me! Marriage wasna mair nor
kill or cure wi’ me, mem. And it wasna for the love
0" my guidman ’at I bore him a wean . . . na, nor
kent the feel o’ the wee mouth at the breist. It was
Jamie, mem . . . afore I was mairried on ony man.
Jamie it was . . . Jamie at garred me grow the
woman I’se warkin’ out the noo.”

“But how, Elsie?” I said—* working out
what ?”

For I saw that in the mood that was on her I had
only to ask to know; and I had always wanted to
know what lay behind the velvety softness of her
eyes.

“ Warkin® out i’ yer ainsell whit’s anither’s,” said

D
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Elsie, *“ is ane o’ thae things that ye dae mair than
ye ken how tae speak mebbe..”

She stopped and pulled her mind together, as it
were, before clearing it out for my benefit.

“Y¢'ll mind,” she said at last, *“ how the woman
sleeps i’ ye at the first . . .77

She paused to consider how she could make it
strong enough.

“Ye'll mind,” said she, *“ when ye kent nae mair
than the sun shinin’ doun upo’ ye . . . and you
lo’in’ the warmth o't 7

She looked inquiringly at me and I nodded, and
the nod, apparently, carried conviction with it, for
she went on with a more certain note in her voice.

“There’s some,” said she, *“and no that few
neither, *at gangs back tae the gerse kennin’ nae mair
than jist about whit that comes tae. They’ll ken ’at
the sun’s yelly and the mune’s white . . . and then
they’ll tell ye they ken whit life is !

She nodded slowly once or twice at me and I
nodded back at her.

“ Mem,” said she, ©“ there’s but the twa things ’at
learns the lassie and wakes the woman i” her breist

and them twa things is a man and a wean. Gin
it’s the mither 'at sleeps i’ the lassie, it’s the turn o’
the quickened wean and the saftness o't as it sleeps

i’ her airms ’at learns her. And mebbe,” said she,
* the maist o’ us learns mair frae the like o’ yon than
whit we'll learn frae we'r ain heids.”

“That’s so,” said I, and as our eyes met we saw
straight down into one another’s souls.

“ But there’s anither kind,” said she, *“ and her
mebbe no jist the mither lass. And for yon,” she
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said slowly, *“ it’s no the suck o’ the wean’s bit mouth
"at gars her ken . . . it’s the sweetness o’ whit the
man has tae gi’e her.”

She considered for a moment.

“1 lo’ed my wean,” said she, ** bonnie wee wifie
‘at she was. And yet I could find it i’ my heart tae
pairt wi’ her. It’s true I waited lang and lang tae
see her safe mairried on her man, and him her ain
lovin® choice . . . but I left her wi’ him at the last.
And think you, mem,” said Elsie, *“’at I could ha’
pit an ocean twixt my Jamie and mysell. . . . ?”

She looked far back, down into Jamie’s eyes.

* He used me ill,” she said. ** He had me and he
flung me aff . . . he left me by my lane tae wark out
my bitter wae. He kent ither women, aye, he kent
von the very while "at I was a’ his ain. This very
day I'se tellin’ ye, mem, he’ll no mind as muckle as
the sound o’ my lovin’ voice at him . . . na, nor the
warmth o’ me, mebbe, as I lay close in at his side.”

She looked out past the naked trees and through
the driving snow far back to Jamie.

“ But it’s Jamie,” she said, ** it’s Jamie lives i’ me
the day. It’s Jamie’s €'en I see through, and me
wonderin’ whit w'y he wad speak gin I had him at
my side. It was him ’at lay at my heart through
my lang mairried nicht . . . it was him I kissed when
I felt my nursin’ wean. It’s Jamie glints at me frae
out this far sunshine . . . it’s him blinks at me
through the winter’s snaw.”

Her dark eyes shone softly like stars.

“It’s a” Jamie,” said she, *“ and me aye wonderin’
whit lovin’ word he wad speak gin his heart was
beatin® upo’ mine.”
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o

Her mouth quivered.

““ He had me first at the turn o’ the year,”(‘she
said. ““ He'll be the last thocht at the end . . .
and the first when I waken tae anither warld.”

As I looked at her, every line in her face spoke to
me.

“ Oh, Elsie,” I said, * you've suffered long.”

*“ Aye,” said she, ““ I've had my share, it’s true.
But I had him, mem, as he had me. And that’s
warth it . . . warth mair than a’ the grief and wae
he’s cost me syne. Jamie wasna mebbe a’ he micht
ha’ been . .. but he’s mine. He canna tak’ hissell
back. It’s him ’at warks i’ me . . . it’s him ’at
rives my body on and on. It’s no 'at I'd speir at
God tae let me see him, and me but an auld wife the
noo . . . and my Jamie lo’in’ whit’s bonny and
young.”

She stopped, trying to make it clear in words to me.

“It’s jist,” she said, ** when the warld comes new
like at my €’en . . . that’s ane thing mair, thinks I
tae mysell, for me tae tak’ tae Jamie at we'r
meetin’.”

“ Meeting, Elsie!” said I; * what meeting . . .
where . . . ?”

“Wha kens when or whaur,” said she, * but a
meetin’ll come at the twa o’ us yet. It’s no for jist

the ance I met my Jamie . . . that couldna be.”

She looked at me.

“My guidman’s sleepin’ fast,” said she; *‘my
bairn’s happy mairried on a man, and bears her weans
tae him. They twa’s been and gane for me. . . .”

The years fell off her as she smiled at me.

*“ But Jamie . . .!” said she. * Me and Jamie’s
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hairdly started. Me and Jamie’ll get thegither yet,
mem, ance we're deid, and him mair lovin’ mebbe
then . . . and me jist happy tae be neist my ain
ance mair.”

She began to draw her thick woollen gloves over
her work-worn hands.

“Tt’s been a clash betwixt the twa o’ us,” she said,
“and me ne’er thinkin’ tae speak the word i’ life.
But there’s naebody the like 0’ you, mem, when a’s
said and dune. Ye're a leddy born, it’s true . . .
but ye’re a woman too. And gin woman meets wi’
woman, mem, she'll clash o’ whit lies neist her heart

. and there’s nae eddication’ll stand atwixt the
twa o’ them.”

She rose, buttoned her long winter coat, settled
her hat, shook hersell ready for departure in the
eternal feminine way.

“Ye'll ken, mem,” said she, * how it is wi’ the
likes o women. Gin he was here the noo, and auld
and frail, T wad but lo’e him mair and mair the mair
there was tae tend. But wi’ the maist o’ men . . .
they'll turn frae the whiteness 0’ a woman’s heid or
the sickness o’ her body . . . they canna help their-
sells.  And T fear but®Jamie couldna dae his lo’in’
wi'out the brightness o’ the lassie’s e’e ! ™

She looked straight at me with those understand-
ing eyes of hers—ever so much lovelier than the
lassie’s innocence, if Jamie didlbut know enough to
see it,

 Sae that’s whit mak’s me fain tae wait a bit and
see the warld,” said she, * jist tae ha’e mair tae gi’e
him at we’r meetin’. And mebbe then I'se get my
share o’ shinin’ Bible raiment . . . and wi’ that,”
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said Elsie, ““ wi’ that, mem, I’se surely see the love-
look back i’ Jamie’s e’e.”

She smiled at me with eyes and mouth.

“That’s whit I’se waitin’ on,” said she. *I’se
waitin’ jist on that, mem. Tae see the love-look
back 1* Jamie’s ¢’e . . . and bid him welcome
hame.”

We kissed at parting, and I nearly wept to let her
go. Forit is queer how differently one sees a woman
when one knows the spring she works by. To me
Elsie is no longer only the cook who baked and boiled
and roasted for me for a given wage ; she has become
a sister creature too, hoping and fearing like myself,
trusting more faithfully than T shall ever do—and
loving so well that the very bitterness of her grief
has passed into a sort of second happiness.
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ALEXINE

HAVE a shrewd suspicion that in her own
count v Alexine used to be all things to all
men, or a good many things to a lot of them —
but T don’t know that that specially matters. What
does matter is that I like to see her come in at the
door and am sorry to see her go out again. If you
feel that way to anyone you may reassure yourself
as to her possessing or not possessing all the essential
Christian virtues. Be satisfied that any of them
she does not possess may quite safely be put in the
Museum—price ten cents admission to see them.
Alexine is not a wealthy person—not at all.
Perhaps that may account in some measure for her
niceness. She is what is called poor-—1 mean she
hasn’t much actual money in the hand. But she
has such a lot of talents in the bush that I don’t
know that that matters specially either—to anyone
but Alexine! After all, it isn’t the actual money
vou possess --is it ?—it is whether you know how to
spend the money you have ; and that Alexine knows
to perfection. She has brought the spending of a
very little money to a fine art. Why, I have seen
her come in at the door looking as if ** Your Grace
was the only suitable way to address her—and fifty
cents would have bought her as she stood. If any
woman knows as much as that, she deserves her
golden crown somewhere or other, and as she isn’t
likely to get it in this world we will set our hopes on

55
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what is to come. For my part I hope, T am sure,
that it--T mean the world to come—is going to be
some different (as we are in the habit of saying here
across the water) from what we are enjoying now.

The country Alexine hails from is France. The
country she has come to is Canada. And she only
left France—long before the war—because there
were so definitely no golden crowns going there
that she found it hard to get even the fifty cents
wherewith to make herself look like a duchess.
Just like any other immigrant, she came to Canada
—to make money. I wish I could say she had
succeeded.

“To tred,” as they say in Scotland, and over and
above her supernumerary * tred ”” of making herself
pleasant to the male persuasion, she is a dressmaker.
She has no establishment of her own-** Bad debts !
she says to that, with a shrug of her expressive
shoulders : she merely employs her own ten fingers,
and these she takes out with her to any customer
who is willing to pay her a dollar and a half for the
use of them. There was a time when Alexine made
a push for two dollars a day, but the customers (the
only women who form an efficient Trade Union with-
out any organisation at all) wouldn’t stand for it,
as they themselves said. They declared to a woman
that ten hours’ skilled labour wasn’t worth two
dollars a day, and they would die rather than pay
it. Alexine, who only formed an inefficient Trade
Union of one, was obliged to climb down. She
climbed back to her dollar and a half with-—appar-
ently —the same good-humoured nonchalance with
which she had tried to emerge from it ; for she is one
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of those who know not only the buttered side of life
but also how life tastes without any butter at all.
If she is vanquished she is too wise to show rancour
. . . but I don’t know if that necessarily means
that she has forgotten.

The chief topic of Alexine’s conversation when
she brings her ten fingers in for the day is—Man.
She is frankly interested in Man, or perhaps I should
rather say that she is interested in him in so far as
he touches Woman. 1In Political or Scientific or
Philosophical Man Alexine is only perfunctorily
interested —so long, I mean, of course, as he is in
his public and professional capacity. In his off-
moments—when he is just man like any other—
oh, then Alexine is as keen on him as if he
were the hero of a French novel of twenty years
ago, with nothing to do in life but flit from one
woman to another, behaving to each-—-as the
hero of a French novel of twenty years ago would
naturally do.

Alexine has few reticences. She regards life as
a thing to be spoken of and discussed, and when its
seamy side comes uppermost she merely shrugs her
shoulders.  Yet, with the curious tact and dis-
cretion of the French-speaking peoples, Alexine
doesn’t say things that set one’s teeth on edge—no,
not half so much as she might and very probably
would if she were a worthy, entirely straight-going
individual. She has a way of flitting about her
subjects much as the hero of our novel used to flit
amongst the ladies of his acquaintance; and, like
him, she attains her result. You understand per-
fectly what she would be at when she hasn’t said
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anything at all ; and when she is flitting around the
direst complexities of life she is simplicity itself.
It is a gift, I suppose—or perhaps she has reduced
her knowledge, like any other eminent specialist,
to first principles.

She isn’t pretty at all -not in the very least.
If you were to take Alexine to pieces (as we say) I
doubt if you would find a decent feature in her face,
though you might find many a decent bone in her
body. She has vivacious black eyes, with a slight
squint in them, and what skin you can detect through
the powder is fine in texture. She wears a wig
(perhaps 1 should call it a transformation) on the
principle, I suppose, that it looks nice, and of course
we all have a right to our opinions. T think myself
that Alexine would look nicer without the wig, but
I am sure she would die rather than pluck it off and
cast it from her. It is a frizzly kinky production,
and it looks to the uninitiated eye as if it were made
of horse-hair. In colour it is a sort of faded drab—
possibly it started life as pure gold and wilted in
the furnace of Alexine’s experiences. Alexine’s
hands are her strong point. They are plump and
dimpled and small, and there isn’t a bone showing
anywhere. As they don’t wear powder, the fine
texture of their skin is evident ; they are soft ; the
nails are pretty and well-tended ; and the hands and
nails together can do pretty well anything they want

poor little Alexine, her hands are all the fortune
she is ever likely to have this side of the grave, and
all they can manage to bring in, as T said before, is
a dollar and a half a day. However great an adept
you may be at the spending of money, you can’t
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launch out on what Alexine calls a luze effréné on
that. As to Alexine’s figure, it is not unlike that of
a pouter pigeon, if you can imagine a pouter pigeon
dressed in the height of the mode. Apart from these
things, she is always clean and sweet, and she smells
very nice. Where she finds the money to buy her
perfume with I don’t know— perhaps she ekes out her
precarious income with more experiences, or perhaps
she makes scent out of the dandelion leaves that
she tells me she goes out to pick each Sunday after
Mass. *“ Itis all there is to do in this country here,”
Alexine says, *‘ cueillir les feuilles. Voila comme
on s'amuse le dimanche en Canada. Quel pays!”
For Canada and the Canadians Alexine cherishes a
deep and dire contempt. ** Franchment,” she says,
“ce sont des barbares, n'est-ce pas?” And if I
try to put a word in for the Canadian: * Ne dites
rien, s'il vous plait, madame,” she says; *“les
Canadiens ne savent pas vivre. Voila la vérité.
Dieu-—they do not know the way. . . .” And once
on this tack, Alexine is impossible to stop.

*“Ces femmes,” she says (Alexine’s clients move
in the highest social cireles)  regardez moi seulement
ces riches Canadiennes. Quelle vie, mon Dieu!
They talk amongst themselves, they lunch together,
and they dine toutes seules. . . .”

Alexine shrugged her shoulders.

“ For what do they buy toilettes ?”’ she said.

“To wear,” said 1.

“Bah!” Alexine said; and after a moment:
“And often they cannot even wear them—these
toilettes we make for them in Paris. Ces femmes ne
savent rien du tout.”
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She went on working at her joli mouvement, as
she 'iked to call it.

“They have no aim, madame,
bit, *“ ces femmes.”

*“What kind of aim ?” T asked her.

She stopped an instant—then she glanced at me
and smiled. But what a smile!— what depths

what oceans of experience lay behind it !

*“Chez nous,” she said, ‘““en France, rich or
poor, it is quite otherwise. We have an aim, nous
autres. We meet, we talk, we women work together,
it may be: we even like to be together sometimes.
Mais ce n’est rien, tout ca. With us there is the
man. He may be at our side, our man—in front
of us if we are young . . . or else it may be that
he lies behind us. But he is there. He governs
our toilettes -— he rules our way of speech — he
animates our thought—our gesture. (’est une pré-
occupation pour nous—cet homme. 11 est notre vie
de femme.”

She smiled at me again. She tilted back her head
a little, shook her finger at me.

* Oh, par exemple, il est toujours lia, notre homme,”

”»

she said, after a

she said.

She went on sewing at her joli mouvement.

*“ Here,” she said, *“in your New World —there
is no man. L’homme travaille tout simplement.
He stays at his business—works--makes the money.
The woman spends that money. Bon! They
spend their lives apart, he and she—n'importe if
they share one house, one foyer, they remain apart.
Their lives are separate—and why, madame ?
Because your New World woman no longer knows
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the préoccupation that I speak of. She has loosed
her hold—Ilet go—her man is lost to her. . . .”

Alexine paused a moment. Her lip curled.

* C’est vrai,” said she, ** that sometimes still they
speak par téléphone. (’est presque tout ce qu'il y a
entre eux. Yet still she thinks he loves her . . .
oh, she has yet to learn that she has lost her man,
your New World woman.

* Oui,” said Alexine, ** elle I’a perdu, son homme.
(C’est la ou git le liévre !

She turned her joli mouvement in her hands and
held it off from her to look at it.

“Yet,” she said, ‘* what, madame, can be mnr(-‘nf
interest to the woman than the man? He is her
life—c’est bien vrai, n’est-ce pas? If she stands
there and merely watches him—if she is preoceupied
with her own life and herself—he goes. He leaves
her—wanders. Then he makes business life his
home, perhaps. He wastes life—makes money
only—seeks knowledge. Oh, mon Dieu . . .”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“How can one guess what men will do when
women let them go 7 she said.

Then as she went on working she began to smile.

“Ah,” she said, “to hold a man, croyezmoi,
madame, the woman gives her life. She must absorb
herself in him—yet,” Alexine said, * she must not
let him see all her préoccupation with him. No; he
must not know she hoids him. (’est une préoccupa-
tion sans préoccupation qu’elle doit faire. Ah!”

She paused.

** She makes herself,’”” she said, ‘* if she will hold
him fast, his friend. She is his fellow-labourer if
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he wishes it. She is his wife—keeps his house
makes a foyer for him—gay, eclegant, amusing.
She makes his wife, if she can manage it, the most
amusing thing that he can find. . . . If she is wise,
cette femme,” Alexine said, “elle se fait méme
maitresse un peu. . . .”

She held her joli mouvement off a little bit again
—she poised it on her pretty, busy fingers—looked
at it.

“Comme ca the man comes home,” she said.
*“ Comme ca il y a une vie de femme.”

She sighed a little. ** Ah,” she said, ** "amour !
What you ecall love . . .”—then in a second she
went on.

“But in your New World here,” Alexine said,
“ there are toilettes and evermore toilettes—and no
préoccupation with the man. There is no man.
Here women meet—they talk amongst themselves
... of what 7 Bétises. They dress, these women,
spend their money—rich and poor they spend what
money they can get . . . et voila tout. Where is
their man ?  Away !—their lives are separate.

For a moment she considered.

*“ Et c’est une vie vide, ¢a,” she said at last ; *“ ¢a
ne vaut rien, cette vie—c’est vide,”

She sewed a bit in silence.

* Alexine,” I said, ** isn’t there something more ?

“ Ah,” she said, and raised her pencilled eyebrows,
“vie de famille—hein ? Des enfants ?

I nodded to her.

“Yes,” I said, ** what about all those New World
women who have children ? ™
She hesitated for an instant.

”

|
ce pe

Ag
wy

Wha
not
to?

o |
of ti
her
toilet
il firs
man |
If she

“
house

e i

She
l‘}'('\ 1

“h
on esl

The
madn

The

Onc
propei
|1|l|\\il
the su
to rep
in wh
the m
trustec

offer.




ALEXINE 63

*“(a,” she said, ** ¢a, c’est bien autre chose, n’est-
ce pas, madame ? I speak only of the man.”

Again she hesitated.

* Mais,” she said, * méme ¢ca—méme les enfants !
What worth, madame, have children if you have
not préoccupation with the man you bear them
to?

*“If with one’s child’s father one has the intimacy
of the téléphone " She laughed and shrugged
her shoulders. “Bah!” she said, * what use
toilettes— gaiety—children—what use life, enfin . . .
if first of all you have not préoccupation with the
man? He is the thing on which a woman builds.
If she has not him to build on P

“Then,” 1 interrupted, * then she builds her
house on sand. Is that it, Alexine ?

“Oui, c'est ¢a,” Alexine said ; * ¢’est bien ¢a.”

She looked at me and in her slightly squinting
cyes was something enigmatic.

*“In your New World,” she said, * si on est femme
on est déplacée. . . .”

Then with her charming smile she said : ** Pardon,
madame . .

The subject was complete.

Once—a long time ago—1I used to know a highly
proper youth who, if you said that the wind was
blowing or that you hoped it wouldn’t rain, or that
the sun rose east and had a way of setting west, used
to reply with infinite gravity: * There’s something
in what you say!” He made this same remark to
the most intimate confidence with which you en-
trusted him or the most transient trash you had to
offer. It was his vade mecum.
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(L

*“ Something ! he would say. And then he
would repeat: ** Yes, something .. .!”

I wonder if he would have said it to Alexine,
and what she would have thought of him-—as a
foundation for a building site !
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HE came to the Doctor’s office sometimes
she came just as often as she dared—always
carrying carefully in her hands some little

gift. It might be a couple of pears, or perhaps a
peach or two when peaches were very, very plentiful,
and as the season drew on it would be half-a-dozen
apples—for apples are cheap and you get more for
vour money. And as she held out the fruit to him
she would say, in that clear-cut, rigorously English
voice of hers : ** Just a little offering, Doctor!”  And
then, as he took it from her she would add hurriedly
and doubtfully : ** You may care, perhaps, to refresh
yoursell with a little fruit in the intervals of ex-
amining your patients.” And he would thank her
cursorily and hand the fruit over later to anyone
who would take it—the housemaid, or the typist;
or he would merely leave it lying unheeded on his
desk.

She was old—old. She had outlived everything
there is to live for—husband, child, friends, money,
health. She had outlived all these. Death had
forgotten her. And those younger than herself,
whose duty it was to care for her, thought of her
merely as a weight to carry, a load to be borne, a
something to be kept alive somehow till Death
remembered his duties and came and took her
away with him.

As things dropped away from her she expected
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less and less of life. The first things that went
father, mother, husband, son -to say good-bye to
those rent her heart. But after she had let her son
go the other things went easily.  She let go without
a struggle once her boy had left her. She had lost
her son. What are money or friends, even health,
comparcd with a son ?

The friends dropped off, one by one—some in the
Old Country which she had left so many, many years
ago; some in the new land to which she had never
thoroughly acclimatised herself. She heard of this
one going, and of that one going-——and she sighed
a little ; and then her thoughts would go sweeping
back to that other death-bed that had cut her life
intwo. And her old eyes would fill with slow, painful
tears.

When the money went she had to leave her home

that home where she had known what married life
means—the home where motherhood had come to
her, and then widowhood—and then barrenness
again. She had to leave that home, where she was
lodged as a snail is lodged in its shell, and go to
an alms-house—a place where gentlewomen, unfor-
tunate like herself, were herded together to hate
one another. There she lived, suffering at first, and
as the years passed by, merely bearing——just taking
one day at a time and bearing that, and then taking
the next—and the next—and the next—intermin-
ably—and bearing them all. The days were long,
but each one came to an end.  ** I have borne yester-
day,” she used to say to hersell'; ** I can bear to-day
and to-morrow. Why not 7"  And she bore them.
As the days went on and on they got to seem longer
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and longer, for even her eyesight was taken away
from her—almost. First one eye went completely,
and then the other faded and faded imperceptibly
till all life outside it was a mere shadow. But a
glimmer of sight was left to her. She could distin-
guish, if not faces or the print that had used to make
the days seem shorter, still tables and chairs indocis,
and carts and automobiles outside. It was still pos
sible for her to get about. Her glimmer of sight gave
her her permit to go about still—to go about as
she wished and where she wished. And where she
went—it was the only place left to her—was the
Doctor’s.

She had come to know ** the Doctor,” as she always
called him, in her old age, after—long, long after—
she had lost one by one the treasures of her life.  She
had been taken, after the days of the alms-house had
begun, suddenly and violently ill. There had had
to be an ambulance and a hurry-rush up to the
hospital and an emergency operation—to save her
for a little longer space of desolation. And when
the operation had been successiully performed, her
convalescence had been so slow that she had had to
remain in the hospital months and months—almost
six months she had been there : four of them because
she had to be, and the last two because the Doctor
—her Surgeon—out of sheer good-nature didn’t
turn her out. e let her stay because she was old
and pitiful and he thought a hospital was better
for her than an alms-house.

And it was. In her old age that hospital was
the one bright spot. There was so much going on
all round her-—such bustle, such opportunities to
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hear little bits of things that make the time pass woulc
quicker, She was a public ward patient, of course ; the s
but she wasn’t like the patients round about her, and, up it
once the Surgeon had shown her a little kindly favour, patie
the nurses were willing enough to do their part in gown
helping her to make the best of it. There was a sort back
of old-world gentility about her that placed her She
apart—that, and a little reserve she had, and a when
gentle way of speech. Soon the Surgeon would a bit
make a point of stopping beside her for a little chat take -
each time he made his rounds, and after a chat or heavi
two he took to ordering for her little extra luxuries— of on
an early morning cup of tea, another in the after- She 1
noon, and such-like. For to those who had eyes to prese
see she was attractive—beautiful in her extreme old she n
age, with her parchment skin the colour of old tvory, life tl
and her features sharpened to an extreme refinement, the s
and the lines carved deeply in her face as time carves him.
lines on an ancient tree-trunk. She stood out in lavisl
the ward amongst the younger flesh and blood like and I
a bit of cunning workmanship that has learned to in hel
defy time—merely by shedding superfluities. she g
She gave no trouble.  She was peaceable, and soon more
became a favourite with the nurses—good-natured we gi
girls for the most part, who took pleasure in smuggling woul¢
a piece of cake or a sweet biscuit to her with her cup by th
of tea. KEach time the trays were brought to her “ Nu
she treated them as a fresh surprise ; each time she Doetq
| expressed her formal thanks as for something wholly toget
unexpected. T must thank you, Nurse, for your Wi
delicious cup of tea,” she would say ; then add, with she sf
a stiff, unbending sort of courtesy that was a part was |
of her: 1 find it most refreshing.” And the nurse good-
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would say: *Sure, Mrs MacNeyder!”—and, with
the sort of amusement a child takes in touching
up its doll, * fix ” the old-fashioned nightingale her
patient wore over the thick, ungainly hospital night-
gown, or smooth the poor old faded wisps of hair
back under the pleated nightcap.

She lay there quietly. And as she lay, or later,
when she was able to be up in the wheeled chair for
a bit each day, or later still, when she could feebly
take the length of the ward and back again, leaning
heavily on the nurse’s young, strong arm, she thought
of one thing and of one thing only—her Doctor.
She loved him. She loved him as a dog loves its
preserver. Ile had given her life—without his knife
she must have died. And though the little bit of
life that he had snatched for her was hardly worth
the snatching, yet, just for saving her, she loved
him. All that had been so long pent up in her she
lavished on him. The love for her child, the sorrow
and loneliness of her later life—all this seemed merged
in her great feeling for him. As the months went on
she gradually came to give the Surgeon something
more than love—she gave the sort of adoration that
we give to God. If she recognised his step her face
would brighten, and she would call a nurse, take her
by the arm, pull her down and whisper tremulously :
“Nurse . . . is my cap straight? I hear the
Doctor.” And they would laugh good-naturedly
together and say she was in love with him.

When she left the hospital “ cured,” then it was
she started her visits to the Doctor’s office.  As she
was leaving he had said to her: * Going ? Well,
good-bye. Take good care of yourself.” And as an
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afterthought he had added : ** Let me hear from you
—come and see me at my office.”  She took this
invitation home with her and treasured it in her
heart : and, just as soon as she was strong enough,
she groped her way once a fortnight down from the
alms-house to his oflice, happy just to be near the
Surgeon who had given her a little longer lease of
life.

For hours on end she would sit there in the waiting-
room amongst all the other patients who came from
every quarter to consult him, and sometimes she
would speak to whoever was sitting nearest her and
ask if it were growing dark yet.  And then she would
explain that her sight was dim and that she was
afraid to wait till it was night, and that just as soon
as it got dusk she must be moving.  ** If the Doctor,”
she would say, ** is too much occupied this afternoon
to see me I ean come again. His time is taken
up-—I have no claims on him. T can come again.”
And she would add sometimes: *“ My visits are
purely friendly. Pleasure visits merely ! And then,
having made a start, she would go on, if only the
other would consent to listen, and tell about her time
in hospital and how happy she had been there, and
how marvellous the Surgeon was—and then, in a
whisper, for age unlocks reserve, she would tell how
he had given her a picture of himself and how she
kept it in her room and prayed to it at night. “1
don’t know what he looks like,” she would say,  for
I am almost blind. But he is good—I know he
must be beautiful. He saved me.” And when the
patients would smile to one another across her she
would know nothing of it.
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Sometimes she would try and knit a gift for him
—a muffler or a pair of muffatees. But she had no
one to cast her stitches on and no one to pick a
stitch up when she dropped it, and when she had
spent whole days and sometimes weeks knitting and
pulling down and knitting up again, then at last the
wool would get all teased and tangled and she could
do nothing with it. Then she would put it all aside
* till she could get somebody to help her,” and fall
back on the gifts of pears and peaches and apples
and bananas.

To get the money to buy these gifts she stinted her-
self of the one luxury of her poor life—the cup of tea
that a few pence could bribe the alms-house maid
to bring her. Before the hospital time this cup of
tea had been her luxury. Tt came between the early
noontide dinner and the evening meal at half-past
six, and it had been the thing she waited for, the
thing she longed for and enjoyed : without it there
stretched a desert of an afternoon, hour upon hour
of loneliness. But after hospital a greater luxury
had come her way—the luxury of giving. The daily
cup of tea transformed itself into the little parcels
she carried so carefully to the Doctor’s office.

After a bit the Surgeon, driven and overworked
and worried, began to regret his kindly invitation.
And when his office nurse would say to him: * Mrs
MacNeyder is here this afternoon,” he would reply
impatiently : ** Can’t you get rid of her ?” Then,
as he turned the pages of his case-book to make a
fresh beginning for the day, he would call after the
nurse as she went out: * Tell Mrs MacNeyder 1
can’t see her. Send the first patient in.”  And the
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nurse, in her immaculate white uniform, would make
her way into the waiting-room, and pass amongst the
throng of waiting patients, and come to Mrs Mac-
Neyder and say to her: *The Doctor is sorry he
can’t see you. Next time perhaps——" And she
would assist the old lady to her feet and help her to
fasten her old-fashioned dolman cloak, and take her
by the arm and lead her along the passage to the
doorway. And to the nurse, impatient to be rid of
her, it seemed a waste of time that Mrs MacNeyder
should turn and sweep an ancient curtsy to the
waiting patients, whom she could not see, and say to
them : ** Ladies, good afternoon. The Doctor is
busy, so I shall not wait to-day. I hardly expected
I should see him—mine is a purely friendly visit.”
And a worse waste of time that, as they passed the
closed door of the consulting-room, Mrs MacNeyder
should stop, and with a radiant face and an uplifted
finger, say : **Ssh! Hush, my dear—the Doctor !
Listen.” And the worst waste of all that she should
linger there listening for a mere echo of the Surgeon’s
voice,

After she had got the old lady safely down the
steps and on to the side-walk, and had turned her
with her face towards home-—the alms-house—the
nurse would run up into the house again and say to
anyone in hearing : * That old thing ! They never
ought to let her out alone. It’s a disgrace.” And
then she would hurry to her waiting patients—and
forget. But the old lady went her way remember-
ing. As she went groping home she would repeat
over and over to herself: * He’s busy. He's so
busy. He’s a busy man!”  And when she reached
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her lonely room at last she would begin to count how
many days must pass till she could go to him again.

As time went on her mind grew blurred. She
apprehended life, just as she saw it, not clearly any
more, but through a mist. She grew less tidy in her
person. She mislaid things. Hours—whole days
sometimes—she spent hunting for things she had
put down somewhere, she could not remember
where. Then she took to losing her little bit of
money—the few poor pence that came to her each
month—and she could buy no more gifts. She
could no longer go into shops and ask for pears and
peaches and take away with her the damaged goods
that they thought good enough for sightless eyes.
And she grew suspicious. She suspected—she knew
not exactly what. Only she knew that life was not
as it used to be, and she dimly thought it must be
those about her who were stealing it away from her.
Instead of packets of fruit she started taking her
little possessions to the Doctor’s—first her photo-
graphs, her husband and her son, and then the picture
of the Doctor himself—to ask him to keep them for
her. “ Give him these, my dear,” she would say,
when the nurse came for her; ‘ ask him to keep
them safely for me.” And she would pause and then
add in a whisper : * Very safely. Tell him Mrs Mac-
Neyder begs him to take care of them.” And some-
times, as they went along the passage—for she very
seldom had a chance of speaking to the Doctor now

she would reach up and whisper in the nurse’s ear :
“ One must be careful vith one’s precious things.
Sometimes one is surrounded by those who are not so
trustworthy as one would wish to see them.” And
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she would nod with infinite meaning and gently
pinch the nurse’s arm. And over and over again
she would repeat : ** Careful-—very careful. You’ll
not forget——" And now the nurse said : *“ Why,
that old thing’s crazy. How can they let her out
alone ?”

One by one she took all her things and left them at
the Doctor’s: shawls, little bits of extra clothing,
stray books, old faded photographs of friends, a
dilapidated album-—anything she could lay her
hands on. She would set off early in the afternoon
and sit in the waiting-room hours and hours, hugging
the little parcel close to her, and only breaking silence
now and then to ask, in her clear-cut, English voice :
*“May I trouble someone to tell me if it is getting
dark yet?” And if it was a kindly voice that
answered her she would go on to tell a scattered anec-
dote or two about the hospital, or the Doctor’s
picture, or the untrustworthiness of human nature.

At last an edict went forth in the alms-house that
she was not to go out any more alone —she was com-
pletely blind. Then she sat day-long and week-long
and month-long —waiting. There was nothing else
to do. She sat in her room alone and waited. And
each day as she waited she remembered a little less of
life—she dropped her memories as a tree sheds leaves
in autumn. She thought dimly of life as it had gone
past her. Vague memories floated round her of her
old childish home in England, of her married life in
Canada, of the hospital life—her son—the Surgeon.
And as she sat day by day watching the memories
float by her, the Surgeon and her son grew inter-
twined so that at last she hardly knew which was
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which. The one had come to open up life for her
when she was young, the other had saved a serap of
life for her when she was old. She loved them both.
Hour after hour she would sit there, leaning her head
back and her poor eyes closed—just loving them.
And gradually, as the days went over her, the lines of
weariness and suspicion and petulant anger were all
smoothed out and her face was full of peace. If they
asked her what she was thinking of as she sat there
she would reply: “ My boy!” and smile.

So she sits, loving life away. One day Death will
remember.




AN IRREGULAR UNION

HYLLIS REDMAYNE sat in her little room
that was drawing-room and dining-room and
study and bedroom all in one. It was a
pretty little room-—pretty in spite of its not costing
very much. It had its dining-table and its plain
chair close up to the table, its easy-chair, its cot-bed
masquerading as a couch in the day-time ; it had its
pillow or two covered in silk, and a vase of flowers ;
and, in the best light the room could give, close up
by the little high window that looked out straight on
the sky. it had its inevitable typewriter. Phyllis
Redmayne was the ubiquitous Business Girl of our
time, and she earned the money she lived on by the
sweat of her brain,

But just at the moment she wasn’t looking at her
typewriter, or thinking of it, or working at all. She
sat in her chair close up by the table and she looked
at the telephone.  She looked at it and she looked at
it : her eyes were fixed on it, and the eyes of her mind
were fixed on it too. She was just sitting there
thinking of the telephone. She was longing for it to
speak.

It is a bad business waiting for a letter, but it is a
worse business to wait for the telephone. The tele-
phone is there before you—it may be going to speak
any minute ; and minute after minute passes by and
changes slowly into hour after hour—and it doesn’t
speak. And you sit and look and Jong. And when
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the bell goes clang at last and you take the receiver
in your hand-— most likely it's the wrong number or
someone you don’t want to speak to or some trivi-
ality or other. You just say what you have to say
and hang the receiver up, and you sit there again,
sick at heart, waiting.

When that has happened to you over and over
again you grow, not so much accustomed to it,
perhaps, as patient —passive—resigned ;  but that
attitude of mind doesn’t come all at once.  You only
grow like that with the years. And this was the
first time Phyllis Redmayne had had to sit and
watch the telephone—sick with impatience and
apprehension and unable to ring up and ask what she
longed to know. It was the first time she had bad to
sit with her heart torn with anxiety—and just wait.
It is currently said that waiting comes easy to
women. I wonder why that is currently said.

The thing that Phyllis Redmayne was waiting for
was a telephone message to say whether the man she
cared for was better or worse. He was in hospital,
this man she cared for, and once every day she had
a message, not from him but from his nurse—just a
professional bulletin of his condition—a ealm, non-
committal : * Mr Radecliffe is rather better to-day,”
or *“ Mr Radcliffe has had a bad night and is not
quite so well,” s the case might be.  And then the
telephone rang off. And Phyllis Redmayne had
that much to live on till the same time to-morrow.

That isn’t a very easy proposition when you are
young and not used to wait-—and when you care very
much. And Phyllis cared-—she cared very much
indeed ; in fact, she didn’t care for very much else
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except for this man who lay in hospital ill and away
from her. She had just one idea of happiness in life
and that was to be with him, to be with him always,
to take care of him and to be taken care of by him-—
to look after his interests—to work for him-to be
close beside him all the time and help . . . and to
have him there being helped, and at the same time
looking after her and sheltering her and protecting
her. As you see, there was nothing at all new or
original about Phyllis Redmayne and her views.
She was just the old traditional woman clothed in a
Business Woman’s garb. For all that was unexpected
in her ideas, her typewriter might just as well have
been a kitchen stove—or a cradle. She looked on
Dick Radeliffe as Eve looked on Adam. She
thought the same old things that women always have
thought, though she gained her own living and im-
agined she was independent and free and modern
and all the rest of it.

Dick was the head of the office where she worked—
he was her ** bawss,” as the girls in the office called
it. And she was what people call his mistress.
There was nothing new in their relation—nothing
whatever. It was the same old thing. Ile had seen
her and seen that she was pretty—and she had seen
him and seen that he was strong. The rest followed.
What was a little bit new perhaps—or the way that
Phyllis looked at it was new—was that though she
gave herself very willingly and went on and on giving
herself, she took nothing in exchange. I mean that
she went on earning her own livelihood and support-
ing herself just as she had done before the episode—
the episode was something over and above in her life,
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as it were, just as it was in Dick’s. In plain words,
she didn’t take any money for the gift of herself.

It is a queer thing how a little practical fact like
that can make an old episode seem new—a new
thing in the history of the world ; and that Phyllis
Redmayne felt as she did only goes to show how this
present-day life of ours is based and rooted on
money. The little insignificant fact that she was
able to ** keep herself,” as it is called, changed for
her the whole complexion of her love episode. Tt
gave her confidence and self-respect.  She could feel
with perfect accuracy that she was not a * kept
woman.””  She had years of supporting herself be-
hind her and she had every justification for feeling
that in the years to come she would always be able
to go on making ends meet. She could feel, in one
word, independent—and it is extraordinary how
deep into a woman’s soul that desire for independ-
ence goes, when once she has had a taste of it, 1If
Phyllis Redmayne had been Phyllis Radeliffe I doubt
not at all that she would have felt quite differently.
The fact of being a wife, of sharing house and home,
bed and board, changes the most independent
woman’s point of view. She feels then that she can
go shares with a good conscience— the children that
are in the back of every woman’s mind, children who
will bear their father’s name when they come, make
that all right. But in the relation that Phyllis Red-
mayne bore to Dick Radcliffe it is different. There
is a sensitiveness—a lack ol security perhaps—on the
woman’s side.  She isn’t a wife, and however much
she may protest that she doesn’t want to be, there
are moments when she almost certainly does want it
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very much ; and then, besides that- well, besides
that, there is the tradition of centuries past and gone
to fight against; there ‘are all those thousands-
millions—of women who have been ** kept women

mistresses and women who have borne harder and
more contemptuous names than that . . . they have
to be taken into consideration. And a Business
Woman, a modern Business Woman, working for her-
self, quiet and decent in her life, independent, doesn’t
want to be mixed up with things like that. No, she
doesn’t-— she doesn’t.  She feels herself different and
she is different. Why, Phyllis Redmayne would
hardly take even a present-—the most she would
accept were little valueless things at the rarest inter-
vals. Though she wouldn’t allow it even to herself,
this uncertainty of her relation to Dick Radcliffe got
on her nerves at times.

Just at times. She was at the period of loving
him so much that nothing else seemed to matter.
And when life was going on its normal lines, nothing
did matter except that she could see him day after
day—work with him-—help him with that active,
trained brain of hers ; and see him sometimes too
in the little home she had got together with her own
money—her very own earnings. There was some-
thing rare and wonderful in having a little home
where she could welcome him as her treasured guest.
It was something that nearly made up- that some-
times far more than made up— for their not living
and sharing a home together.

When things were going normally Phyllis dwelt
entirely and always on the good side of their relation.
She looked consistently on what is called the * bright
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side.” She hardly admitted to herself that the shield
had a reverse that wasn’t quite so bright. Re-
member she was young. And their relation to one
another was young too. The fear of the possible
child, of Dick’s tiring of her, the possibility of his
caring for some other woman as well as for her, the
dread of detection—of sickness . . . of all these
possibilities none had pressed on her yet. She
simply basked in love. Dick manifestly did care for
her and she-she cared for nothing in the whole
world but him ; the world, indeed, hardly seemed to
her to exist at all, except just as it revolved round
Dick Radcliffe as its axis. There was joy in going
to the office--there was infinite joy in the knowledge
that she was useful . . . and she knew that she was :
and there was joy unspeakable in welcoming him
home sometimes- making him free of her little
domain-—spreading it out for his acceptance—pre-
paring little fétes for him. What was there in the
world to worry about or to regret ¥ Nothing.

And now Dick was ill. He wasn’t ill so that he
was going to die. No—not ill like that at all. But
he was ill, and pretty sick too, laid low, suffering-
and she wasn’t able to be beside him and take care of
him. He was in hospital, as the New World way is,
and he had a special nurse, two special nurses, in fact
—one for the day and another for the night-—and she,
Phyllis, who would have given ten years of her life to
be near him, was shut out, shut out absolutely, not
even able to take the receiver off the telephone and
«all up and ask how he was.

It was while Phyllis sat at the table with her eves on
the telephone that the first doubt of her way of life
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—
entered into her mind. She had thought—thought brai
sometimes a little defiantly perhaps— that theirs was hom
the better way of life. Such a union could never love
grow ‘“ stuffy,” she would say to herself-—she had hers,
read Edward Carpenter, and she borrowed the word kney
from him. She had dwelt on all the advantages of exisl
their union. Dick was free. She was free. Nothing her
bound them together but their love, and if that were in sy
to fail they were free to part. But away back in— the ¢
well, in her heart, I suppose it was—she said to her- B
self at the same time that nothing could ever make telep
them want to part. They were one and they would that
stay one. Sometimes she would tell Dick how free longi
he was, impress it on him: *“If ever you choose she 1
another woman, if you grow tired of me,” she would to sit
say to him, ‘* you are free. You're absolutely quite she 1
free, Dick. I sha'n’t say a thing.” But even as she slept
said these things, and she honestly thought she said spen{
them sincerely, something within her said: * He yeari
never will want another woman. Why should he ? woul
Aren’t you his friend as well as everything else ? that
Can’t you satisfy his brain as well as his heart—why telep.
should he want to part from you . . . 7" proje
She had been very happy for those last three years. nothi
Yes, she had been happy. Hardly a doubt had by ar
assailed her about anything. She had just taken over |
the moment as it passed, enjoyed it, made the most suf
of it, caressed it almost sometimes—and then taken Redn
the next moment as it came along. She was happy Ye
in her work—happy, perhaps, rather in her useful- as sh
ness to Dick—and she was happy in her little home. what
She was young enough and strong enough to be able to ho
to cope with her double work, the working of her She 1
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brain at the office and the working of her hands at
home. But most of all she was happy because in her
love for Dick she was carried wholly, utterly out of
herself.  She never thought of herself; she hardly
knew that such a person as Phyllis Redmayne
existed. For her, Dick was the Great Reality, and
her whole life was her gift to him. I have said that,
in spite of her brain and her modernity, she was just
the old, old thing.

But now as she sat with her eyes fixed on the
telephone the first doubt assailed her.  She took on
that road her first step- that costs. She sat there
longing with all her soul to know about the man
she loved ; and she couldn’t know. She just had
to sit and wait. Twenty-four hours had passed since
she heard last.  Of all those hours she had merely
slept uneasily two or three; all the rest she had
spent — longing is a weak word for it. She had
yearned and craved to know how he was. She
would have prayed if she had had the least idea
that she would get an answer. She thought of
telepathy and she felt it was a fraud-—she longed to
project her spirit and it wouldn’t go. There was
nothing for it but to wait, harrowed and devoured
by anxiety. He wasn’t going to die—she said that
over and over to hersell ; but for all that he was ill

suffering—and she wasn’t beside him. Phyllis
Redmayne felt it wasn’t fair.

Yes, that was how she felt. She said to herself
as she sat there that there was nothing wrong in
what she eraved. She didn’t want to worry him,
to bother him, to show him love at the wrong time.
She merely wanted to be beside him, to tend him,
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—
to read his slightest gesture so as to be of use—that stru
was what she wanted, just to be of use. And when loat!
she thought of the nurses being with him, giving him oper
intimate care, touching him, raising him, looking she
after him in the sleepless watches of the night— If s
when she thought of this and visualised it, her hands alloy
clenched under the table and she felt the hot tears her |
rising to her eyes. That was her place—it was her It
place to be with him. It was her privilege to lose in.
her sleep so that she might soothe him. It was th
her right—ves, it was her right to tire herself, to coul
wear her body out. if need be, that he might have one thar
moment’s rest and peace.  Why should he be given Dick
over to indifferent paid nurses when she, she would as s
give anything, anything in the world. just to be betw
allowed to tend him ? relat
What she felt to be the injustice of the world came befo
on Phyllis Redmayne all of a sudden as she sat in the
her little room. It was growing late. The sun was of h
away past her window now, and that meant that it in al
would soon be evening. Why were they so late in She
ringing her up to-night ? Was it possible that they wror
had forgotten her—if so, was she to sit there another SeCre
twenty-four hours waiting ? Or was it possible— tell ]
was it possible that he—that something had happened or le
. . . her hand went out towards the receiver. Could agail
it be-—oh, could it be, that the doctors were wrong, of hi
that he was seriously ill, that he might—die? Phyllis and
! Redmayne felt her heart leap-—-and then she felt a that
sickness—she felt grey. . . . neth
After all, it wasn’t as if she was asking anything time
wrong. She only wanted to know-—and she mightn’t justi
ring up and ask. Suddenly the secrecy of the thing her
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struck her as horrible— hateful. She felt that she
loathed it—she wanted to go up to the hospital
openly and boldly, just as she was, and demand that
she should be let in to nurse her Ier what ?
If she went up to the hospital and demanded to be
allowed in to nurse her lover it wouldn’t advance
her cause much.

It began to dawn on her dimly, the mess she was
in. There was nothing wrong in the relation itself

that she would swear. No wife that ever was
could look on her husband with eyes more loving
than those with which Phyllis Redmayne looked on
Dick Radecliffe. And—she kept saying it to herself
as she sat there—there was no question of money
between them. There was nothing sordid in their
relation. She earned her bread as she had earned it
before she ever knew that a Dick Radcliffe lived in
the world. She was true to him with every shred
of her. She wasn’t his only in her body, she was his
in all her heart and soul. She was devoted to him.
She—she adored him. The only thing that was
wrong about it all was that she had to keep it a
secret, and to keep it an effectual secret she had to
tell lies.  She had to act lies too. Her life was more
or less a lic—but that was all anyone could bring
against her. And she wasn’t lying for any advantage
of her own . . . it was just to keep the bare bread
and butter coming in that she had to lie. She felt
that she was justified—yes, she felt that down to the
nethermost depths of her soul. And at the same
time she knew that the world would not call her
justified, and dimly, reluctantly, almost against
her better judgment, she felt that the world had

-




86 SISTER WOMAN

something on its side. There was no harm in her
loving him. There could be no harm just in her
wanting to be beside him now that he was sick.
In longing to be of use to the man she loved, was she
not proving herself to be a woman 7 Yet she couldn’t
go to him-——he would be furious with her if she went
and gave him away ; and the world, the little bit
of it with which she came into daily contact, would
never forgive her if she were to give it away. There
would be no one to stick up for her at all--not one
person that she knew could be made to understand
that she, Dick Radcliffe’s mistress, had kept her
self-respect, that she was an independent creature-

she detested the word mistress, and she didn't feel
that it applied to her . . . and yet she knew that
it did apply to her and that her poor, pitiful little
plea about earning her own livelihood and keeping
herself decently wouldn’t have any weight with any-
one at all anywhere. As she sat there gazing at the
telephone she felt like Athanasius against the world

—and the world looked big and heavy.

What if he were ill--seriously ill 7 What then ?
How long was she supposed to go on sitting there
just waiting for a message ? If they went on for-
getting her might there not come a time when she
would be justified in going and—not demanding
at all—just asking— pleading—begging for some
scrap of news ? Would it be possible that they
would shut her out if he—if he—was dying 7 . . .

Suddenly the telephone eried and clanged. Tt was
speaking. Phyllis Redmayne gave a great start and
she took the receiver in her hand, and in a vague,
uncertain way she was astounded to feel that her
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hand was shaking so that it would hardly hold the
receiver in its fingers. She put the other hand up
to steady it; she pressed the receiver to her ear.
“Yes,” she said. And then she repeated it. ** Yes,
hello ! ™ she said again. She hardly knew that dim,
unsteady voice. ** Mr Radecliffe a-asks me to phone
you up and say he’s feeling some better to-night.
He guesses he'll sit up to-morrow for a spell. . . .”
That was the message. Phyllis Redmayne’s heart
gave a great leap—it leaped up nearly into her
mouth, and when she tried to speak she could hardly
get the words out for breathlessness. *“Is his
temperature normal to-night 7 Is he tired 7 The
questions poured out as water gushes out of the
neck of a bottle when the cork is removed. “ How
did he sleep last night ? Do you think he seems
like sleeping now ¥ Is he eating? Can he talk ?
Is he able to——7?’

Phyllis Redmayne hung the receiver up. Every-
thing that she had thought and feared as she sat
waiting dropped again out of sight, out of touch, out
of thought. Dick was better! He wasn’t so very,
very ill. He wouldn’t die—what nonsense! The
doctors were right, of course, he wasn’t in any
danger of dying, not even thinking of it. And as
this certainty flooded Phyllis Redmayne’s being,
nothing else in the world seemed to matter. She
was carried out of herself once more. Love spread
its broad, strong wings and lifted her up-—lifted her
up above herself—above what the world might think
or mightn’t think. As she sat there looking at the
telephone that had brought her the good news her
heart seemed to swell in love and gratitude. She
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felt happy. She felt blessed. What if she couldn’t
be beside him ?  Wasn’t he being taken care of and
looked after so that he would be given back to her
well and strong again ? She felt that she had far,
far more than she deserved. Mistress seemed to her
the loveliest word in the language. Oh yes, she was
Dick’s mistress, and soon he would be well and able
to come to her. She glanced round her little room,
wondering how she could beautify it for his coming.
There passed rapidly, tenderly through her mind
the little meal she would give him to eat. She
would welecome him soon—see him sitting there
again—watch him eat. She would be able to see
with her own eyes what havoe sickness had wrought
in him—she would be able to touch and feel him—
she could kiss him as he sat there and be sure that
he was no spirit but dear flesh and blood.

She looked out through her little window at the
early evening sky. She sat watching the lovely
evening clouds going their majestic peaceful way.
And suddenly—no one could be more surprised than
she herself—she laid her head down on her two
outstretched arms—and she sobbed and sobbed.
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ARION DRYSDALE lay in her hospital

M bed. She had a private room, the very

cheapest private room available ; still it

was a private room, and she had it—but not alone,
She had a little bedfellow.

She was not allowed to have him always. He
was brought to her, left with her while she nursed
him, and then he was taken away again—up to that
great nursery which he shared with the little bed-
fellows of other women ; little bedfellows who were
brought and taken away again, just as he was.
There they lay in a row, some with pink bows on
the tops of their bassinettes and some with blue,
sleeping away the days and nights, waiting for the
time when they could walk and speak and grow into
human beings—new and unexpected, every one of
them, and at the same time old and, each one, exactly
like what has been before. It was a grief to Marion
Drysdale that she might not have her little bed-
fellow with her all the time—close, close beside her
so that she might feast her eyes on him all day long.
But hospital laws are as the laws of the Medes and
Persians. It is not good for a babe to be with his
mother all the time. It is better for a mother to
be quit of her babe now and then—they must meet
and they must learn to part. It is the law of life.

*“ You won’t miz him, will you ?” Marion would
say anxiously to the nurse. She said it indeed
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-
almost every time the white-capped, white-aproned J
kindly piece of officialdom came to fetch him away ) ot
again.  ** You won’t mix him, will you ? I should ol
know, of course, il you did,” said Mamie Drysdale, »
“but it might make trouble—so don’t—doi’t . . .
will you?” H
The nurse would laugh and take the babe up &
expertly—think of the hundreds of babes that passed la
through these expert hands in the course of a year ! =
“That’s what all the mothers say to us,” she said. ¥
“They're all afraid of the babes getting mixed up hi
in the long nurseries into a jig-saw puzzle and never .
coming right again.” And she laughed and pointed "
to the baby’s tag with his name—or his number !— D
on it. 1
But Mamie Drysdale didn’t laugh. She didn’t ag
laugh at all. She looked earnestly at the nurse
and her eyes travelled back to the baby. i
““ Oh,” she said, and her voice was as earnest as I
her eyes, ** you ought to be mothers, every one of you ol
baby nurses. If I was your principal or your matron, o
or whatever you call her, I wouldn’t let a nurse in—
not to nurse, I mean—if she hadn’t had a baby.” hie
The nurse would only laugh again  * Don’t you th
worry,” she would say, and then she would dis- I
appear with the babe, shutting the door softly behind
her. And it would seem to Mamie, lying with the al
spring sunlight streaming in on her, as if the sun had
hidden his face for good—as if black night had de- -
scended on her. She would lie there and long—and W
long—and long—for the sun to come back again. P
Her baby ! th
She hadn’t been long through her woman’s work. ok
|
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Just five days old the baby was. But Mamie had
come through well-—she was young and strong, full
of vigour and life and hope. Such women do their
work well. They bring forth their children in joy.

Not that Marion Drysdale had done that exactly.
Hers had been a hard row to hoe—and there were
other rows ahead of her still harder. Life, as she
lay looking at it, seemed uphill, and an uphill
road is hard to tread with a child in your arms:
you must have courage. To begin with, Mamie
had had to come into hospital with a name that was
not hers. She had entered herself as Mrs Middleton
and her name was Marion Drysdale—Miss Marion
Drysdale. It had to be, this taking of another
name. She knew it. But for all that she kicked
against the pricks.

“T don’t want,” she had said, *“ to go in and have
my child—our child, Davy !--with another name.
I want to go in frankly and openly, and bring our
child into the world with its mother’s name if it
can’t have yours.”

And when David Winterford had kept saying to
her: What did it matter—such a little, unimportant
thing as that—she had only kept on saying : * But
I don’t want it. . . .”

And she had seemed to him once more unreason-
able.

For what did it matter ? Marion Drysdale had
so many lies to tell in her way of life that one more
was neither here nor there. It was all in her day’s
work to tell lies; it had been that way for so long
that she ought to have got used to it by now. But
she wasn’t used to it. Each lie was a new prick to




92 SISTER WOMAN

her soul. She never got used to them—though she
told them fluently enough. And now there was a
third person—something new, quite, quite new—
and she felt as if it were a shame to start it in life
with a lie. A child ought to come into the world
royally-—hoped for, prepared for, welcomed--yes,
welcomed with reverence. To bring it there in any
sort of a hole-and-corner way . . . it wasn’t right.
No ; it wasn’t right.

Mamie gave up arguing the matter. It was just
one of those things that she and Davy couldn’t
agree about. Usually they understood one another
perfectly-—they were as one mind about most things.
But now and then there would erop up a thing—
something—and as luck would have it it was almost
always one of the things that mattered—that they
didn’t think alike about. And the more they talked,
the less alike they seemed to think. The end of
arguments like that was tears—passionate, un-
willing tears on Mamie’s part, and a little anger,
perhaps, on his. She consented to the Mrs Middleton
and there was a conspiracy with the doctor about it,
and she was entered in the hospital books in that
name, and came in as Mrs Middleton, with the plain
gold ring, that she usually kept hidden, conspicuously
on her finger—and she was known only in that way.
But she was continually afraid she would forget—
wake up suddenly perhaps—forget to respond-—give
herself away somehow before she realised what she
was saying. And deep inside her she resented having
to be afraid like that.

Mamie lay in her straight little hospital bed and
looked out of the window. She was high up on the
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top story so that she was far above the street, and
the noise of the street cars as they went clanging by.
She seemed far away from everything. All she
could see out of the window was the sky ; and as she
lay on that early March afternoon watching the
drifting clouds—she thought.

She was weak yet—too weak to enjoy sitting up.
She lay flat, with her dark head low in the pillow ;
and her dark eyes looked out and far out, right into
the sky beyond the window--right into the big
world that is just outside every one of us. It was
a long time since she had heard from Davy, so it
seemed to her, and she knew that there was another
long time to come before she could hear from him.
By an abstruse and roundabout piece of work he
had been told that he had a son—a son! But she
didn’t know yet how he felt to that son. She didn’t
know if he was pleased or excited—if it changed his
whole outlook on life, or if he was just sorry that
his son wasn’t dead . . . as they had agreed would
be the easiest way.

Yes, they had agreed that together ; and Mamie,
as she thought of it, couldn’t believe that_it was
she who had even acquiesced in such a thing. Wish
their son dead ! She wish her baby still-born—she
—his mother! She drew a great breath as she
lay there and she shook the thought from her
for ever.

She turned a little on her pillow and she thought
of the past— that past between her and Davy before
the baby was. And now that past—that sacred
thing of her life—presented itself just as something
that had led up to this—their child. She remem-




_

94 SISTER WOMAN

bered her first sight of Davy. He was standing talk-
ing—he had had his profile turned to her. And she
remembered that queer, inexplicable feeling that
came over her of some past intimacy with him—and
the rush of feeling that swept through her and seemed
to penetrate into every tissue of her being. It hadn’t
been a thing thought of, considered, their love—it
had been a sudden flame and she had been caught up
in it as a leaf before the wind is caught up by the
blazing bonfire. She had loved him, yes, she had
loved him that first day before she had even spoken
to him. She had loved him—and she loved him
now. Davy was to her the one man in the world—
the only thing that mattered—the one real thing
there was. As she lay there looking up into the sky
and back into the past she remembered her blank
astonishment at this love of hers— her amazement
at the way it had taken hold of her—and shattered
her.

For that was what it had done. Tt had shattered
the old Mamie Drysdale whom she knew-—and a new
Mamie Drysdale had come into being whom-—whom
sometimes she shrank from. The old Mamie had
been a straight girl, gaining her own living, hard-
working, conscientious. She had meant to go
straight all her days, had the old Mamie—till she
met Davy; and then things had changed. He
couldn’t marry her. That was the first thing. He
loved her-—that was the second. And she loved him
—that was the third. Mamie Drysdale badn’t been
able to go straight any more.

And so they had--not drifted into it, not at all.
They had entered perfectly open-eyed into an
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irregular union : into one of those unions with which
our whole society is honeycombed to-day. Marion
Drysdale had gone on working. She had taken
nothing from David Winterford but his love. As a
free gift she gave herself—he gave himself. There
were two to the bargain—they loved one another—
they came to meet each other freely. So they had
united. So they became one.

They did become one—for they loved one another
very much. He, who had always jeered a little at
women, was astounded to find in Mamie a human
being as well as a woman. He was frankly amazed
to come across something so like hims: '/ and yet so
entirely unlike himself—a woman wio gave freely
all she had—gave and gave—yet one that he could
not take from unless she chose to give.

Mamie remembered his naive astonishment.

“You're different, aren’t you ?** he had said to her
once, * different . . .’

And she remembered, too, his incredulous look at
her once, when they were walking together on grassy
cliffs, with a grey, grey sea far below them, and she
had said to him : ** I don’t want to marry you, Davy.
I like it better this way—better it

That was a while ago.

She thought of it, lying there. She thought of
their physical union—her surprise. Her surprise at
herself—at this undiscovered life she felt surging up
and up in her. “ Where is this leading me ?” she
would ask herself. There were moments when she
used to feel afraid of these waves of life that surged
up in her—and came back and back on her. She
remembered times when she felt inclined to put out
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Ler two hands and keep the waves off—push them
away.

That time of love—that early time! How had
she worked at all 7 How had sh: managed to go
about and look just as usual ¥ How had she kept
their secret, when inside her all day long there had
been that tumult—and those great waves surging
up and up in her and breaking down every landmark
she had lived by! She remembered their first
morning, for they had stolen—with what infinite
deceit and pains ! a day or two together . . . and
she remembered how, as they passed out into the
freshness of the May morning, she had somehow let
fall a note—a fifty-dollar note-—out of the bosom of
her dress. And she had just watched it drift away
from her on the spring wind without even stooping
to pick it up—it hadn’t seemed to matter. Yes,
she, the practical business girl, the woman who
had earned her money and had had to live on what
she earned, she who had pinched and scraped and
struggled—she had stood there and watched her
fifty-dollar note drift away from her, when by merely
stooping down she could have picked it up again.
Think of it! What confusion—what chaos—what
a dazed brain! They had laughed together about
it since . . . but that confusion, that chaos of her
mind was to lead straight to this: to this bed in a
hospital—and her boy! Her breath came quick
and fast.

When that stolen day or two of love was over, then
working-time had come. And they had settled down
to work—or seemed to. But Mamie, lying there,
remembered the struggle of it. There was the work
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to be done—that work that she had always done well
and thoroughly, that same work that had seemed all-
important to her before she met Davy—it was still
there to be done as before. She had been a good
business woman : prompt, punctual, never absent-
minded, trustworthy to the smallest item. She had
been working her way steadily up when she met
Davy. She had even had ambitions.

But the day she saw Davy’s profile, as he stood
there on the hearthrug—waiting for her, as it had
seemed to her—her ambitions had vanished. They
had just passed away from her, as she remembered
seeing pictures pass away from her at a dissolving
view. She asked hersell if she really ever had had
those ambitions! Or had she only thought that
she had had them? She wondered. Yet they had
seemed real enough at the time.

After she had met Davy—after they had been
away together, at any rate—there had seemed no
room for ambitions any more. Mamie had found
herself suddenly full to the brim of confusing, surg-
ing, growing things—things growing at such a pace
that sometimes they had seemed to her ill weeds
threatening to overgrow anything that was good in
her. She loved Davy—but at that time she loved
him with a passionate, absorbing, narrow love, a
love that would have kept him for ever at her side ;
a love that grudged him to anyone ¢lse—anything
else; a love that was engrossing, selfish, that hated
to have him absent from her an hour, a second . . .
but she loved him. She remembered once hearing his
voice as she came into the office hall—listening to
him as he talked quite unself-consciously through the
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telephone receiver. * Well, good-bye,” he had said,
“ good luck to you—ring up again some time. . . .”
And as she listened she remembered how the thought
had gone dashing through her : ** Will the day ever
come when I shall hear that voice and it won’t go
through and through me—like this !

The day had never come. She had gone on always
loving him more and more—more intensely and
always more intensely, partly perhaps because of the
enforced secrecy of their love. Love, like any other
thing, needs an outlet. It must react and be reacted
on. Store it up, pack it close, force the door on it,
turn the key-—-why, you might as well try to pack
away growing life and ask it to grow healthily. But
Mamie Drysdale hadn’t known plain and ordinary
truths like that in the early days—and, lying quietly
on her hospital bed, she remembered outbursts,
explosions . . . and then she remembered how she
had thought herself wicked and ungrateful when such
explosions came—she had accused herself of selfish-
ness, of not loving Davy. She had wept in those early
days—she had felt ashamed. Oh, she had wept !

Then came the time of danger when the fear
pressed on her. A child would separate her from
Davy—she couldn’t have them both ; she knew it.
She must tear herself away from Davy-—or she must
cast away her child. And after the first year or two
of love she had longed for a child—and at the same
time she had feared it with all her soul. Whole days
she had passed tossing between desire and fear. She
had wanted her child ; it had seemed to her as if their
love was incomplete without a child . . . and she
had dreaded the moment when she might find it was

——
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coming. Her life had become torn.  She remem-
bered how she used to feel sick sometimes with
longing—and the next moment sick with fear lest
her longing should be realised.

Her work had suffered. How can one go about
with one’s mind full of such things as that—and
work ?  Work seems a paltry thing when you put it
in the scales with life. Life and making life—what
is the adding up of figures, what is the balancing of
books compared with that ? Yes, her work had
suffered. She had done her best. She was con-
scientious—she had tried and tried again, but her
work had suffered. It had grown incorrect, slovenly,
almost in spite of her. She called to mind the times
when she would pull herself together, make a great,
great effort. * I must do better—I must try harder,”
she had said to herself; T ean do better if T can
only try . . .”—and she would try. But her mind
would be rent asunder again by fear—and through
the fear the longing would spring up in spite of every-
thing she could do to keep it under. And her resolu-
tions would all melt away as the snow melts before
the spring sun, her work would slacken again and fall
back—and then something in her would feel ashamed.
She felt as if she ought to have strength to help it—
she couldn’t forgive herself. She hadn’t told Davy
much about these things—never more than she could
help. But sometimes, and usually at the wrong
moments, they would burst out of her . . . and he
didn’t—he didn’t seem able to understand. He was
impatient sometimes of things like that.

Then came conception. She found herself with
child ; and she was happy. Yes, against her reason,
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against her judgment, against all that her common
sense could say, she was happy. Suddenly — it
was owing to her unreasoning happiness, perhaps,
that she felt like that—it didn’t seem to her that this
need separate her from Davy! Why need it?
Why mightn’t she have both man and child ? She
had an unreasonable feeling that something could be
done—that something must and would be done to
make things go all right; and she expected, as a
matter of course, that Davy would feel the same.
She expected him to feel just as she did, that a
miracle had happened, and that when miracles
happen they change our commonplace, everyday life
and turn it into something golden and beautiful
and—quite different. But he didn’t feel like that.
David Winterford didn’t feel like that at all. He
wasn’t happy as she was, he wasn’t even pleased for
a second. He just thought it an unmitigated
nuisance . . . and he had all sorts of suggestions
to make that she wouldn’t so much as listen to. No.
The child was there. She would give it birth ; after
it was safely in the world, then they could think
what they would do. *““But I can’t leave you,
Davy,” she had kept saying, ““I can’t leave you,
dear, remember . . .”—and she had thought that
she couldn’t leave him. She had imagined that
even after the birth of her chiid she would cling
to the man. She remembered how it had passed
through her mind then—while she was telling him
she couldn’t leave him-—that her child could be
nothing to her in comparison with the man who had
given her her child. It had seemed to her that
woman’s love for man must surpass any love
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she can have for the child she may bring into
the world.

Yes, she had thought that. She had actually
thought that. She had fancied that once she had
brought her child safely into the world she would be
content to place it safely somewhere—pay well for it
with Davy’s money and her own too—visit it—see
to the very best of her ability to its brfnging up—be
sure that it was healthy and well cared for. She had
imagined that she could desert it so—she had even
thought that the knowledge of its being there and
away from her would steady her perhaps. It might
be that she would be able to care for Davy a little
differently, perhaps even more, but more sensibly

. and that the babe would just be a responsibility
in their two lives, something that she and Davy
had brought into the world, something they had
to see to. It was only at the last, just at the
very last when, for the first time, she had felt a
little desperate—that she had agreed with Davy that
it would be the best thing if their child . . . well,
there was no use thinking of that. That was past.

The night before she came into hospital she had
said good-bye to Davy. And as she stood with her
eyes on his face and her hands on his two shoulders,
she had said to him : * Davy, it will be all right, my
dear. I sha’n’t be very ill. T know it. I'm strong
—T’ll be out in a week or two . . . and then I'll be
beside you again. We'll house it somewhere and
make it comfortable—if it’s really there—and then
you and I will work again as we used to.” And
she remembered how she had drawn closer to him
and said: * You'll miss me, won’t you, Davy ?
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You'll be glad to have me back again . . .” And
they had said good-bye. And Davy, for the first
time, had been—upset, poor boy.

Now the child was there—actually there, some-
thing to touch. It was no longer something invisible,
hidden, something you thought about all day and
all the night-time you were awake, something you
thought about continually, but something neverthe-
less that it was hard to believe in as a reality. It
was there now. You could touch and feel it. It
was a child—a living, human creature, five days old.

Marion Drysdale lay looking up into the sky. She
lay quite quietly, without moving at all. Her mind
was no longer in a tumult. There was no confusion
or doubt or hesitation in her soul. She knew that
she loved Davy just as she had always loved him.
She knew that she loved him even more now that he
was the father of her boy . . . and she knew that
she would leave Davy and stay with her boy. She
knew quite certainly that there was nothing else for
her to do—that she wanted to do nothing else. She
had known this the first time she had heard her child
give its little wailing cry.

As she lay quietly there her mind suddenly caught
on to practical things. She lay calculating how she
could best provide for her child. She lay counting
the cost of living—counting the money value of her
brain—wondering just what she could make—how
she could best spend it—how she could arrange her
whole life—for the baby. There was no danger now
that she would slacken, find her work beyond her,

that she would add her figures wrong, mix her book-
keeping up. Never again would she see a fifty-dollar
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note go drifting before her in the spring wind and not
stoop to pick it up. No. She felt her brain steady
and determined. She felt able for work—greedy for
work and for the money work could bring her. And
far down in her she felt those old ambitions—-those
ambitions that a little while ago she had found
herself wondering if she had ever really had—she
felt them stir in her— not the old ambitions quite,
perhaps, but still ambitions. With all the force of
her heart and soul she wanted to have strength to do
for her baby, so that he might grow to be a man—a
big, fine, strong man with ambitions of his own. As
she lay there she realised all of a sudden that her
point of view had shifted. She loved Davy deeply,
tenderly, passionately too, perhaps; but she loved
her son as one loves the future. She saw the possi-
bilities of the future in that tiny creature that she
had carried in her womb for nine long months. She
saw in him the possibilities that long ago, as it
seemed now, had dimly stirred in her for herself—
and she felt that everything she had to give was not
enough to give, if only it could help those possibilities
to grow into actual fact. She lay counting and
caleulating. What does a child need ? How can I
' do what is best for him ? How can I get him every-

! thing and all things that he has a right to ask from
: me ? How can I bring him up that he may be a
' man-—how can I make him strong and well . . . and
r good ? 'These were the things that Mamie Drysdale
v asked herself as she lay in her hospital bed. The
A difficulties in front of her were plain, but she felt in
F herself the strength to override them. Davy, her
r one preoccupation since the day when she first set
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eyes on him, had—not vanished, but taken second
place in her thoughts. This little one, this tiny
thing that needed her—/i¢ was what Mamie lay
thinking of—he was what filled her mind to overflow-
ing. It was as if all her life had led her up to this
moment-—as if everything that had happened to her
had brought her up to this open door. A child!
Hers and Davy’s.  “ We have made a man,” she kept
murmuring to herself, “a man! When his father
sees him he will understand. He couldn’t want to
keep me—1I have to go with the boy. Davy couldn’t
want to keep me-—when he sees the child. . . .”

And just then the door opened and the tall, white-
-apped, white-aproned nurse came in.  In her arms
she carried something, carefully, solicitously—she
carried something small and human and infinitely
precious.  “T've brought you your son, Mrs
Middleton,” she said, and she raised Mamie up on
her pillows and laid the tiny bundle of preciousness
in her arms. “* He’s a fine boy,” said the nurse, as
doubtless she said it to every mother who made her
way in and out of the portals of the hospital. ** He's
a fine boy, Mrs Middleton. I guess he’ll do you credit
all right.”

And Marion Drysdale was conscious of holding in
her arms something that was immensely her own —
something that, as it lay across her heart, seemed to
belong to her as the heart itself did. She looked
down at the tiny face, at the small, round, soft, soft
head, at the tiny, restless hand, at the living eyes
and she put her child’s mouth to her breast. **It’s
mine,” she thought ; * it’s ours—Davy’s and mine.

We've made it, we two—and God. God made it for




MOTHERHOOD 105

us out of our love for one another.” And she looked
down at the little wrinkled face, at the busy mouth,
at the tiny, constantly-moving hand, and a waft of
that first spring morning that she and Davy had
stepped out into together seemed to come across her.
She saw again the laburnums raining their golden
blossoms—she smelled the sweetness of the lilac—
she saw the spring sky overhead.

“Tt was for this we went away together,” she
thought—** for this.”

She looked down at her child—she felt great
tremors of love going through and through her as it
sucked at her breast. Her love for Davy seemed to
be embodied in her arms. It was drawing life and
strength from her body.

Marion Drysdale looked up at the nurse and she
smiled-—she smiled.

“He'll forgive me. Davy will forgive me for
going,” she thought. *“He can’t help forgiving me
when he sees the boy.”

And when the nurse had left her alone again she
kept saying over and over to herself: * Our son.
Our son. Little Davy. . . .”

She felt infinitely happy.




JACQUOT AND PIERRE

ADAME I’ESPERANCE comes now and
then to mend my rugs. She is a Francaise
de France, as they say in Canada: no

French-Canadian, but the real, genuine thing. Such
come to the New World to push their way ; to make
money is frankly their ambition. Dollars! That,
after all, is the sum of every immigrant’s ambition,
Perhaps the very worst that can be said of trans-
atlantic life, indeed, is that, in spite of one, it fixes
one’s attention all too exclusively on dollars. Life
in newer lands is something to be bought and sold—
never a thing to be enjoyed. And that philosophy
leads—downhill.

Madame L’Espérance is the Frenchwoman typified.
She is bourgeois France. She has the self-possession
of the Frenchwoman. the knowledge of the world,
the savoir vivre-—where do they get it ?—that all of
them seem honestly to come by. She has the mental
compactness, too, the intellectual view of life, that her
countrywomen have ; she accepts the world just as
it is—and cheerfully. Extraordinarily, for she has
had hardly anything of what we call ** education,”
she knows ; not only does she know her world, the
world of seamstresses and manual workers generally,
but she knows other worlds as well. She reads—
newspapers, books, whatever she gets hold of ; and
she observes. She makes use of the two eyes God
has given her, and what she sees with them she thinks
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about—weighs—reasons out—decides upon. She
is finite, certainly. But if she has limits, within those
limits she moves freely—and which of us can say as
much ? In talking to her I always feel that hers is a
point of view—not, as one so often feels in talking,
especially to women, that what they think is simply
nonsense and not a point of view at all.

Madame L’Espérance knows her work and does
it. For that work she charges the maximum fee,
but then she earns her money honestly. Punctu-
ally to the moment in the morning she appears,
punctually to the moment in the evening she goes
away again. Nothing would induce her to give more
than the market rate of time. *“If,”” she said to me
onee, in a moment of unwonted confidence—"if my
ladies keep me to do something a little extra for them
—on purpose, madame, see you, if so they think they
have me ”—with one of her rapid gestures she
sketched a person prostrate, bound—*‘ then the
next morning ”—she shrugged her shoulders—*1
come by so much the later.” She feels that she
can tell me things like that because she knows I
never try to take advantage of her. She knows
her human nature well, does Madame I.’Espérance !
She sizes us"all up and treats us as we deserve, and
if she will not give us extra time—why should she ?
—at least she will not cheat us of a minute. She
comes to us to work and she works hard ; what she
does is done—not done so that it falls to pieces in a
week again, as is the New World way of work. No;

| Madame is thorough. She accepts Canada’s views
| on ** gettingfon ” perhaps, but she retains her own
3 original views of work. Why is it that of all the
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immigrants who come to Canada the French and the
Chinese are the only ones to keep their accuracy and
their thoroughness 7 Why should the French and
the Chinese hold to their faith—why should the
Scotch and English slacken, fall into slovenly ways,
and in the end often outdo the New World itself in
lack of honest workmanship ¥ Why ? T have no
answer—I merely ask.

Then Madame L’Espérance is frankly unsenti-
mental—French again.  She views the world from
the rational economic point of view; and if for a
moment she chooses sentiment as her medium, it
is a sentiment riddled through with laughter. Yet
she has feeling.  She is an absolutely faithful wife—
faithful, I am sure, in deed and word and thought.
She views her husband a little with the maternal
eye, perhaps—but lovingly. He is in Champagne
—fighting. She is in Canada—waiting. Never in
his three years of absence have I known her grumble
—say one word that even hints at loneliness—at
missing him—at wishing him back again. What
Madame I’Espérance feels she keeps intact inside
herself. She makes no show of grief, and yet she
feels. You know it by the way she brings a letter
sometimes from her husband, by the way she shows
it you, unfolds it—feeling is like murder, it will out ;
and as she reads a sentence here and there her voice
betrays her. *“Ce pauvre garcon,” she says, and
glances up at you apologetically, *“ he speaks like
that because he misses me ! . . .” She passes from
the endearing words to business—such details as the
Censors let wives have. She lingers as she reads—
she hesitates—you see that she is loath to put the
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letter by again. How many wives all the world
over are doing things like that to-day ?—living on
letters, staying life not by bread but by the written
word. The letter-carrier has turned into the most
important thing in all the world. Crowned heads
are nothing to him.

One day Madame L’Espérance, when she had
folded up her letter and put it by, began to
talk.

“He is big,” she said, ** and simple. He would
have stayed in France and worked for nothing all
his life. T it was who brought him here.”

She stopped her work and glanced out through the
window for a second. It was April, and the world
was waking up.

“ Why,” she said, *“ should one always work for
nothing 7 Why must we give our lives, we others
who are poor ? For what ?”

Just for a moment I saw a reflection of the women
of the Revolution in Madame L’Espérance ; some-
thing fierce and merciless—a sense of deep injustice
seemed to stir in her. After a moment she went on.

“We came here,” she said. ** We left France.
Richard found work to do in Canada. Good work.
Well paid.”

She smiled. The woman of the Revolution was
gone again,

* They like him everywhere,” said she. ** Richard
is good. Simple—big—like that——"

Her tone was motherly.

*“ But,” she said, *“ see you, to be good and simple,
that is not the way that one makes money. No,
madame ; one must keep guard—suspect—be hard
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—if one would have success. And that is what one
comes to Canada to do.”

She looked at me. 1 nodded. She went on.

*“ Bien ”—she settled to her story. * We found
work,” said Madame L’Espérance, “ we were en
train to make a home—a foyer. Then came the war.
And Richard went. He went—nothing could keep
him. * Why should you go ?’ I said to him. He
answered me : * Our country is at war.” And when
I said : * Let them fight,” he only answered : * They
have need of me—1I go.””

Madame L’Espérance hesitated.

*“What can one say,” she asked ; ** what ?

“To me,” she said, ** it seemed that he might stay
perhaps. See, madame, we have known life hard.
We have worked all our lives—for nothing. Now
. . . we are here in Canada, we work —we make a
home. We, who never have been able to have
children—-how can one have children where there
is no money ?—now, we could found our family,
have a child. . . .”

Once more she hesitated.

“That, madame,” she said, *“ was why I wished
to keep him. One wants children. It is nature.
One wants to replace oneself—to go on living in the
world in one’s own child.”

Again she glanced at me. Again I nodded. She
went on.,

* See,” she said, ** here, madame, is my ambition.
To replace oneself—to replace one’s husband and
oneself, a daughter and a son. And then, perhaps ”

—she hesitated—** another little son ”—she laughed

“un petit extra.”
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She paused a moment, shifted her position,
threaded her needle, started on another rent.

* Such,” she said, **is my ambition. For that I
waited.”

She sewed.

* Then,” she said, ** came the war.”

She sewed.

* He may come back,” I said. * You may have
your hushand safely back again.”

* He may come back,” she said ; ** he may-——

Outside it was sunny. The trees were budding.
The leaves were pointing—breaking through their
sheaths.

*“ He went,” said she. *“T had to let him go.
I it was who sent him off at last.”

She paused a second, but when she spoke her
voice was absolutely steady.

“He said: ‘Do not weep.” I did not weep.
And if the tears were even in my voice Richard would
say to me: ‘Do not weep !’ and hold his finger up
as if I were a child.” She laughed at that—a tender
little laugh ; yes, she was maternal to her husband.
And then she said : T did not weep.” And then
she sewed again and we were silent for a while.

“ Madame,” she said at last, * how strange this
longing that we have for children! Why do we want
them so ? For what reason ? Is it merely planted
in us, this great longing, that we may replace our-
selves 7 "’

She looked at me. She shook her head.

“1 do not think that is the reason,” Madame
L’Espérance said : ** we would not have that longing
in us day and night for that.”
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She sewed, but one could see she sewed mechanic-
ally.

“It is a longing,” Madame L’Espérance said ;
“one wants a child. Life is an empty thing without
a child. Life is without reason if one has not got
a child. Yet why—"

She was so evidently not thinking of me that I made
no answer; and in a moment she continued, in
another voice. * Tiens,” she said, and shrugged
her shoulders, ** we cannot all have children. One
makes the best of it. . . .”

She laughed a little.

“If one longs,” she said, *‘one borrows. One
shares, mon Dieu, a scrap of other women’s children.
Voila what one does ! ™

Her face took on its ordinary, cheerful, eminently
rational look.

“ Mais oui,” she said, * one borrows—voila tout.”

Once more she shifted her position, took another
corner of the rug, settled to it.

* Above me,” she said, ** lives a friend, a Madame
Benoit—Lina is her name of baptism. She has two
children ”—and suddenly into Madame I.’Espérance’s
face there came an intimate look—*" yes,” she said,
*“ she has two sons, Jacquot and Pierre.”

She glanced at me and raised her hand with one of
those gestures so absolutely, so wholly and entirely
French.

* She has replaced,” she said, ** her husband and
herself. There remains for her the little daughter—
her petit extra.”

She smiled at me.

* Comme ¢a, c’est bon !’

’

‘

’

’

said she.
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I like to watch Madame when she looks like
that—so rational—so cheerful—so kindly and so
pleasant.

“There they live,” said she, *they and their
mother. Their father fights for France.”

“ How old,” T said, ** is Pierre ?”

** Pierre,” she said, *“is five. He is a boy already.
But Jacquot is yet a baby ; he is fifteen months.”

She glanced up from her rug. Her eves met mine.

* You, madame,” she said, ** love babies ?

“Yes,” I said; “1I love them.”

She drew the rug closer to her, turned a corner
where my foot had worn it, and set to work.

* With Pierre,” she said, ** one knows already.
He is a boy—he will be a man. He asks questions :
* What are the stars ¥ Where does the wind go to
when it does not blow ? Who makes the clouds ?’
Such things as that continually he asks.”

She laughed.

* Ce Pierre,” said she, ** il est impayable

Her face grew pleasanter and pleasanter.

* One knows,” she said, ** that such grow into men
—and so one loves them. But with Jaequot——"

She paused. She raised her smiling eyes to mine.

“ Jacquot,” she said, “is yet a baby. You,
madame, know how we women when we see a baby
see no baby but a miracle. We say: ‘ Here is no
man, perhaps. Out of that may grow—who
knows !’ ”—she laughed a little—* * some kind of
angel !* "

She made another of those gestures so exquisitely,
so inimitably French.

“Such foolish things as that one thinks some-
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times,” she said ; “ all women think like that just
for one moment when they see a baby that they
love. *There,” we say, ‘is something new. What
if there grew there something that has never grown
before-—all things are possible * So to think
is in us women, is it not so, madame ?

“Yes,” I said.

Her thread went done. She took another and
she sewed with it.

“And then,” she said—once more she laughed a
little—** our angel speaks. 1t says: * What are the
stars 7 Where does the wind go when it is not blow-
ing 7’ And we know that there will be a man like
any other.

*“One loves it better so, perhaps,” said Madame
L’Espérance. It is a man.”

She sewed a little while.

*“ When I come home,” she said, ** I eat my supper
and I run upstairs. Jacquot is there, not yet in bed,
perhaps. I take him in my arms, there in my lap
he sits—warm—good to touch—solid. Sometimes
he sleeps.”

She sewed.

“ Ce petit lapin bleu!” she said--and suddenly
she dropped her sewing. * Mais pensez done,
madame,” she said, ** une fois on a tapé Jacquot, et
J’ai pleuré, moi——"

She laughed again a little.

“Tiens,” she said, ** ¢’est ridicule, n’est-ce pas ?
Comme c’est absurde !—j’ai pleuré, moi, parce qu’on
a tapé Jacquot!”

She took her rug again and sewed.
*“ Last night,” she said, ** Jacquot spoke.”
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*“ Philosophy ?” said 1.
* Oui, madame,” she answered—and what English
or Canadian sewing-woman could have answered me
like that ?—* oui, toute une philosophie. He said :
‘Maman!’”

She laughed again—the tender sort of little laugh
that she had given when she spoke of keeping back
her tears before her husband left her.

“ Comme ¢a,” said she, ** we know he is a man.
Jacquot will grow a man like all the rest--he is no
angel.

“Tiens, tiens!” said Madame L’Espérance.
After a bit she said: * Ce petit bonhomme . . .”

and then she snapped her thread and smoothed
the rug—her work on it was done.

*“Comme ¢a,” she said, “ we borrow scraps of
happiness, we others.”

She shrugged, it seemed to me, not so much her
shoulders as her soul.

“Cest la vie, mon Dieu,” she said--and rose
from her hands and knees.

She stood there, faced me, spoke in quite another
tone—her ordinary business voice: * Que voulez-
vous, madame,” she said, *“que je fasse main-
tenant . ., .?”
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HE is pretty and not very wise. In fact she

isn’t wise at al! except for a sort of unex-

pected flash now and then of the kind of
wisdom that comes of rubbing up against the hard
proposition of earning your own living in this big,
big world-the kind of wisdom, I presume, that
Solomon was alluding to when he remarked that there
was much grief in it. She has been earning her
living by rubbing up against the world for quite a
number of years—too many years considering how
little old she is: and in certain ways, there is no
denying it, she knows a lot. * Well,” she says to
me sometimes, “folks says this ole world is a-all
a ba-ad kind of a place. But come to think, I ain’t
seen nothin’ ser ah-ful ba-ad. Not to ca-all ba-ad,”
she adds reflectively ; and forthwith she proceeds
to tell me something that makes my hair stand up
on end. * Ain’t ut the limut, eh ?” she says after
that—and then she adds: *“ An’ tha-at’s not the
worst I seen!” And complacently she resumes
our casual conversation.

But she is pretty—oh, she is pretty! Just to
look at her brings all sorts of adjectives arising to
the surface of your mind. Dainty, charming, tempt-
ing, delicious—words like that she makes you think
of. And when she comes in at the door, of an
evening, looking in her elegant slimness for all the
world like Una without the lion, it is hard somehow
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to believe that her path has been so thorny and
uphill all the way.

She has had a hard time. There have been lots
of occasions when the lion would have come in handy.
Young women who look dainty and charming and
tempting and delicious don’t have a very easy time
of it on life’s journey if they have nothing to pro-
tect them but their own sense of decency and fair-
ness. And young women in stores who also serve
by standing and waiting all day long suffer not only
from sore and swollen feet—they suffer in their self-
respect too. They get bumped up against and hustled
and hurtled : they are either too sharply or too sweetly
spoken to. If they don’t get themselves into a mess
they deserve, to my mind, everything that is going

for, take it all in all, they have a pretty poor time.

Altabelle—for that, T am sorry to say, is her name
—serves in a drug store; one of the kind that is
called ** cut-rate "—cheap, cheap and exceedingly
nasty at the price. She is a young lady clerk there
(pronounce, please, just as it is written), on a salary
of five dollars a week. She is due at the drug store
at eight-thirty in the morning, and there she stays
till six-thirty p.m., with a short space of time off for
her dinner—or her lunch, as Altabelle prefers that it
should be called. Three evenings a week she is back
at the store by seven-thirty p.m. and comes away
again at eleven. On Saturdays she has to stay till
midnight, and on alternate Sundays she is *“ on duty
all day long. It is the species of store that has
printed on its window: “ All Night and All Day
Service.” When that is the legend, someone has to
be there to make it come true,

e —— -
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Altabelle’s work is various. First of all she
““makes sales,” and she likes that very much. She
is more or less of a genius at it. Her pretty face
tempts customers and her winning manner tempts
them to buy. She has a way of recommending
wares, in fact, that makes everyone want to buy them
on the spot, and her secret is that she more than half
believes in them herself, though the less than half of
her knows very well that everything she sells is pretty
much of a fraud.  When she leans over the counter
and says to you, in a low, persuasive voice: “ Jes’
try ut. It’s a fine article. It'll a-act da-andy on
you, b’lieve me ! ** why, then, you feel that life has
beenincomplete without that particulardrug and that
only as soon as you and your fifty cents are parted
will you begin to live. “It’s a fine thing,” says
Altabelle, as she does up your knobbly parcel, with
the aid of the bad paper and the worse string that the
cut-rate stores provide; and off you go with your
parcel under your arm—happy till you try it. The
odd thing is that the next time you go back and
Altabelle leans over the counter and says to you in
exactly the same voice: ** Say, tha-at’s a swell pro-
duc-tion. It’s ideal ! all your previous experience
vanishes from your mind and once more you buy,
with the self-same human hope as before springing
eternal in your breast. Altabelle’s name ought, of
course, to have been Circe . . . but Altabelle has
never heard of Circe, and if you were to tell her the
story of the changing of Ulysses’ followers into hogs
she would only say : ““ Git a-an !~—you ca-an’t stick
me "’ or words to that effect.

When Altabelle isn’t making sales she is

3

‘ going
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over stock.” In other words, she is cleaning and
dusting the goods that later she intends to palm off
on an unsuspecting humanity. She doesn’t like
that. First of all, it makes her as bla-ack as a pa-at,
and then she has to mount on a ladder to get at the
top shelves, and the gen’lemen below can see up her
legs. *“’Tain’t right,” says Altabelle. **’Tain’t
the thing for a young lady. And,” she will add, with
a good deal of heat, ** "tain’t as if a young lady ca-an
afford to wear her sheer hose every day neither.
Tha-at cleanin’ pra-aposition ain’t 2ight . . . it'’s
a ma-an’s work,” she will go on repeating with
energy.

Granted these working hours there isn’t much
time left over for anything else.  Altabelle ** rooms.”
She lives all alone in a garret, for which she pays two
dollars and fifty cents a week. She hasn’t ** kitchen
privileges,” but there is a gas-ring in the corner over
which she cooks her breakfasts (I mean she makes a
cup of tea before she gets out of bed and takes gulps
at it and hasty bites at a piece of bread and butter
while she is waving her hair); and when she gets
home at night she makes another cup of tea and eats
another piece of bread and butter—with possibly a
second-grade quality of egg or a third-rate grade of
kipper. On the nights that she is due back at the
store by seven-thirty this meal is as hurried as the
first one of the day ; and usually on such occasions,
when she returns at night, she makes another cup of
tea and drinks it in a leisurely manner after she gets
into bed. Tea is cheap and stimulating. Altabelle
never does without the accompanying milk and
sugar if she can help it, but sometimes when funds
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run completely out she has to drink it *“ clear” ; and
then, like Dick Swiveller’s ** Marchioness ** with her
orange-peel and water, Altabelle has to make-believe
very much before it tastes quite nice—normally she
likes three lumps of sugar to the cup and a generous
supply of milk. The midday meal Altabelle always
takes ‘* out,” because there isn’t time to get home to
the gas-ring. It is more a problem than a meal.
If you deduct two dollars and fifty cents for your
room (light extra) and fourteen meals of tea and
bread and butter with seven accompanying second-
grade eggs or third-rate kippers, and then add on to
that your car fares for the times you sleep in and
start late, and the clothes you would love to buy and
do buy sometimes, though you know you can’t afford
it—well, you will find there isn’t much over. How-
ever, Altabelle takes a sangwitch with her in a general
way for this midday meal of hers, and she buys a
cup o’ cawfee to wash it down, or sometimes she has
a ten-cent salad and a roll, or sometimes just ice-
eream. And when funds run out altogether she
takes a walk in her lunch-hour and looks in at the
shop windows, and thinks what stunning high-heeled
pumps she would buy if she only had the money.
Sundays make a change. The Sunday she stays
at home she usually stops in bed till the early after-
noon to ““ rest up ”’ ; and then she drinks her cup of
tea and dresses herself in everything she has and goes
for a wa-alk with a friend. T mean a young lady
friend. ** I take no sta-ack in beaus,” says Altabelle ;
*“beaus, from wha-at I can see, jes’ leads a young
lady right straight into trouble.” She goes for a walk,
therefore, with a young lady friend, as I have said,
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and for want of any place else to go they sometimes
turn into a church at the conclusion of the walk and
join in the singing of the hymns. Other days, when
they have ten cents apiece handy, or one of them has
twenty cents to treat the other with, they step into
a movie and watch the show. *“It wa-as real ro-
ma-antical ! Altabelle says, speaking of the latter.
If I ask her how she liked the church she usually
replies : ** Oh, it wa-as la-ats o’ fun.”

On the Sunday when Altabelle has to wait on
customers at the store all day she treats herself to a
* full course meal ” in the middle of the day. It is
an ah-ful extravagance, but she does it on principle.
She feels it to be her due. ** Ef I ha-ave to wait on
tha-at mean ole crowd all day, Sunday,” she says to
me, “I mean to ha-ave my lunch good. T'm jes’
goin’ to,” she says. And she does. At one-thirty
precisely she repairs to the restaurant adjoining the
store (and under the same management as the store),
and she goes there because the employees are allowed
a discount—a slight discount—a very slight one in-
deed—on their bill. The full meal costs thirty-five
cents and the employees are allowed to get it for
thirty—that is all. Still, five cents is five cents,
and Altabelle’s lovely face and sweet, dear smile is
so popular with the waitresses (also young women
struggling with life on an income of five dollars
weekly) that whenever the Manageress isn’t looking
they slip extra dishes and best helpings and even
double portions on to Altabelle’s plate. The
Manageress herself, indeed (coping with the world on
a salary of seven), has so fallen under Altabelle’s
spell that she takes care always to be looking the
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other way when that is desired of her; so Altabelle
does well at her fortnightly dinner. ** Guess I ha-ad
a fifty-cent meal a-alright yest’day,” she tells me
triumphantly on the Monday evening. ** Say, them
wa-affles tasted good!” “1 ha-ad spring la-amb
yest’day,” she will say to me on another occasion
perhaps. “ Yes, sir, and new potatoes! An’ I
ha-ad a-all the ice-cream I could git around. Tha-at
waitruss there is a lovely young lady . . .” I think
those dinners are what keep Altabelle up to the
scratch. She eats enough every other Sunday to
last till every other Tuesday anyway, and the other
twelve days she passes not too disagreeably-—wonder-
ing what the menew will be on the next occasion. 1
have not been to the caffay myself, but I understand
from Altabelle that it is the thing a-alright, and the
way the ladies dress there is swell.

The way Altabelle dresses is one of the riddles of
the universe—anything the Sphinx could possibly
have to offer would be child’s play compared with it.
Altabelle has, as you see, nothing whatever to spend,
and no time to spend it in if she had, and yet she
looks like the Countess of Malmesbury every time.
She next to never can buy anything at all. The best
she can do, as I have said, is to walk aleng in her
lunch-hour thinking what she would buy if she had
the money. She buys nothing—and she always
looks well. She has the faculty of wearing her
clothes. She is, as she says, easy on ’em. Her black
suit (you have to wear black in the store) goes on
from year to year. Its peplum is taken off in the
winter and then the coat is a bodice, and there is
Altabelle in the full draught of the constantly open-
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ing and shutting door in her black frock with a white
collar at her neck and & string of sham pearls glisten-
ing above it. In the spring the peplum is sewn on
again and there is the suit as before—and Altabelle
in the hot August days looks cool and refreshing as a
gurgle of water on a hill-side, in her old black skirt
and a white Jap silk blouse that she washes and irons
herself in the dead of the night . . . while her coat
and Merry Widow hat hang up safely amongst the
cockroaches in the sanctum provided by the manage-
ment for the lady employees and known as * the
rest-room.”  This goes on till—well, till another suit
hasto be serewed out of the fivedollars a week—some-
how. It is somehow, too. But it is screwed out
when it has to be, and the cups of tea at such periods
are ** clear ™ for such an indefinite period that by the
time you have got your suit and are able to go back
to your milk and sugar, you almost like your tea
better without. Man—and also, to a modified degree,
woman—is a creature of habut, as Altabelle says,
and if you had to live on blubber exclusively you
would soon think, I suppose, that it had a rarefied
taste, and would prefer it on the whole to salmon.
Once Altabelle had salmon at her fortnightly lunch,
and not even the fact that it and unlimited cucumber
and vinegar made her extremely ill can take away
from her the joys of remembrance. O happy day
that fixed her choice! is the way Altabelle feels to
that occasion.

All this time I have never said what Altabelle
looks like. She has red-brown velvety eyes like a
gazelle, and her hair is immensely soft and thick and
fine—fine as a baby’s—and it is of the shade that

. —
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centuries and centuries of blondes have vainly
struggled to attain to. It isn’t golden and it isn’t
auburn and it isn’t ash-coloured. It is a shade that
you see sometimes in clouded amber-—a colour subtle
and exquisitely refined. That is what Altabelle’s
hair is like—and at her temples it goes of its own
accord into little tendrils, and if Altabelle could
only be decoved away from her Marcel wavers her
hair would wave itself with a curve like a sea wave
breaking on the shore. But Altabelle doesn’t admire
that. She says it “ain’t reg’lar enough.” So she
waves her hair into a mathematical problem that no
wave of the sea ever attained to yet. She likes it
better that way. As to the rest of her, she has the
most idyllie little nose— did anyone ever notice how
rare a thing a really pretty nose is 7—and her smile is
worth going a long way to see. Her face is an oval
like an early Madonna’s, and she looks you straight
in the face just as an early Madonna would do if she
were selling you sal hepatica in a cut-rate drug store
with All Day and All Night Service. When it comes
to “and ceteras,” as Altabelle says, she takes five-
and-thre>-quarters in gloves and three in shoes,
and about the greatest sorrow of her life is the fact
that her feet are * spreading ” on the soft-wood
flooring of the drug store. She doesn’t grumble ¢
bit at the stiffness and soreness ; she takes that as
all in the day’s work ; but the fact that her poor
little feet may spread to size four—say C or D

instead of remaining at size three, A, gives her acute
anguish. “* Say, ain’t ut jes’ too ba-ad,” she will say
to me, * tha-at mean ole store! 1 don’t wa-ant to
go squishin” around there. . . . This possibility of
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a broadened foot is one of the very few grudges that
Altabelle cherishes against life. If I suggest that a
fallen arch would be a more serious matter to fight
she merely replies : “ I'll take my chanst o’ tha-at ! ”
and dismisses the possibility. But when she says
* tha-at mean ole store ! ” her voice is full of feeling.
A four pump D !—that, surely, is the first step down
to Hades.

Altabelle serves in the drug department in comp’ny
with three gen’lemen, each of whom gets his twenty
dollars in the week, while Altabelle gets five. Yet
Altabelle is, as T have said, a good saleswoman.
Right straight opposite the drug department is the
ice-cream-soda fountain, where the young gen’leman
in charge told her she could come and ha-ave a free
treat any time the manager’s back was turned. 1
s’pose he thinks I'd do ut too!” says Altabelle.
“ What did you say to him when he asked you ? 1
say, perhaps. ** Jes’ give him a look,” says Altabelle

and apparently it was enough. At the right hand
stands the young lady who manages the candy de-
partment. Altabelle has a poor opinion of Jher.
“T ha-ave no truck with tha-at young girl,” says
Altabelle, *“ she’s loose. T see her with my own eyes
tickle one of the young gen’lemen on the ankle as he
was goin’ up the ladder to fetch down a bottle of
sarsaparilla.”  There was no more to be said about
the young lady who manages the candy department.
“She is no young lady,” says Altabelle. *‘She's
nothin’ but a girl.” That finishes her. The cashier
however (in the cage as you go in to your left) meets
with Altabelle’s approval. *“She’s a yvoung lady,”
Altabelle says of her ; * guess she knows how to take




)

126 SISTER WOMAN

care of herself a-alright. T see one of the gen’lemen
try an’ kiss her,” Altabelle says further, *“ and I tell
you she give him wha-at for.” Of this Altabelle
approves highly. “ You jes” got to show those
gen’lemen you won’t sta-and fer no nonsense,” she
says, and then meditatively : ** But ye ca-an’t come
ut over 'em too strawng or they’ll git ba-ack at you,
Ye jes’ ha-ave to keep ’em on the string . . . and
you ca-an, too, ef ’tain’t the bawss gits a-after
yve. . . .70 Altabelle gave a kind of sniff when she
said that. “Ef it’s the bawss,” she said im-
pressively, “look out! You'd best git out ef
it’s the bawss. Quit!” she said, making an end
of it.

“ But say,” she goes on sometimes when she is
in a talking mood, ** say, ain’t ut true, ye ca-an’t
sla-acken up a minnut when there’s gen’lemen
around 7 Why, tha-at young lady in the kodak
section she ga-at ta- alkin’ bus'ness yest’day. When
she ga-at tlnrnugh with wha-at she ha-ad to say,
wha-at do you s’pose she done ?  She reached up so
she pretty near touched the gen’leman’s cheek and
‘ Say,” she says to him, ‘ you look at me some now.
How is tha-at fer sixteen (-(-nts 77 says she.”

“ What did she mean ? " T ask at that.

*“Why, don’-you-know ?” says Altabelle, all in
italies. “ Say, tha-at’s the latest out. It’s good!
‘ How’s tha-at fer sixteen cents 7’ you say.”

Altabelle gave that soft, musical laugh of hers,

“TIt’s witty, ain’t ut, eh ?” she said, and then
returning to the young lady in the kodak section :
¢ Say,” she says to him, ‘ you look at my ca-am-
plexion some!’” Altabelle tilted up her nose.
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*“ An’ say,” said she, *“ don’t it strike yer some as
tha-at’s no kind of way fer a young lady to behave ?
She’s some girl, eh 7 Wha-at do you s’pose she’ll get
el she ta-alks tha-at way when there’s gen’lemen
around ! ”

Altabelle gave her head a toss.

*“She ga-at lef’ tha-at time anyway,” she said.
** She ha-appened on a nice young gen’leman. He’s
our assistant ma-anager— he’s a fine young fellah.
He don’t go round kissin’ the young ladies. No
sir !'—he’s a good fellah. Mr Johnston is a very fine
voung gen’leman.”

“Does he wait on customers there with you ¥ 1
asked her.

Altabelle stopped short a minute before answering
——it wasn’t like her.

““Why, yes,” she said; * he’s our assista-ant
ma-anager right in the drug department there. An’
he’s a-alright.”

She paused.

*“ He's a-alright, Mr Johnston is,” she said ; * he’s
a re-turn. He ga-at hit in Fra-ance there, so he
ca-an’t git back to work on wha-at he’d used to . . .
an’ I guess he is superior a-alright. He is right
there in the drug de-partment. Mr Johnston’s
our assista-ant ma-anager.”

She paused again.

*“ Say,” she said, * don’t it strike yer he’s a-alright?
He’s fine. He's da-andy, Mr Johnston is. He ain’t
the sporty kind. No, sir, he keeps his ha-ands awf
the young ladies. He’s a nice young fellah.”

She gave a sigh. I never heard her sigh like that
before.

’
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“Don’t it seem kind o’ mean to you,” she said,
‘“tha-at ole store rakin’ in the plunks and Mr
Johnston gittin’ twen’y ? [ think tha-at’s mean !”
said Altabelle. *“ We a-average pretty near a
thousan’ dollars Sat’days,” she said, ** and then they
pay a fellah twen’y ! . . . How’s tha-at, I wa-ant to
know ? How’s Mr Johnston goin’ to live the way
he should ? Why,” said Altabelle, * it’s a dawg’s
life fer a young fellah in the drug de-partment there.
An’ ef he hadn’t got himself crocked up, why, Mr
Johnston oughter . . .”

She stopped.

“ He oughter ha-ave the dearest little home,” she
said, *“ I guess . . .”

“ Altabelle,” T said, ** you like Mr Johnston, don’t
you ?”

“ Why, yes,” she said, “ I guess I like um. He's
a-alvight. He’s a good young fellah.”

She was quiet a minute.

“ He’s good,” she said, * he’s fine, tha-at’s wha-at
he is. He's lovely. =

The time she came to see me after that—she comes
in sometimes in the evening when she isn’t working
in the store—she was more discontented than I have
ever seen her. Altabelle takes life easily as a rule.
I couldn’t think what was wrong with her that
evening.

“ Aren’t you well 7 I said to her.

“ Oh, I'm a-alright,” she said. * I'm a-alright.”

She paused.

“ Sometimes I guess,” she said, * as I'll git workin’
in a De-partmental Store. There’s more young ladies
workin’ there. Seems to me as if it would be kinder
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more re-fined, p'r'aps, ef you could work with
ladies.”

She paused again.

* Gee-whiz ! 7 she said, after a bit, ‘‘ tha-at streak
me an’ the bunch o’ gen’lemen works in there is
narrer ! We're kinder bound to bump when the
crowd’s a-an.”

She paused.

“I wa-ant you to understa-and,” she said, * as
them young fellahs there is perfec’ gen’lemen. I've
never ha-ad one bump aginst me yet but wha-at he
ha-as excused himself. ‘ Pardon me!’ he'll say.
Or sometimes when the crowd’s ga-at sla-ackened
up he’'ll find the time to say: ‘* Won’t you ex-cuse
me, lady, please 7"

She paused.

“ I don’t say but wha-at they’ll kinder bump some-
times . . .”"—and there she came to a full stop
—*“but Mr Johnston don’t,” she said; *‘ he ain’t
acquainted with the pawin’ up young lady bus’ness.
No, he ain’t. He knows enough to let young ladies

be, an’ I will say as I ’preciate tha-at. He's——"
She stopped.
*“ Say,” she said, *“ wha-at do you s’pose! Ef I

set out to climb tha-at da-arned ole ladder, Mr
Johnston, he ha-aps up and gits ut fer me. Ain’t
tha-at da-andy ? Gits ut every time, sir . . . an’
it ain’t ser easy climbin’ ef you're a-all crocked up.”
She shook her head. * Don’t make no difference ef
he is a cripple. He’s a nice young gentleman, is
Mr Jo—"

She stopped again—this time for a considerable
period.

1
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*“I kinder guess at times,” she said, *“ as I'd best

go and work in the De-partment Store p’ra-aps.
There is young ladies workin’ in the dry goods
section there. It’s more re-fined, I guess.”

She sighed and went away.

But the next time she came she had a radiant
face. She hardly got inside the door when: ** Say,”
she said, “will you ima-agine, please, wha-at Mr
Johnston ha-as to say ! ”

“What ? ” said 1.

“ Says he guesses I'm the daintiest thing he ever
seen ! ”  Altabelle smiled a very sweet and innocent
and charming and triumphant smile. * Quite a
re-ma-ark, eh 7’ said she.

She paused.

*“ Oh, he’s a-alright,” she said. * He's a-alright,
you ca-an bet your life on that. He’s da-andy, Mr
Johnston is.”

“ When did he say it, Altabelle ? ”* T asked her.

“Why,” she said, “ when we wa-as workin’
Sunday aft’noon he kinder opened out. And then
he tole me "

She smiled again—a little shyly this time.

“We wa-as tha-at hustled on till a-all o’ four
o’cla-ack,” she said; “ we didn’t git a bite to
cat.”

She laughed.

“So, say,” she said, * ima-agine! T jes’ didn’t
ha-ave no full meal Sunday. Them full course meals
is awf at three.”

She laughed again.

“So tha-at wa-as one on me a-alright ! ** she said.
“ What did you do ? ”* I asked her.
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*“ Oh, it wa-as fine—we done a-alright,” said she.
“We ha-ad a sangwitch at the ice-cream-soda
fountain, him and me done, and we ha-ad a sundae
a-after, and he said I ha-ad to ha-ave my cup o’
tea.

“ It tasted good a-alright,” said Altabelle; ** we
done fine.” She hesitated.

*“ Say, listen here,” said she. “1 tole him as I
ha-ad the Dutch treat habut with the gen’lemen.”

She stopped.

*“He kinder seemed——"

She stopped.

“ Oh, well, I let um pay,” she said, ** but—"

She broke off and sat gazing into space. When I
spoke to her she started.

“Why, yes,” she said, “ I guess there wa-as no

’

ha-arm to tha-at. Tha-at Mr Johnston is a perfec’

gen’leman.  He's a-alright, 1 guess.”

And she sat gazing into space.

“An’ Mr Johnston says,” said Altabelle, * he
kinder loves to see a lady lookin’ nice.”

She sighed.

“He’s fine,” she said, ** once’t he gits ta-alkin’.
Why, you ca-an’t b’'lieve the things he seen! And
say !—them things he done,” she said, *‘is ah-ful.
An’ he got lef’ when he wa-as hit.”

Her eyes filled up with tears.

“ Him lyin’ there ! ” she said. ** He must ha-ave
been a fine young fellah when he sta-arted out.”

And then, without rhyme or reason, she looked at
me defiantly.

“ He’s a-alright now, I guess!” she said. * My !
ca-an’t a gen’leman jes’ git hurt, I wa-ant to know

]
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and ain’t ut mean as he’s there slavin’ in tha-at

12

drug de-partment when he’s—

She paused.

“Why, he’s worth a-all of fifty dollars, Mr Johnston
is,” said she. * He certainly is. He's fine—tha-at
bawss ain’t in ut with um. No, he ain’t, tha-at
bawss is on the bias. KEvery time. And Mr
Johnston’s straight. He is. And,” pursued Alta-
belle, *“he hates tha-at bawss. You ca-an’t do
nothin’ with um, not sinst he seen um try and kiss
meonce't . .. he jes’ hates um. You should hear um !
Tha-at Mr Johnston ca-an speak up, I tell yer.”

She stopped short and she sighed.

“ Altabelle,” I said, ** when shall you go and work
in the Department Store ?”’

She started.

“T donno,” she said. And then she said vaguely :
“1 s’pose there'’s ladies workin’ there a-alright—it’s
kinder more re-fined p’ra-aps. . . .””  And then she
went away.

The last time but one that Altabelle came to see
me she was quite unlike herself. Most utterly un-
like. She was absent-minded—irritable. She looked
‘ peaked,” as she herself would say. ** Don’t you
feel well 7 1 said again.

“ Oh, I’'m a-alright,” she said indifferently. After
a bit she added : * Well, p’ra-aps to-night I'm kind
o’ linty.” And then she relapsed into the most
impenetrable silence.

“Tha-at Mr Johnston don’t say nothin’ now,” she
said abruptly, emerging from the impenetrable
silence. ‘“ He’s kinder stopped communication with
the ladies.”
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She paused.

“T bumped myself against his leg as I wa-as
pa-assin’ him the other day, and a-all he ha-ad
to say wa-as, ‘Will you please ex-cuse me,
lady ?*”

She paused again ; then, quite unnecessarily, she
added : ** I could 'a’ helped meself. T bumped aginst
his leg a purpose.” And then, still more unneces-
sarily, she remarked : * And I don’t care who hears
me say ut neither!”

She paused.

*“T can’t ima-agine,’
in thunder——"

She paused.

I done nothin’.  I'm not mean,” she said. ** It's
up to him, I guess.”

And suddenly she sighed—she sighed . . . I've
heard her sigh and yet I never heard her sigh like
that before.

“ Say,” she said, * ain’t life mean ? Ain’t ut ugly
on ye? Don’t ut play a low-down trick on ye
a-alright ?  Ye ca-an’t do nothin’.”

She glanced downward.

*“Why, I’'ve wore this suit to ra-ags and bones,”
she said. “T feel a-all crumpled up. I'm kinder
tired.”

She stopped.

“How ca-an ye help . . .” she said, and stopped
again.

*“ Oh, ’tain’t right,” she said with sudden passion,
“’tain’t work fer ladies. Here I ga-at to climb
and clean up there . . . and Mr Johnston sta-andin’
there below. *Tain’t—'t'ain’t right ! ” she said.

’

she said irritably, ** wha-at
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Her eyes were full of tears. Her face was scarlet.
“T don’t wa-ant—1 tole the bawss,” she said ; ** he
only sent me ca-ase he’s gittin’ ba-ack at me ca-ase
I won’t kiss um.

“An’ T won’t,” she said. ““So there! I hate
tha-at bawss. He’s ugly to me.”

She sniffed and mopped her eyes.

“ Oh, well, T s’pose,” she said, “ 1 got to quit.
Tha-at’s all about ut, an’ I’'m sick and tired. Them
gen’lemen! Ca-an’t they leave yer! I'm not
sporty. I'm a straight, good girl, T am, and I been
bra-aht up good. Ca-an’t they see ut in yer——"

Her tears surged up again. She sniffed. She
used her handkerchief.

‘“ An’ Mr Johnston sta-andin’ there,” she said.
“ Wha-at does he think, T wa-ant to know! He
never ser much as——

“ Well——!" she said.

She went away.

But the last time she came her eyes were
shining. I never knew before that red-brown,
velvety eyes can glow.

“Say,” she said, with one foot inside the door on
this occasion, ‘* say, ef tha-at Mr Johnston ain’t put
up a marryin’ pra-aposition !

“ He wa-ants to marry me,” said Altabelle.

“ So ef tha-at certainly don’t beat a-all,” said she.

She stood there, with one foot inside the door, and
gazed at me. Her eyes were shining—they were
shining softly—happily. Life wasn’t ugly any more
to Altabelle—no, she was happy.

*“ Say,” she said, *“ ain’t ut great ! ”’
She gazed beyond me.
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“ Come in,” T said.

She came in, took a seat and sat there gazing at
the far horizon.

* He'll stay right there in the de-partment where
he is and keep his twen’y, Mr Johnston will,” said
Altabelle, ““an’ I'm goin’ right straight in the De-
partment Store. There’s ladies there and Mr
Johnston says as he’ll feel easier when I'm with the
ladies.”

* Shall you work,” I said, ** after——"

* Sure,” said Altabelle, most business-like. ** I'm
workin’ s’rlong as Mr Johnston’s gittin’ twen'y. An’
I kinder wa-ant to work.”

She stopped.

*“ An’ say,” she said, ‘* tha-at ma-anager there in
the De-partment Store, he says he guesses as he’ll fix
me fer the model section. *Say,” says he, ‘ you are
a Slim-Jim pra-aposition. Why in hell don’ you
stout out ?’ he says. I guess,” said Altabelle hope-
fully, ““ as I'll stout out some once’t I'm a married
woman p’ra-aps.”

She looked at me.

* But say, he says he’ll fix me fer the model section
—ain’t ut fine ?” said she. * Tha-at’s a-all of
twelve. He says I ha-ave the regylation figger ef
I'll jes’ git fleshier. . . .

* Ain’t ut swell ?  she said.

She drew a breath.

*“ We've rented our apa-artment an’ it ha-as two
rooms,” said Altabelle, ** an’ kitchenette and ba-ath-
room awf ut. It’s an elegant apa-artment an’ it’s
on the down-town section too, so Mr Johnston ca-an
git in and ha-ave his lunch served home and I ca-an
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run right round and fix ut ready for um. Ain’t
tha-at good ? 1 tell um I ca-an run right home and
fix his dinner ready fer um too . . . and when he
gits home nights——"

She paused. She sat there busy with her castle-
building.

“T guess I’ll ha-ave a little lunch fer Mr Johnston
when he gits home nights,” said Altabelle, ** fer when
ye're tired it’s good to have ut waitin’ . . .”” and she
lifted up her face to me. ** Say,” she said, ** ain’t ut
great? Ain’t it a da-andy thing as Mr Johnston
wa-ants to marry me ?

She paused. It seems he always tha-aht I
wa-as the dearest thing.

“He kinder loves to ha-ave me, Mr Johnston
does,” and suddenly her eyes filled up with tears.
“Oh,” she said, * ain’t ut fine! Ain’t Mr Johnston
gra-and! Why, he’s i-deal.”

She stopped.

“T couldn’t tell you ha-alf,” she said, ** wha-at
Mr Johnston is. Blieve me, he’s some gen’leman.
He’s a good young fellah.”

She sat lost in day-dreams.

* Altabelle,” T said, ** you’re happy, aren’t you

She started—her face lighted up.

“Sure,” she said, “I'm happy. Why, he’s
great.” And then a mischievous, dawning smile
curled round and round the corners of her mouth.
* Listen,” she said, *“ you ain’t forgot the time when
Mr Johnston a-acted ugly to me ?”

I shook my head.

*“ Well, say,” she said, “ I wa-ant to know ef you
ca-an guess . . .” and she broke into laughter—the
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most delicious rippling laugh you ever heard. She
laughed.

*“ Oh, say,” she said as soon as she could speak.
She laughed.

She put up both her hands and hid her face. The
tears came oozing out between her fingers and she
sat there rocking—wavering to and fro.

“Oh, say,” she stammered out at last, *“ he . . .
he . . . wa-as . . . ba-ashful !

*“ Tha-at certainly beats a-all ! ” said Altabelle.

She wiped her eyes,

“Oh, my ! " she gasped.

She sat there looking at me with her hair all ruffled
and her face all radiant—beaming—oh, so happy.

*“Ain’t tha-at rich ?” she said, “ain’t ut?”
And then, quite suddenly, her eyes grew absent-
minded. And her face grew grave.

“ He’s fine a-alright,” she said. *“ T donno wha-at
he sees in me. Oh, he’s a good young——"

And once more her eyes grew absent-minded,
and she sat there—looking through me into some-
thing that’s eternal.
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THE CHILD

HE went about her work in the house and her
heart was heavy within her. She swept her
carpets and cleaned her kitchen stove, she

cooked the dinner and washed the dishes, and all the
time she was doing these things she was thinking—

thinking bitterly. It was a good enough place she
was in, the people were kind, as people go, the wages
were average, the work was nothing to complain of,
but she was very unhappy ; and as day succeeded
day she was more and more unhappy, till at last it
seemed to her as if she couldn’t bear what was com-
ing upon her. For she was in trouble. She had got
herself into trouble, as the saying is; and as she swept
her carpets and cleaned the stove, as she went to bed
tired at night and rose up unrefreshed in the morning,
she knew that she carried within her—a child. Her
child-—hers and his, a child not wanted, a child that
she thought of with terror and bitterness . . . and
it was coming into the world very soon, and she was
its mother.

She wasn’t a bad girl. Not at all. She wasn’t
very much of anything--an easy-going, affectionate
creature whose virtues had been the ruin of her.
When—when it happened, she hadn’t even thought
of asking him if he meant to marry her. She had
either taken for granted that things would go on all
right, or perhaps she had never thought about any-
thing at all. She had just yielded to the impulse of
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the moment and his entreaty—she had followed the
line of least resistance, as she would have said if she
had ever heard of the phrase—her good-nature had
carried her away with it and she simply gave herself
because it was the easiest thing to do—she liked him
well enough not to want to refuse anything he asked
her. So it was ... and it had seemed simple
enough, nothing specially right or wrong about it.
His kisses had been warm and comforting and com-
fortable—she had liked to feel someone close like
that—Joving her ; it had pleased her woman’s nature
that Jonged and craved to be loved, that would give
all a lifetime of barren loneliness for—well, for that
feeling of being able to give something someone wanted
very much and to be thanked for the gift in kisses.

It seemed a long time ago, all that. And it
seemed a lot to have to pay for a minute or two of
warmth and contentment. For it hadn’t been much
more than that—she hadn’t felt, she wasn’t capable
of feeling, perhaps, any of that passionate love, that
desire, that joy, that losing of herself in something
greater and stronger than she alone could ever be.
No; she hadn’t any of that to fall back on—not a
scrap or a rag of any grand passion such as that.
She had nothing to remember but that minute of
warmth and the feeling of pleasantness that she had
had something to give that someone liked very much
to take—and now that didn’t seem enough. It
seemed to her sometimes as she wandered about the
house, doing her work in a dream, that she had
bartered away all she had to give for just nothing at
all.

It had happened one night after a party. He had
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been seeing her home, with a big, round, golden moon
overhead and a shimmering world all round them.
It had seemed lonely, and they two had seemed alone
and yet somehow at home together in the loneliness.
She remembered how a whip-poor-will had cried
somewhere away over the marsh, and she re-
membered the odd feeling that came over her all of
a sudden that this was home—this, the outer air and
the sweet smells of June, and the warm arm that had
slipped itself round her body. She didn’t love the
man beside her, but she loved what he represented
the strength of man and his desire, and the home that
man can provide, and all the other things that follow
these things as a sort of matter of course.

So she had given herself. Tt might just as well
have been another man— anyone would really have
done in that moonlight, in that shimmering world
anyone who had a strong, warm arm, and a man’s
voice, and a man’s desire—anyone who wanted her
like that.,

That was the beginning and the end of that part of
the story. He had gone away after—to the War,
perhaps, or to somewhere just as vague. She didn’t
know where to find him, and if she had known she
wouldn’t have known what to say to him to touch
him—she didn’t feel that he would care in the least
for what she had to tell him. 7his wasn’t what he
was after, this weight that she bore inside her—this
new strange thing that was growing day by day
within her—this mysterious presence of which she
could not rid herself, try as she might. All day long
she thought of it, thought of it behind the other
things, as it were. She could talk with the surface
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of her mind, take orders from her lady, carry them
out, do her work respectably, eat her meals and
digest them too, answer messages at the door and
telephone ; but behind, all the time that she was
doing these things, something kept saying to her:
“You will have a baby soon. A baby. A living
child . . . it is growing and growing—and soon it
will come to life.” And then the voice within her
seemed to say : ** And what will you do ?—what will
youdo ?”  And sometimes it said : ** What ez you
do when that happens ?

There were times in the night when she would wake
up terrified. She would lie there in the dark in the
attic room that was reserved for the maid, and she
would huddle herself together and lie quaking. She
was terrified. What would she do! She would lie
a while and think the same things over and over again
and strain her eyes into the darkness, and then she
would turn so as to try to go to sleep again, and in
turning she would feel how heavy and unwieldy she
was becoming . . . and she would be terrified again.
“My God,” she would think, ** what am I to do;
what can I do ? i

She hadn’t any money except just what she earned
month by month. Her home was in the country,
where it happened—she couldn’t tell her people
there : hard-working, respectable, God-fearing folk,
who would be furious with her. And in the city she
knew no one that could help her. She wasn’t a
clever girl-—she couldn’t think of things—clever,
original things—to do. . . . She simply didn’t dare to
tell a soul of her trouble, she just held her tongue.
She knew that if she broke her silence to anyone—
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any human being in the world—that creature had
a right to turn from her with disgust and horror—
almost as if she were an unclean thing. Why, any-
one had almost a right to lift his hand against her if
she were to tell what had befallen her just as it
happened . . . she knew that.

She knew it. She didn’t question such things as
that. She knew that for one moment she had
stepped beyond the pale, and she knew that if you
step beyond the pale and are a woman—you must
stay there. You have to stay beyond the pale for
ever and ever more. She didn’t question a quite
ordinary, everyday truth like that ; but sometimes
she felt as if she would go crazy if she couldn’t tell
someone the mess she was in and ask what she was
to do—what ! '

As the weeks and months went on she took to
counting over her money. She counted it over and
over. The Ilospital. That costs. And perhaps
things might go wrong—they do sometimes—and
she mightn’t be able to work for a bit. That costs.
And anyway, there would be ten days or so to pay for
before she would be able to go to work again. . . .
And if she couldn’t find work for a bit—what then !
And the baby. She never said that word but her
heart leaped. The baby. It was unthinkable, but
there would be a baby, a living, human creature
soon—a new one. This thing that weighed heavier
and heavier day by day, this thing that she vainly
tried to hide by lacing it in more tightly as the days
went by—this thing, in spite of her, would be another
human being soon. And human beings cost money.
She would have to pay to keep it alive.
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She would calculate and calculate—and wonder,

and 8sometimes she would feel her mouth dry with
that haunting dread she had. Would she have to
give it up to somewhere or something to bring up ?
Would she have to part from it—desert it ? She
hated it, she dreaded it, she feared it; it was the
great distress of all her life, her shame and her dis-
grace . . . and yet, when she thought of parting
from it, when she took to those everlasting calcula-
tions of hers, she would feel her mouth dry. Why ?
She wanted to be rid of it—and then when she took
to thinking how she could be rid of it, her mouth
went dry and her heart seemed to stop beating for a
bit. It wasn’t love, that—no. It was something
else, something that seemed to rise, in spite of her, as
it were, from some great depth in her. It was as if
you drew something slowly up from a deep, deep well
—truth, perhaps.

As the days went on she grew desperate. Once
her mistress said to her: * Dolly, you look pale.
Don’t you feel well ?” And it almost burst from
her. It almost broke'out of her—that long pent-
up terror and anxiety. And then, as she looked at
the calm face of her mistress, she forced it back. It
wouldn’t do—what could she say ? Her mistress
wouldn’t, couldn’t understand. She might drive her
out of the house if she spoke. And then where would
she go—what could she do alone in the streets ? She
was silent. * I'm all right, thank you, ma’am,” she
said.

Once—just once in the night-time—she had felt
something else, something different from all this
tumult of remorse and fear. She had felt revolt.
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Yes; she had felt that she hadn’t deserved all this
shame and misery. What had she done? Just a
moment—a moment—and then these months of
concealment and torture. Why ? And obscurely
another thing had stirred in her. Her child!
Wasn’t it as good as any other woman’s child ?
Why not ? Wasn't it alive—didn’t she feel for it as
any other woman feels—wasn’t it a wonder and a
miracle just like any other living, coming creature ?

. she dashed these thoughts down to where they
came from—she threw herself on her pillow and she
cried—she cried. She felt wicked—she felt wicked

. not because of what she had done, but because
she had ceased for a moment to think it wicked to
have done it. No; her child was not like other
children. She had brought it there when it shouldn’t
be there—if it could die at its birth so much the better
for it and for her . . . and as she lay crying and
thinking these things over and over in the darkness,
suddenly her whole heart burst and blossomed into
love for the child she was blaspheming. ** I love it ;
I love it,” she cried, and she sat upright and drove
her clenched hands down into the mattress on either
side of her. * It’s mine—it’s alive. It’s a child,”
she said. And furiously into the darkness she kept
repeating : ** Oh, I love it, I love it—it’s mine—it’s
mine ! ”

The next day, as she went about her work, when
she felt her child bearing her down and impeding her
and keeping her back and weighing heavier and
heavier, as it seemed to her, with every minute, she
loved the very hindrance of it. She adored this
child that she had gained in pain and sorrow—she
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loved it with every fibre of her being—she would
have died to give it a moment of life. . . .

And that night it was born dead in the hospital—
and her way lay clear again before her. She was rid
of her enemy and she felt that she had lost her
salvation. She could drop her stained past behind
her and step out bravely into the future . . . and
she felt that God was cruel.




THE COCKTAIL

T was a gleaming topaz. Brilliant. Alive.
I Jess Rivers sat on her shabby chair and leant
her elbows on the table—and she looked at it.

A cocktail. It sounds nothing. Think how the
men and women in the restaurants drink them off
night after night and think nothing of them! A
cocktail is a zest to appetite, a little extra stimulant
to soul—a luxury ; but to Jess Rivers a cocktail was
something more than that. It was a treat—and a
necessity. It meant economy-—scraping. It meant
personal self-denial. It was what she looked for-
ward to from Saturday night to Saturday night ;
she tasted it a thousand times, though not with
bodily lips, while she was working. Jess Rivers’
cocktail was a sort of Mecca, to which she made her
weekly pilgrimage.

Slowly it had come about, this habit, in the way
habits do. May Henderson had first given her a
cocktail to drink. May Henderson was *“ gay.” Jess
Rivers knew it—but she liked her. May Henderson
had a ready tongue, bright eyes, red lips—she was full-
breasted—she was full of life. Such come to trouble,
and May Henderson in time had come to trouble . . .
but before, when May was only loving, happy, gay,
when she was ready to share her everything with any-
one—then it was that she had given Jess the cock-
tail ; and later she had shown her how to mix it.
Jess never drank her cocktail now—after the years
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—but she thought of May. May’s curls were topaz-
colour—like the liquid. Her eyes had gleamed, just
as the liquid gleamed when you looked into it. Jess
Rivers sat and leant her elbows on the table and
looked far down into the topaz-coloured glass. She
sat there looking, without tasting. Just looking.
Savouring beforehand.

For she knew that once she drank—the merest sip
—she would be happy ; and she liked to think of
that. It is a great thing to be happy. She knew
that just as soon as she had put that tiny glass
against her lips she would feel—different. It was
Saturday. Another week was behind her. She felt
dragged, tired, drooping, sagged, dejected, but just
let her drink !—the whole world would be changed.
She knew that she would see a gleaming world.
“Once you drink that,” May Henderson had said,
*“ you’ll not be sorry you got born.”

May! What had become of her? She was
“gay.” She wasn’t “straight.” But for all that
—you couldn’t help yourself—you loved her. She
wanted to be straight ; she hadn’t gone to pieces all
on purpose. May was loving and she wanted to be
loved. That was the trouble. And she was pretty,
pretty—that was the trouble. How many of them
went that way ! Jess Rivers, old as age goes in the
business women’s world, had seen so many of them
. . . drop. First they were bright, and reached
out after life—then they were feverishly happy for a
bit—then they couldn’t believe that it was true—
then they went all to pieces. So many of them !
It was to May and May’s gen’leman friend that Jess
Rivers owed her cocktail.
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Jess was a straight girl—straight as a die. She
hadn’t much temptation to be otherwise. It wasn’t
only that she wasn’t pretty, wasn’t taking, was pale
and slight ; no, it wasn’t that—everyone has a price.
But her blood flowed slowly. She had no strong
desire of any kind. She merely asked to be allowed
to get along—to work away—to earn enough that
she might eat and drink and clothe herself ; no more
than that. It’s easy to be straight when you are
bloodless.

Jess had been selling all her life. At twelve she
sold tin tacks and screws and dish-mops in the ten-
cent store, sold all day long, standing all day—at
twelve years old. Sharp she had learned to be, so
that her eye was on her customers—if she took her
eye off they *pinched” her goods. She earned
three dollars in the week. That was her girlhood.
It is not a way to grow.

Then came the store—a departmental store—
drapery, first one section, then another. Still
standing every day and all day long. Long days,
long, interminable days with nothing to do but try
to please the customer who came your way. Some-
times you pleased your customer, sometimes not.
There were all kinds to please—quick customers,
slow ones, those who knew their minds, those who
didn’t, those who hadn’t any minds to know .
but they all wanted and demanded an efficient sales-
girl.  You tried to please them all. You did your
best, for that way bread and butterlay. You earned
your money waiting on them, you knew that age was
overtaking you—sometimes they complained. . . .
Jess leant over, looking. What a tiny glass of
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beauty. Soon it would be time to take a sip. A
sip! Exhilaration, that!

More than a quarter of a century she had sold
things, waited on customers, done her best to get a
living. It seemed to her there was but one thing
she had left unsold—herself. All those years men’s
eyes had wandered past her in search of some-
thing prettier, more attractive, more alive-——and she
had let them pass. In consequence she had not
risen, as those who manage love can do—nor had
she fallen like the loving ones.

She was thirty-nine years old. Thirty-nine !
Forty means—one doesn’t think what forty means
to one who is a sales-girl. Old! Queer to think one’s
old at thirty-nine. And people don’t want old
women selling in their stores—one knows that well.
Jess thought of that woman in the smallwares
section—grey-haired—lined—just waiting for dis-
missal. The least slip! . . . She goes to church at
six o’clock, kneels, prays . . . and prays, and then
comes on to work at eight. That’s her cocktail.
Will praying help her when they fire her ! Customers
like youth—rapidity—hustle. Forty is set. Old
dogs learn no tricks.

Jess Rivers looked into her tiny glass. How it
gleamed and shone! What a colour! Like May’s
curls, thick, natural curls that used to shake and
quiver when she laughed—how they had laughed
together when they drank their cocktails all those
years ago! How May had laughed—what a merry
laugh she had! And how she had wept that last
night when they said good-bye—how she had wept,
my God!
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It’s a long life—to sell for twenty-seven years on
end. Three dollars. Five dollars. Then the maxi-
mum-—seven. No more than seven dollars in the
week unless—unless you're crooked. Impossible to
make a penny more if you're just straight and
ordinary. And such a lot of us are straight and
ordinary—such a lot. And even—well, even if you
try to sell old age, you can’t. Who wants to buy ?

There are cocktails. That’s one thing, Two or
three sips mean—not forgetfulness, but something
better than forgetfulness. Two or three sips mean
—nothing matters! The week-long round, the
weariness, the boredom, the fatigue—the ever-
haunting fear that one is getting old and showing it,
and that means starvation when one hasn’t laid by
any money . . . well, drink your cocktail and it
doesn’t seem to matter, any of it.

This was the moment. For this Saturday night
Jess lived all week long. The cocktail! The brew-
ing, the sitting over it and looking at it, the gloating
and the longing—the sip! The taste! The feeling!
To be happy—just happy—isn’t that the best thing
that there is ? If you can’t get it any other way,
can’t you catch happiness for a second with a cock-
tail ?

How can you lay by money ? Seven dollars a week
means a scrape to live. Your room, your car-fare,
the decent clothes you have to have on pain of losing
your job, your food! Oh, seven dollars means a
scrape to live, an everlasting, never-ceasing scrape.
Jess Rivers thought of the dinners in the store.
She thought inconsequently of the great, bare, ugly
dining-room the workers had, she saw the tables
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with their oil-cloth nailed to them, she saw the
plentiful, coarse food carved at the centre table.
So unappetising ail of that, so—so ugly !

Of her own, Jess Rivers knew one beautiful thing,
just one—this gleaming topaz drink. How she
scraped to buy the ingredients forit ! What dinners
on the oil-clothed tables she forswore to keep these
bottles by her—three: one white—one amber—and
one red. Mix them, and you have your trinity—
your shining, exquisite translucence. Jess Rivers
sighed—and she looked deeper. Surely of such
things is heaven made.

The store’s a lonely life. The girls are mean.
Yes, most of them are mean. They turn on you
when you've grey hair, they talk behind your back,
they say things just because you're old . . . that
girl to-day, that tough, when Jess sat down beside
her, why need she say, *“ Get out to hell—that’s
Miriam’s place” ? Why couldn’t she ask her
gently ? How could one know that that was
Miriam’s place ? But when you're old they turn on
you.

Grey hairs! Jess Rivers drew herself together.
When you're a woman—God, what a lifeitis ! Grey
hairs mean- —

Well ! Jess Rivers touched the tiny glass—and
smiled. To-night she had it—and what a world of
wonders in that topaz, gleaming beauty ! What a
world of life it held! What if one could live as one
felt after drinking that—how wonderful if one could
livelikethat ! Contented—calmed—full of fellowship
for everyone and everything. Yes, fellowship even
for, the girl who said, “Get out to hell—that’s
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Miriam’s place.” What did it matter if she spoke
like'that ? That was the way you felt when once
you sipp‘e«l friendly !

Then—sleep. Deep sleep. Late sleep—Sunday
means rest. No customers to worry you, ask ques-
tions, be discontented, complain of you, perhaps.
No shopwalker to pass you over with his eyes for
something younger, more attractive, no girls to spy
your grey hairs out, note your lines and wrinkles—
nudge one another—pass remarks. None of that.
Nothing but peace—quietness—serenity.

Before you drink you have the knowledge that in
that glass lies power. Something that fires you,
something that travels to your nerve-tips, something
that comforts—braces—soothes you. Something
that takes away the sting of life. Balm in that glass
—Ilife’s secret there, perhaps.

Jess Rivers bent down lower. She looked deep.
The cares and apprehensions of her daily life passed
from her. What do things matter ? If one is sick
and tired of life, isn’t there a medicine ?

Jess Rivers stretched her hand out. She took the
glass. Her face was wistful as she raised the glass—
she drank. The world grew luminous.

This was her moment.
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WAS up at the hospital seeing a friend. I had

I had my talk and was coming away when I
passed a face that held me fast. I stopped
beside the bed simply because I couldn’t get past it
—1 had no impulse beyond the purely egoistic one
that T wanted to go on looking at the face upon the

pillow. It was the face of a woman far through,

very near the Great Acceptance, and she was a
young woman to meet it with nothing in her ex-
pression save a calm and gentle patience. She was
six or seven and twenty perhaps, not more. Pretty
she had never been, I should think, unless you count
kindliness as beauty ; and now she was wasted,
nothing left to her but those wide-open eyes and her
smile. Such a smile! Sweetness itself.

I stood quietly beside her, and after a minute she
seemed to notice I was there, and I saw she wanted
to say something, so I bent down nearer her. She
spoke with some difficulty already, because she
wasn’t very far from the end.

“I breathe bad,” she said. * You'll have to
excuse me. I can’t help it . . . seems as if it got
the better of me.”

She looked at me with those wide-open eyes and
smiled.

“T guess it makes a pretty poor impression,” she
said.

I waited a minute as you do wait beside those

153

SR

e R it e i

i e e

i T r i = .



154 SISTER WOMAN

you feel can help you, and after a bit she spoke
again. I don’t suppose she thought very distinctly
about who or what I was; she was just enough
amongst us yet to realise that I was a human being
like herself.

“They been good to me here all right,” she said.
*“ My, they been good . . . and me a stranger and
all! It’s been quiet. It’s good to rest that way

.. and know you can rest. You get tired of
bracing up to everla-asting.”

We waited again.

“TI couldn’t go on,” she said in that gentle,
passionless voice of hers; “ 1 couldn’t do ut. The
manager, he da-amned me . . . he said I had to
.« . but T couldn’t do ut. Tlawst my job that way.
... Itried! ... But it seemed as if my strength
was gawn some way.”

The wide-open eyes looked, not so much at me
as far past me; and she smiled.

** It was good to come here,” she said. “ My . . .
it was good. And they been good to me too. They
done everything they knoo to make me comfortable

. and T been a lot of trouble. You are, when
you're sick . . . you can’t help it. And I imagine
I was pretty sick when I had to give up.

“I lawst my job. It was worth twenty-three
dollars a week. Good money too. T was the pro-
fessional woman wrestler and boxer in the troupe

. and they pay for that. There was five dollars
had to go to mother . . . and five more to my boy.
Every week. And that kind of makes a hole in the
twenty-three. It’s hard to save when you have to
keep travelling . . . it’s mighty hard at times to
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live on the thirteen that’s left you. And keep your

appearance up . . . the way you have to! And

I been sick too. My, it’s years sinst I been strong
. what you can call strong.

“I don’t know . . . I imagine that awperation
in Noo York didn’t do me the good I anticipated.
The doctor was good too . . . but it didn’t seem as
if it succeeded the way I'd hoped. I haven’t been
strong sinst. It was pretty hard some nights to
get on . . . and look the part. You have to keep
smiling if you want to keep your job. But it’s hard
some way, when you feel kind of sick. . . .”

She was silent again. I thought of the look a
horse has when it comes toiling up the hill with a
great load behind it—a load too heavy for its willing
strength. That was the way she looked.

“My,” she said, *“ T make a noise. I'm a reg’lar
noosance. You'll have to pardon me. T kind of
hate to be a disturbance too.

“It’s been a time! . . . There’s been troubles.
But I always got on when I could! . . . It’s good
and quiet here, I tell you. You can rest. Mother’s
going to miss that five dollars all right. Five dollars
every week. And five more to the boy. He’s four

. my boy. T haven’t been able to get to see him.
I'wanted to! . . . But I didn’t ever have that much
money. . . . With the fare and all . . . and the
time awf. They tell me he’s a fine boy. He’s had
the five dollars reg’lar. I sent that. . .. I never
missed. If I was sick I made it up some kind of a
way . . . but you get tired of that. There is but
the one way . . . and you get tired of it. Men
keeps on at you ... and it’s tiring. Men is
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tiring, it seems to me. But you have to keep in
with them if you want to keep your job. That’s
what nmk(‘s it hard for a woman in my line, I
imagine.”

She stopped again, and it was very peaceful.

* Mother’ll miss the money all right,” she began
again. ‘I don’t know whatever she’s going to do.
T don’t see why I don’t worry . . . but it seems
some way as if I couldn’t. No more. 1 done what
I could . . . it’s been tiring too. And now mother
and the boy . . . well—"

I asked her if she would like me to write to them
for her—to the mother to let her know where her
daughter was.

“ What’s that you say ?” she said, turning those
wide-open eyes on to me. ** What’s that you say ?
Why, that’s good of you. No, it don’t matter. I
got the doctor to take down the address . . . he'll
do what he should, I guess. He’s been good too

. the doctor. Sort of kind. He'll write. Poor
mother . . . she’ll miss it all right. T don’t see
what she’ll do.

“That bag I brought in with me-—there’s money
in that . . . lots to bury me. And some over for
the boy. Could you ast them to send ? . . . What
kind of a way, did you say ? The burying? It
don’t matter any . . . the easiest way. Get me
out of the way . . . it don’t seem to me as if it
mattered any. . . .”

We were quiet again. Her head with its halo of
hair seemed to have gone deeper down into the
pillow—her poor, frazzled hair that she had per-
oxided and bleached and done God knows what
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to so as to make it worth her twenty-three dollars a
week. Dyed and waved and curled it for the manager
and the public—part of her work, that, and what
she got her money for.

“1 don’t want them worried,’ she said. ‘1
hate to be a noosance. And I don’t have many
that’s near . . . so I don’t care if no one knows.
Mother and the boy .. . they’ll have to know.
But ’bout the rest . . . it don’t matter. I'm tired.
It’s good to be here . . . quiet . . . and rest. . . .”

She lay quiet a minute, and then the blue eyes
opened wide.

*“ My, the manager, he was mad all right!”
she said. *“He awften was. . . . I knoo in the end
I had to lose my job. He got mad when I was sick.
I felt badly to disappoint him too . . . it did seem
too bad . . . it seemed kind of poor! But I
didn’t go back on him only when I didn’t feel as if
I could.

“He cursed and da-amned me good and hard.
He said I was a bla-asted ——! And I knoo I
would lose my job ... and the money!.. .1
worried! . . . And I saw the manager was getting
tired anyway . . . I couldn’t seem to satisfy-———

“ But it’s pa-ast. Oh, my . . . when you don’t
have to worry! ... It’s good. I love ut. ..
lying here. . . .”

Her voice dropped and I had to stoop low to catch
what she said.

“ It’s over and done with,” she whispered, ** there’s
that. And I can rest! ... When I'm gawn .
put me out quick. For there’s no one ... and
anyways it don’t matter any. . . .”

1

?
t'"‘
|
1




158 SISTER WOMAN

The noisy breath grew noisier ; the wide-open eyes
closed. She lay there quite still, half smiling.
Life had done its worst byjher for seven-and-twenty
years, and she lay worn and wasted, with her halo
of dyed hair—tired . . . so tired! She looked as
if she had outworn her sheath of life, as if it
was dropping from her already as she lay there
acquiescent—willing to accept.

I left her in the long, clean hospital ward waiting
to welcome death and give it guesting.




BABY BUNTING

ABY BUNTING comes to clean my house.

B He is a darling and he does it—to admiration.

I admit he brings a mother with him, just

to help; but when I think of house-cleaning it is

Baby Bunting that I think of. Placid, serene,
smiling, busy—oh! very, very busy all day long.

He works, does Baby Bunting. Does his day’s
darg, and doesn’t earn a sixpence for it. He brings
some working tools along with him to start with—
trifles—miscellanies : a book (advertisements from
the drug store—* Have you that Tired Feeling ?—
Try Dr Jenkins’ Ointment !), a bird that squeaks,
a green plush case that once contained a jewel but
doesn’t now—things like that. Just regal trifles.
And he sits and works with them—he works, he
bends over them engrossed, intent, so busy !

When that palls, when he has thrown these
treasures far and wide, then there are other things.
There is a fascinating cupboard full of bottles—
Apollinaris water, ginger ale, such harmless things.
They are treasure trove. Baby Bunting makes on
all fours for that cupboard, inserts a tiny—such a
tiny !-—hand, opens a crack, looks in, opens wider
. . . disappears. And then—then are sounds with
bottles, empty bottles roll—full ones clash. * Be
careful, Baby. Take care, darling "—and a little
head comes peering round the corner. * Be careful,
Sonnie " —and he smiles. He smiles !
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He is plump and pink and white. His head is round
and large, thatched with fine straw-coloured hair, as
soft as silk. His eyes are round as any owl’s—blue
as the sky. His cheeks are rounded. He is fearless.

Yes, he is fearless. As yet he has no knowledge
of the world. He can’t conceive the world could
want to hurt him. When he sees you he stretches
out two arms—two fearless, friendly arms. * Take
me up ! they say, ** show me the lovely world ! ”
And you take him up and carry him to the window.
* Look, Baby, see the tree . . .” *“Da-da!” says
Baby Bunting. He is a lesson how not to do with
speech., What superfluous energy we waste in
words! How far “Da-da!” goes! If you add
“Um-m-m!” and “M-m-a!” and *“ Bub-b . . .”
you really are furnished. What more do you want ?
That is conversation.

“Bub-b . . .” has a story. It means two blisters
on the tiny hand. Baby Bunting, not thinking that
the world would hurt him, put a tiny hand on the hot
stove. . . . Say to him: “ Did Baby burn himself ?
the rounded happiness is clouded. * Bub-b-b . . .”
says he, and thrusts the little hand before you.
When yousay : * Naughty stove. . .”” and kiss it, then
he is appeased. ‘ Bub-b-b . . .”” he goes on saying.
“ Wicked stove to burn the Baby Bunting so.”

When it is dinner-time he stops his work—I should
rather say, perhaps, he intermits it. His eyes grow
rounder at the sight of custard pudding. They
gleam and glisten—his mouth smiles—and smiles—
and smiles. Such a little thing there, seated at the
table! So tiny, so intelligent, his mouth open like
a bird’s. Drop a worm in—I mean a bit of custard

.
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pudding—the lips close on it, the smile disappears.
Earnestness. Concentration. *Is it good, Baby ?
Is it good, darling?” *“Um-m-m ...” says
Baby Bunting.

After dinner there is the majesty of repletion.
Not sleep—oh no. Just calm, and unreflecting
majesty. But is it unreflecting ? I wonder. He
sits there on a cushion on the floor, his toys before
him. And sometimes he bends, as babies do, straight
from the middle—from the joint—and picks a bird
up, makes it squeak, makes it squeak again—casts
it from him, reaches for the book. Wonderful how
custard pudding will infuse a majesty—a calmness !

When it is time to wash the floor his mother picks
him up and fits him on a cushion in a chair turned
seat to wall. It is an arm-chair, old-fashioned, with
a high ribbed back. And there sits Baby Bunting,
gazing through the ribs just as the monkeys at the
Zoo gaze through the bars. * Goo-00!” * Yes,
darling, yes.” His mother scrubs and washes.
* Mother’s darling ! ** Goo-0-0!”

And then the blue, unwinking eyes grow heavy.
The round head droops, the tiny hand grows lax.
Down drops the bird—and for a second the round
eyes open wide—gaze—and then they close again.
*“Sleepy, darling ? Baby want a sleep ?” And
then mother rises from her scrubbing and takes her
Baby Bunting in her arms and carries him into the
bedroom—lays him on the bed. And there she
takes the pink checked bloomers off and leaves the
baby in his little shirt—such legs ! Such grand, fat,
dimpled legs—such skin, such delicate fineness!
Smooth like a petal of a flower. Never again will
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Baby Bunting have a skin like that. Never again
will he have that trusting innocence of soul. He
turns a little—sighs. . . . *““Sleep, darling. . . .
Baby sleep. . ..” And even in his sleep his
mother’s voice can reach him. He smiles.

And the mother, in a sort of ecstasy of admiration,
takes the tiny hand in hers—the little hand that she
has put a ring on, a tiny, ridiculous ring—and kisses
it—and kisses it.

She turns to you.

“ Oh,” she says—and in her voice is the assertion
of a fact—“1T am a lucky woman—I am a lucky
woman.”

She is poor. She knows the wear and tear of life.
She has a husband sick—out of work—not likely to
be ever very well again. She works her way from
day to day, knows not from day to day what money
she will have. She lives in some poor tenement,
removed from everything desirable—removed from
light and air as well as everything else; and she is
far from home—for she is English—she has no
friend to help her here in Canada, She has little—
and she has everything. As she looks at you her
eyes shine and glisten. There are almost tears in
them—tears of pride and joy.

“I am,” she says to you, * a lucky woman—oh! I
am a lucky woman.”

Baby Bunting’s breath comes regular—deep—
restful. He lies there relaxed, deep in some dream-
land where we can’t follow him. He is asleep.

We draw the coverlet over him. His face lies on
the pillow infinitely serene—beautiful—majestic.

So Baby Bunting comes to clean my house.




LIVIN' UP TO IT

% WANT ’im to be better nor wot we are,

I ma’am,” my charlady said to me. She glanced

down at the baby. *“’E’s’is mother’s son,
ma’am, ain’t ’e ?”’ she said fondly.

I reassured her on this point.

“ T means to try to ’ave im be a doctor, ma’am,”
said she.

“Why in the world a doctor, Mrs Lynch ?”
said 1.

*“ A doctor’s ’elpful, ma’am,” she said, ** and ’e’s
a gen’lemen at that, you can’t deny it.”

My charlady gave a gulp.

* I'longs to ’ave my baby be a gen’leman, ma’am,”
said she, *“ as good as any man! I ’as the cravin’
fordbs o o "

“Oh!” Tsaid. Itwasn’t altogether sympathetic,
I’'m afraid—and yet I couldn’t think of anything
else to say.

“If ’¢’s a gen’leman,” my charlady resumed,
“TI'll die ’appy.”

She gulped again.

“ I’ll feel as it’s wuth w’ile, ma’am, to’ave lef’ my
‘ome and England if my boy’s a gen’leman once’t
‘e’s growed,” said she, expanding.

* But, Mrs Lynch—" I said.

“ Yer see,” she went on, overriding my expostula-
tion, * yer see, ma’am, it’s ’ard for to be allays over-
trod. Yer tire o’ that, yer do. I've ’ad my turn of
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it, Gawd knows. I’ve allays been the one to do with
nothink all my life. So it’s like this, ma’am, if I ’ad
a son top-dawg, you take my word,” my charlady
said, ** as I'd die ’appy.”

She paused, and when she had her thoughts
collected she went on.

“T want,” she said, * to ’ave 'im do the orderin’,
so to say. I'd like to ’ave a son wot’s able for to
‘ave the best o’ thinks. I want to ’ave ’im grow
up strong, I does, and ready for to push ’is way
about.”

I caught the glitter in my charlady’s eye.

“If T could on’y know for sure,” she said, *“ as
my boy was a-top of ’em I'd feel as it was wuth it,
every bit I've ’ad to suffer.”

We looked down at the baby on the floor. The
future practitioner had managed to upset a lot of
paraffin all over himself. He smelt—he positively
reeked.

“T thought,” his mother said, *“ I'd start 'im with
a name.”

She stopped.

“ What is his name ? 7 T asked.

“TIt’s Ernest Edward Asquith Lynch, ’is name is,”
said my charlady ; her voice quivered as she spoke
the sacred words. She added: * Jes’ for short I
calls "im Ernie, ma’am.”

She stooped and addressed herself to Ernest
Edward Asquith.

*Ere,” she said, *“ ain’t yer name Ernest Edward
Asquith, Sonnie ? And don’t yer mother call yer
Ernie ?”

Erniec made no response. He merely smelt of
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coal oil. Possibly it may have been the forerunner
of some laboratory trick he had it in his head to
play upon the world in later years. He answered
not, at any rate—he merely smelt.

“’E’ll be a doctor, mark my word,” his mother
said. She paused to find a positive proof to bring
me into line. * Give 'im a book,” said she, * ’¢’ll
sit there by the hower. Tear it ’e will and turn
it hupside down. I never see a child ser fond o’
books as "im.”

She seized a scouring-cloth.

“’E’ll be a doctor, mark my word,” said she
again,

She scoured the sink as if it was her bitterest
enemy.

“ But it’s a worry livin’ hup to it,”” she said.

“How ?” said I. By this time I was reduced to
permanent monosyllables.

*“ Well, ma’am,” my charlady said, ** it costs a
bit to make a gen’leman.”

*“ What costs 77 said 1.

“ You take ’is food,” my charlady said in an argu-
mentative tone of voice. * Jes’ look at it! Won’t
tech a bit o’ porridge, Ernie won’t. And won’t "ave
milk, not if it ’asn’t got a drop o’ tea put in it for

to take the taste away.”

She paused.

*“"F’1l eat a piece o’ bacon, so e will,” she said,
*“ wot’s eight-and-thirty cents the pound.”

She paused again,

* That's eatin’ money, that is,” said my charlady.
‘“ Has to eggs, 'e’ll 'ave "em fried or none.”

She screwed her nose up tight. She gulped again.
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“Oh, ’¢’s a gen’leman all right,” she said triumph-
antly. “ So look at the expense 'e’ll be to us!”

She shook her head despondently.

“ Yer can’t deny it takes a bit o’ livin’ hup to,”
said my charlady.

She glanced at Ernest Edward Asquith.

“But that don’t matter,” said the doctor’s
mother,* not if I ’as a son a gen’leman, it don’t.”

Once more she turned her eyes to Jlisculapius—
and kept them there.

*“’Ere, Sonnie, don’t yer love yer mother ? " said
my charlady. * She’s come ’ere all the way from
‘ome a purpose for to make a gen’leman of you . . .
so don’t yer love ’er 77’

She paused for a reply. But Ernie merely smelt
ol eoal oil. He answered not.

My charlady heaved a sigh.

“°K ’as a look o’ somethink rare, I allays thinks,”
she said. “ Now, ain’t ’e ?”—and her tone was
wistful. * Don’t it strike yer, ma’am . . .7"”

Ernie exhaled his aristocratic fragrance. He
might have been a mine where we had just struck
ile.
“Ere,” said his mother,
‘ Git a move on!”

“ Ta-ta,” said Ernie.
It was his contribution to the conversation.

‘ you say somethink !




UNION

LISON JEFFREY sat thinking. She looked
through the little window of her sitting-
room, and through the window she saw the

deep night sky. It was that deep blue that is almost
black, and that is saved from being black by the
sapphire tinge in it. Alison Jeffrey sat looking
vaguely up into the blue-black and on the surface of
her mind she thought how beautiful it was. But far
beneath, deep down in her mind, she was not think-
ing of thesky. As shesat there the past eleven years
of her life were slowly unrolling themselves—and
she was watching the events of her life as they had
come to her, unveiling themselves like a long, vivid,
passing picture.

It was the eleventh anniversary of a great day.
It was the eleventh anniversary of the day when
Alison Jeffrey had joined her life with a man’s—and
when a woman comes to count up the days of her
life there are two that count, and this is one of them.
The other—well, of the other Alison Jeffrey had no
anniversary to celebrate ; and as she sat in her own
little sitting-room that she had created and furnished,
that she kept going day by day by her own efforts,
she thought of this other anniversary that had no
place in her life—and she regretted it.

For she had had no children. There had never
been a time when she had had that first doubt—
that wonder—that sort of stopping of everything in
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life because of a possibility. Alison Jeffrey had
never conceived. She had thought and thought
about it and round about it, she had wondered what
she would do with a child, and how it would fit into
her life—and into that other life that hers was a part
of ; there had been times when she had longed for a
child, had longed so for it that all else in the world
had seemed worthless to her if she had not that. She
had yearned to feel that she was carrying life about
with her; she had passionately denied to herself
that she was any good, that her life was worth
living, that she was a woman at all, unless she
could bring a child into the world.

It was a phase in her life. It was connected with
the anniversary that she was celebrating all alone in
her little flat to-night—and the phase had passed as
other phases do. Alison Jeffrey had recognised that
life is many-sided, that there are infinite views and
infinite possibilities in it—that a woman is a woman
even if she is barren and childless . . . yes, she had even
recognised, at moments, that life may be better so.
For some women. The unreasoning ecraving—like
that of a starving man for bread— had passed away
from her, and days, weeks, even months sometimes,
passed by her now without the child obtruding itself
on her consciousness. And yet—sometimes as she
would go along the road, to her daily work, or on
pleasure bent, a child would come toddling across her
path, or a boy would come swinging along in pursuit
of his ball. or a little girl would look up at her from
her seat on the doorstep—and smile . . . and the
old pain would dart through her heart. There would
be a pulling and a dragging as if the child she had
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longed for was somewhere and attached to her heart
by a cord-—and the cord had been jerked. And then
Alison Jeffrey would hurry on with a sickening desire
to get out of sight, so that the cord would stop jerking
and she could be quiet again—and then she would
forget. Till the next time the toddler ran across her
path.

But as she sat looking out at the deep night sky it
was not of the child-- that was what she always called
the little being who had never existed—that she was
thinking at all. She wasn’t thinking of the child or
of any of her hopes or feelings or expectations or dis-
illusionments regarding it. She was thinking of one
thing and of one thing only--the man to whose life
she had joined her own. The thought of him filled
her heart and brain as the world is filled with sunlight
on a glorious summer day. Alison Jeffrey sat quite
quietly looking out, and as she sat there she felt the
thought of the man she loved flooding her whole body
and her heart and her soul. She felt no longer her
own-—she felt she was a part of another life, and so
integral a part that even when that life was distant
from her she was still a part of it and as much a part
of it as if it were in the room beside her.

She realised that this feeling had not come quickly.
She remembered the first days of their being joined
together, and she remembered the discords and the
jangles that the joining had caused in the souls of
both of them. It was as if you took two totally
different and unrelated things and sought to make
them one by glueing them together. Alison had
thought before her union that the two halves would
meet—and join—and be one ; it is the usual idea of
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the union of a man and a woman, and she had ac-
cepted it.  Or, perhaps, rather she had imagined that
she would be grafted on to the man as you graft a
new piece into a tree, and that she would grow there
and become part of the tree . . . as Nature manages
these things. When she had first realised that there
was no grafting of one self on to another self possible
when it had been brought home to her that two
souls cannot be glued together and be one—it was as
if a thunderbolt had fallen and destroyed something.
Her cherished ideas had fallen to pieces, and for a bit
after her union she had been at sea, and at sea in a
storm too. All effoits at joining—so that the pieces
should be not glued, but growing together—were use-
less and worse than useless. They were destructive.
The two souls, each used to live its own life, had
recoiled when their owners had tried to push them
together. There were disagreements, there were
quarrels, there were hard words—silences—Dbitter-
ness—unworthy thoughts between them. Kach had
judged the other harshly—there had been moments
of despair, when it seemed as if the world were not
big enough to hold the two of them, or wide enough
for them to be sufficiently apart from one another.
As Alison Jeffrey sat looking through her window,
thinking of all these things, she smiled. And in her
smile there was such an infinite contentment that it
seemed to blend with the harmony of the outside
night. She looked at the wintry night—and it
seemed beautiful to her. She watched the deep
snow everywhere, and the sparks on it that the frost
made ; she looked at the heavily laden branches of
the trees, the twig tips bending deeply beneath their '
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weight of white, powdery, fresh-fallen snow. And
when she looked upward the deep hue of the sky
seemed to her so infinitcly lovely that she could
imagine nothing lovelier. And she knew that with-
out the great love that she had for that other life
which was half her own she could not see the loveli-
ness of the night like that—and that the freshly
fallen snow would be just snow to her without that
love, snow, and not the mantle of beauty that it was.

Eleven years had passed since that first night
together. As Alison thought back, that night
seemed yesterday—and it seemed to date back to
another life. Tt was since that night that she had
become aware of herself—and in becoming aware of
herself she had become aware, too, of other people.
It seemed to her, looking back, that until this joining
of her life with another she had been asleep. She
had seen the world through a glass darkly ; and it
was only with the coming of love that she had awaked
and looked on reality—as it was. The clash of the
two souls coming together had awaked her ; and the
difficulty they had had in growing together had
roused her to definite consciousness. It was her
repeated efforts and her repeated failures to attain
that had brought her sharply to thought. * Why
am I failing like this ?” she had asked herself.
*“ What prevents our striking root together—when
we love one another so much ?” For, queerly
enough, even in their moments of disunion, even
when they had quarrelled and thrown hard words at
one another, even when they had deliberately sought
out things to say that would pierce and hurt, Alison
Jelfrey had never doubted for a moment that they
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loved. She knew that u streak of hatred ran across
their love—first she dimly realised that, and then
she definitely knew it; but she also both dimly
realised and definitely knew that such a streak of
hatred runs across all love—with passion in it; and
that the working out of love is to eradicate this
streak of hatred by—what ? That was the thing
that Alison Jeffrey had taken eleven years to work
out and she hadn’t worked it out yet—and as she sat
looking out through her little window at the deep
night sky she felt that she never would work it out
in this life, that life was not long enough and that
human understanding was not deep enough to reach
the solution of this problem.

As she sat there she thought of all the problems
that these eleven years had brought before her. Not
problems remote and unimportant, not theories that
are nice to dandle, not ideas that are amusing to toss
from brain to brain—but problems the settling of
which meant the ability to go on living. * How can
I get round this ? ”* Alison had said to herself—how
often in those years! ‘ How can I get round this—
or through it—or across it . . . just so as to be able
to go on at all ! ” There had been times when she
had felt that she had come to a standstill. There
had been times when she had felt that it was im-
possible to take a step further without wreckage.
She had gone about the world—thinking. Hammer-
ing out her ideas as men hammer steel to bring it into
shape. “ People talk glibly of the union of two lives
—have they tried it ?” Alison Jeffrey used to ask
herself ; “ have they tried it—or are they only talk-
ing 7’ She found that this fusion of two lives and
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two souls was something that took hold of her heart
and of her brain and drained them of their powers—
this necessity to solve the question how to fuse. And
in striving to understand how it should be done she
found sometimes with a start of surprise that she had
been so lost in trying to understand the attitude of
the other soul that she had forgotten her own; and
then the fusion had gone on-—quietly— deeply—in-
evitably. She had loved. That was her master-
key. She had loved the man with whose life her own
had been joined—she had loved him passionately—
tenderly too. She seemed to herself sometimes to
love him with every kind of love there is—he was her
son and her child, something to pet and protect and
indulge ; and at the same time he was what she
looked up to, what she admired and listened to—and
adored. These two moods alternated in her. Some-
times she felt immensely grown-up beside the big
man who was her very own—and sometimes she felt
like a child beside him . . . and she revelled in both
feelings and welcomed each as it came, And some-
times she felt herself his mate and equal—and then
were the moments for the streaks of hatred to fall
across her love. And sometimes she felt herself his
counterpart—his other half—he was the thing she
needed, and she was what he required ; and these
times were the best of all.

Eleven years had gone by. There had been flaws
in them, big flaws—there had been rents and fissures
in them. But all the time something — Alison
Jeffrey felt it almost touch her sometimes—had been
drawing them together. As she sat quite by herself
thinking, as women will, of all the intimate events of
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her life, she realised that without those flaws, with-
out the rents in their love, it never could have grown
to be the thing it was. She thought of the great
winds that tear down trees and go whirling on to
more destruction ; she thought of the storms at sea
and the great waves—and she realised that, just as
storms burst on the world—as the winds come tear-
ing along, destroying as they go—so too there must
come the great winds of passion, destroying—and
clearing the sky. She realised, sitting all alone in
her little room, that without those disagreements,
without those passionate angers at one another, she
and the n.an she loved could not have been drawn so
close together to-day. * It needs all kinds of things
to make love,” she said to herself. ** It needs sorrow
to make gladness, it needs loss to make gain. If I
had not misunderstood I could not have understood
as I understand to-day. If I had not suffered, how
could I be so happy ? If I had not missed the
child how could I-—-7"

Her thought died away and she left the sentence
unfinished in her mind. She felt, sitting there, a
great wave of happiness pass over her. She looked
out at the night and it seemed wonderfully beautiful
to her ; but even as she gazed up into the blue-black
sky what she saw in it was the thought of the man
whose life was half her own. He was inextricably
connected with every event in life and with every-
thing in nature. She could not see a patch of blue
sky without longing to point it out to him. She
could not watch the big grey squirrels go chasing each
other along the branches outside her window without
seeing him in their gambols. As she sat looking out
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she realised that she had got—nowhere. In the
journey that she was taking there is no end. As you
reach one turn in the road you see the next turn
before you: and when you have clambered on to
that—you see the next. Life is too short and too
shallow for the solution of anything at all. Alison
Jeffrey knew, as she sat looking out, that she would
never know why she felt as she felt about the child.
She knew that she would never be able to explain
what that cord was or where it was tied about her
heart or who tied it there—or what the other end
was attached to. She knew that she would never
be able to explain that streak of hatred that ran
across her love and fouled it. She knew that least
of all would she ever be able to explain why she
loved—where her love began—or if it would ever
end. And all her thinking and hammering of
ideas had ended in this—that she loved. And
what does that mean? It means that you are
only interested in yourself--that you only value or
care for yourself—as a part of something else. If
this life is all, then there is no such thing as the love
Alison Jeffrey sat watching in the sapphire sky out-
side her window. But Alison Jeffrey, as she sat
there celebrating all alone the eleventh anniversary
of the greatest day in her life, knew very well that
this life is not all.  This love of hers had taught her,
year by year, that existence is the unfolding of love
—and that here we only prepare the soil. * Our
quarrels, our misunderstandings were the digging
and the hoeing of the earth,” she said to herself ;
*“ that was the dirty work by which we made ready
for the planting.” And as she sat looking out, her
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heart said to her: * We have planted our seed—it is
growing in us now.”

She felt an absolute contentment with life—as it is.
Its difficulties, its drawbacks, even its cruelties and
its terrors seemed to her to be just necessary steps.
To what ?—to the furthering of love.

Alison Jeffrey rose and went to her window and
stood looking out. There were houses all round her,
with their roofs piled high with snow. And the great
tree outside her window stretched out its branches,
and in the twilight that the snow makes Alison
Jeffrey could distinguish the tracery of its tips and
twigs. She stood looking out and a great happiness
flooded her soul. She felt that she embraced the world
—that everything in it was dear and precious to her.
And she felt that she could pack the whole world into
her love and make it a part of it—that her love was so
big that it could hold everything, even what is base
and defiled. She felt that she had slipped out of
the narrowness of self and become a part of life.

She leaned her head against the wooden window-
frame and she stood looking out. Night is lovely—
and suddenly Alison Jeffrey longed to share the
loveliness with that other soul that was her own—
and yet not her own. And the longing to be united
with it by the means of the flesh sent a sharp pain
through her body, and she seemed to feel her soul
throb in her. * Will the time ever come,” she cried
out to herself, ** when we shall be one—free from the
flesh and indissoluble ? Is that what they mean by
Eternal Life ?”

And she stood looking up into the night sky as if
she expected to see the answer written across it.




THE LAST HOPE

She heard this dimly, as if the words came
through a veil of something. She listened
intently and she heard the words again.

“It’s our only chance.”

She lay very still. And a third time the same
words came through to her — through that veil
of ~what ? It seemed to her as if a veil had
suddenly fallen between her and life, as if she were
held off somewhere, segregated, alone, while life
went on as usual at the other side of the veil.

She lay quite still in her bed, and she kept her eyes
shut. And then she heard her husband saying :
*“ Does she hear, do you think ? Can we make her
understand ?

She heard him quite plainly, as she had heard the
doctor—across that something. And it seemed to
her as she lay there that it was impossible for her to
reach these men that stood close to her bedside, bend-
ing over her ; she felt that even if she were to make
that superhuman effort to speak, her words would
never get to them. The veil that divided her from
them seemed to her to be more impenetrable on her
side than on theirs. They could reach her—dimly ;
but she was held off from them, kept away—it was
impossible for her ever to get near them again.

She lay very still for what seemed to her a long
time, and then she heard another voice coming
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through the veil—a small voice with a frightened
tremor in it.

* Mamsie,” it said. ** Mamsie! . . .

And it trembled away again behind the veil.

Mona Derrill made that great effort that she had
felt it was impossible for her to make. She reached
up out of that place apart where she had been put,
she tried to lean over so that she might get near the
veil and poise her voice so that it might go through
those close, almost impenetrable meshes.

“ Yes, darling,” she said.

And then she heard her husband’s voice again
far away from her—ever so far away—beyond all
getting at.  *“ She hears you, Anna,” her husband’s
voice said ; *“ speak again.”

“ Mamsie,” said the voice again, and this time it
was at her ear, *“ Mamsie, can you hear me ?

She made another of those superhuman efforts and
tried to reach for the little hand that she knew could
not be far off.

“ Mamsie, darling,” the little voice said, and
into her hand there slipped a tiny clinging hand.
‘“ Mamsie, they want to take you away. But you’ll
come back when you're better. Can you hear me,
Mamsie ?

She pressed the little hand in hers—and then
suddenly she opened her eyes wide.

“Must I leave them ?” she said.

And they asked Anna what she had said and
Anna repeated it word for word—and she heard her
do it.

She lay still a moment and then she made another
of those superhuman efforts.

”
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“ And the baby 7 ”* she said. ** Anna, ask them if
I may have the—"

And then the veil fell between her and them and
she heard their voices on the other side of it but she
could distinguish no words that they said.

They took her into the city, her and the baby
together. The doctor went to take care of them,
and the husband went—to suffer ; and Anna stayed
in the house with the little brother that came between
herself and the baby—to mother him. There was
the ride to the station first, through the pitliess cold
of the Canadian night. The sky above was a deep
blue and there were cold, frosty stars set here and
there ; and the trees hung heavy with rime and
snow, and the ground rang like steel beneath the
runners of the sleigh. She opened her eyes and she
looked upward into the night sky-—and it looked
threatening to her, and cruel.

*“ Have I to leave my children?”* she thought dimly
to herself ; ** must I leave them and go out naked
into this pitiless night ? . . .”

And her eyes closed again and the veil came down
between her and the things that we can touch and
handle round about us.

Then came the station—the car . .. and she
lay in the bed made up for her there. The tiny—
the infinitesimal-—bundle of wraps they had carried
with them out of the house and into the sleigh was
handed to her now, and she felt the life that she had
carried within her till a few hours before move at
her side. This child that she had thought of for
nine long months, this precious third in her house-
hold of delights, this boy that she had longed for and
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yearned over and felt an infinite tenderness for, was
alive. She had carried him triumphantly into life.
He had crossed the threshold of her womb and he
had come into the world to go his way in it. She
had brought forth a man-child—as she had hoped
she would do ; and she was going out of the world
as he came intoit. Herlife for his. She had brought
him here, and now she was leaving him to fight his
way without her through the quick-set tangle of life.
She was not one of the ignorant, closely sheltered
women. She had lived and known how difficult it
is to live ; and now, just as she was able to show
the way a little bit to those coming after her, she
had to go. She had to go out into that deep, im-
penetrable darkness of which we know nothing and
be separated from life by something we cannot
pierce.

The train sped through the night and nearer and
nearer if came to the city. She lay there inert,
motionless, and close at her side there lay the little
bit of life that she was giving all her life for.

“Tshall die,” she kept saying to herself. ‘T shall
die—and the children will have to do as they can.”

And when the bitterness of that thought became
too great for her to bear—the veil fell between her
and it, and she passed away into that dim, muffled
region where nothing but love can reach us. She
thought of Anna and she thought of her little sturdy
Jackie at home—and she thought of the little un-
named creature at her side that she had meant to
call Frank-—and she lay there loving them.

‘ Shall T have to forget them when I go?” she
asked herself dimly ;: and all her being cried out in
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her that she would never forget them—she had
carried them into life and to forget them would not
be asked of her.

She was in the hospital, that great, bleak, benefi-
cent place that is full of healing and death. She
lay there in her bed—and with an effort that seemed
to wrench the very soul out of her she moved an arm.

‘“ She wants the baby,” she heard someone say.
*“ Give her the baby.”

And she felt the little piece of life laid at her side.

She had to die so that this might live. This thing
had come into life to try its luck, and her turn was
over. She had ceased to think connectedly, but she
felt the warmth at her side, and she felt that if that
warmth were taken from her she would die.

*“ But I shall die,” she said to herself. * T shall
die even with it there.”

And suddenly her brain flickered into life and
burned with a momentary, steady, brilliant flame.

“T am dying,” she said to herself, “ I am dying.
This thing that we all think we think about and
never do think about has come to me. T am going
out of life—out of all the sweetness and the bitter-
ness of it—I am leaving the beautiful things that we
see all round us, I shall never hear again those lovely
things that my ears have delighted in. Spring will
come—and the budding trees will break into leaf—
the birch in the garden will clothe itself with radiance

. . and I shan’t be there to see it.”

It all passed before her like a wonderful picture.
She saw the garden as she had so often seen it—
she smelt the fragrance of the newly cut grass—she
heard the whistling of the birds.
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“1 sha'n’t see it,” she said to herself. * It is for
other people, that—my turn is over.”

And as she saw the garden she seemed to see
Anna racing along the lawn of it with her hair flying
and the colour in her cheeks, and she heard her laugh
ring out into the spring sunshine—and make it more
lovely.

“1 have to leave Anna, my God!” she said to
herself. ** How will she get on? What kind of a
turn will she get 7

And suddenly, for the first time in her life, she
knew what prayer means.

* Shelter her, my God,” she said, * shelter her.
Keep her from those sharp pains that women suffer.
Teach her patience gently. Do not let her be rent #‘
with sorrow and learn patience so. Deal gently with
her—be kind—help her!”

She felt as if her whole soul was going out in prayer.
She felt that if ill-luck came to Anna she would come
back through those unimaginable obstacles that
separate death from life-——and rescue her child.

Her husband ?  She thought of him with an extra-
ordinary tenderness. He was in her thought un-
ceasingly. She felt the rent there would be in their
love when she could no longer come close to him—
she thought of the days and nights she had spent
with him-——she thought of quite little unimportant
things that he had said to her . . . and she felt her
heart grow big in her with tears.

*“ Wrap yourself up well ! * Take good care of
vourself.” * Don’t worry, my dear. Go to sleep
now.”

As she thought of her husband these were the sort
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of things she thought of—just the little human
kindnesses that had passed from him to her day by
day and night by night. She thought of a thousand
little things that he had done—quite little things
that anyone might have done; yes, but everyone
would not have done them as he had done them
for her—for he loved her. The thought of her
husband was the undercurrent of her thoughts. He
was always there just as he had always been there
through their life together. She loved him-—she
loved him dearly : she knew that he loved her.
But she also knew that he could take care of him-
self. He would be desolate without her—for a time
anyway ; but he could go on with life. His life
was modelled and he could continue it. Somehow,
however much he missed her, he would go on. He
was having his turn. He was in the very midst of
it, and her staying or going couldn’t hinder that
turn from being played out.

But the children! Their turn was scarcely begun.
She and the man that she loved had brought them
there. These children were a bit of their love that
had taken shape and had come into the world alive.
When she thought of leaving her children—it
seemed to her impossible that it could be asked of
her. How could she leave them—leave Anna, that
tender little thing, to find her way through this
difficult, difficult world ? She thought how she had
watched Anna and planned how she could help
her, how she would guard her and shelter her and
keep her from harm and from danger of life. She
thought of her little sturdy boy —and she thought
of this morsel of flesh and blood tucked in at her side.




o

184 SISTER WOMAN

As she thought of him all the rest seemcd to fade
away from her.

‘ My baby, my baby,” she cried to herself. * Why
must T leave you ? Wiy did I have you if T had to
die and leave you here aione ?

And it seemed to her that she hated God.

And then, in the very middle of her hatred, she
felt something else. * Their turn has come,” she
said to herself. *We all have our turns—and our
griefs and our happiness and our sorrow. We are
here to learn. Perhaps if I had stayed with them T
should have hindered them from learning.”

The steady flame flickered and went out. And as
it went out her whole being seemed to be irradiated
with love. She no longer knew the difference between
her husband and her children—and God. She knew
in one divine flash that to die is happiness. And she
was dead. . . .




THE DAMNED OLD MAID

L E said I was a damned Old Maid,” said
H Miss M‘Guire. ** ‘A damned Old Maid,’
says he, ‘that’s what ye are, so chew

the cud on that,” says he.”

Miss M‘Guire’s conversation was apt to be like
the chaos that the world was before God began to
make it, so that when she had a lucid interval I made
the most of it.

“ Who said such a thing as that ?” said I.

*“ It was Charlie MacBryan said it,” said she, ** and
I'like um too. He wanted to marry me when I was
young, only I wouldn’t look at um. And then his
wife come along with her beautiful face and nothin’
in ut, and she grabbed hold of um and married um
to herself. ‘A damned Old Maid,’ says he to me last
night. * That’s what ye are, Mary M‘Guire,’ says he.”

** Never mind, Miss M‘Guire,” I said. ** It doesn’t
matter.”

“ Tt wouldn’t matter,”” said Miss M‘Guire, * if it
wasn’t true, but it is. It’s just what I am, God
help me! And him to be tellin’ me that!”

She paused and seemed to swallow down some-
thing with difficulty ; and she sewed at my gown
with an unnecessary energy.

*“There was him last night,” said she, * soused
through and through in me cousin’s house. He sat
there talkin’ to me with one foot in his boot and the
other naked in his golosh and he . . .”
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Miss M‘Guire seemed to swallow something more.

“ Believe me,” she said after a pause, during which
she wrestled with something, *it’s the barebones
truth ye'll hear from a man when he’s soused through
and through. * Ye're a damned Old Maid,” said he.”

She went on sewing with unnecessary energy.

“*Why didn’t ye have me when ye could, Mary
M‘Guire 7’ says he. *Why wouldn’t ye take me
when T asked ye to marry me ? I liked ye, Mary, I
wanted ye. The wife I've got got me, but I never
wanted her the way I've wanted you, Mary M‘Guire.’”

Miss M‘Guire swallowed something more.

“*It’s a bad eye ye had in your youth, Mary
M‘Guire,” says he. °It beckoned the fellahs and
made them come after ut. And it’s the light foot
ye had,” says he, * and the white hand. . . )"

Miss M‘Guire glanced downwards and something
shining fell.

““Couldn’t ye have turned to the fellah thai
wanted ye, Mary M'Guire 7’ says he. * Wouldn't
ye have been the proud girl with me son in your
arms ? I'd have loved ye, Mary,” he says, ‘I'd
have made ye care. I've never cared for the woman
that got me. She’s me wife,” says Charlie MacBryan,
“ she’s the mother of me sons.  But I never cared for
her, Mary M‘Guire. It’s you I cared for,” says he,
‘and it’s you I care for this day.” ”

Miss M‘Guire went on sewing with unnecessary
energy, and something more that was bright and
shining fell on the stuff of my gown.

“‘Mary,” he says, ‘ye're changed. Ye're the Old
Maid now,” says he. ‘Ye've the bad eye yet, but
your lightsome foot’s gone past ye and the colour’s
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died out of your cheeks and your hair’s streaked with
grey and there’s no fellah after ye.”

Miss M‘Guire sewed and three tears fell on the
stuff of my gown.

“* Where’s the sense of ut all 7 says he. * Here's
me lovin’ ye yet and what do I love ? Ye're homely,’
says he, ‘ this day. Ye're grown old and ye're bent
at the neck and ye're wilted and trod down in the
dirt. But I love ye,” says he.”

Miss M‘Guire reached for her pocket-handkerchief.

¢ Mary,” he says, ‘it’s the want of the drink’s
been your ruin. If ye'd cared for the bottle,” says
he, ‘it’s married we'd be and children between
us.’

Miss M‘Guire hid her face in her handkerchief
and her remarks came out of it inconsecutively, and
sometimes 1 heard them and sometimes I didn’t.

““Water!’ says he. ‘The damned dry stuff!
And you, Mary M‘Guire, you’d see a man with his
tongue hangin’ half a yard out of his mouth and
you'd offer um water to drink !’ ”

Miss M‘Guire sobbed.

* ¢ Hell, Mary M‘Guire !’ says Charlie MacBryan,
‘ ye should have danced when I piped. Ye should
have come when I wanted ye. I'm a drunk,’ says
Charlie MacBryan to me, ‘but, woman dear, ye
were wrong.’ "

Miss M‘Guire wiped her eyes with a good deal of
elaboration, and once more she concentrated her
attention upon my gown.

“It’s true words Charlie MacBryan was speakin’
last night,” said she. * If I'd married um long ago
it’s a wife I'd have been. 1It’s a wife I'd have been
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this day, and it’s children I'd have had be my side.
I’d have known what it is to nurse the child at the
breast. I'd have known the sorrows of marriage.”

She sewed. She sewed as if her life depended on
her getting to the end of her seam before the hour
was out,

“It’s right he is,” said she. “ A woman’s not a
woman if she’s had no man. I'm no woman to-day.
I'm a damned Old Maid sittin’ here, knowin’ nothin’
of life save be hearsay. And what’s hearsay,” said
Miss M‘Guire, ** when ye want to know ?

She sewed.

“T had as gay a foot and as light a heart,” said she,
“as any woman, and I had as many fellahs after
me as any woman ever had. And I turned them
down. Why did I ?—my dear, I was dry meself
and it’s half-frightened I was at the men and half
waitin’ I was on somethin’ that never did come.
I should have married Charlie MacBryan,” said
Miss M‘Guire, *“he’s right. What if he did get
soused ? What if he did turn and beat me as they
say he beats his wife this day ? Isn’t it better to be
sore and live with a man than to live safe and sound
with yer past behind ye and no future to come ?
What’s life ? . . .”” said Miss M'Guire.

She sewed.

“There’s times, God forgive me,” she said, ** when
T've envied the bad women. They’ve known!”

She sewed.

“Who's me to be left all alone,” said she, * who's
me to be left knowin’ nothin’—never havin’ tasted
life at all 77

She was silent. There was a considerable pause.
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| “ Ye mustn’t mind me, what I'm sayin’ this day,”

| said Miss M'Guire, breaking all of a sudden into the
pause—and her voice was as the voice of Miss
M‘Guire once more—* it’s meetin’ with Charlie
MacBryan that’s makin’ me talk. It’s not that I
care for um,” she continued explanatorily, *it’s just
that no woman wants to hear a man call her an Old

A Maid—and a damned one at that. 1It’s true,” said
Miss M'Guire, *“ and it’s just because it’s true that
Charlie MacBryan shouldn’t have said ut.”

She sewed.

** He was soused,” said she in a philosophical tone
after the lapse of a minute, * he was soused through
and through and we mustn’t forget ut. Ye must
take what ye get when ye talk with a drunk.”

There was a long silence that was somehow full

! of conflict.

| *“ D’ye think, me dear,” said Miss M‘Guire at last,
“if I'd been less dry meself it’s happier I might
have been ? ‘It’s water, the damned dry stuff’s
been your ruin, Mary M‘'Guire,” says Charlie
MacBryan to me.”

Silence encircled us.

* She ran after um and she got um,” said Miss
\ M‘Guire, cutting the silence in two with a trenchant
tone of voice, “ and it’s comfort to know that she
got her troubles with um.”
| She sewed.

“But she got um,” said Miss M‘Guire, ** she’s
lived if she got her troubles. And here’s me a
damned Old Maid. . . .”

She sewed.

- —




A PAGE FROM LIFE

IM DONNELLY had won the raffle. He
had put in two tickets, not because he
wanted the pony—he didn’t, though he had

the Irishman’s love of ponies and all that appertains
to ponies in his blood. He didn’t want the pony,
because he had nowhere to put it ; and even if he
made somewhere to put it, he had no one to ride it.
What is the use of a pony hardly bigger than a New-
foundland dog to one who is childless ¥ What good
is all the prettiness of a toy like that if you have
nothing to play with it ¥ That was the question Tim
Donnelly kept asking himsell as his wife bothered
and bothered him to put in his ticket for the raffle
that the Mother House was giving for the benefit of
one of the best of causes, you may be sure.

“ But what is the good of ut, Katie ? " said Tim.
*“ What good is a pony to us that has nothin’ to ride
on its back ?”

*“ Sure, Tim, aren’t ye the spoil-sport ! said his
wife. “Isn’t there a driveway right up to our
Apartment Touse? And can’t ye lodge the beast
in the yardway at the back when ye've built a house
for ut there ? And what is the good of all that
money ye're makin’ if we can’t have somethin’ to
show for ut ?  Away with ye,” said Katie, making
an end of it, ** away with ye to the Mother House and
take yer tickut like a man !

Tim Donnelly had gone like a man--but a man

190
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with a stone at his heart—to take his ticket at
the Mother House, as Katie told him to do. Tim
Donnelly was one of those big men that do do what
their Katies tell them. And Katie was one of those
small, masterful women that order about their Tins.
He went to the Mother House, and when he got there
he found that it was Father M‘Shane who was the
seller of the tickets; and so he went to Father
M*Shane and stated his case.

*“ Sure, ye’re in the right,” said Father M‘Shane.
* The money’s needed, and the pony’s been sent to
get us the money.  And if ye’ll all take tickuts the
thing’s as good as won. Wouldn’t ye take two
tickuts, Tim Donnelly ? * said Father M*Shane.

So Tim Donnelly took two tickets, and just as he
had his hand in his pocket, reaching for his purse,
what should come into the room but a gold-haired
angel, holding in its hand a three-cornered notelet
which the Mother Superior was sending to Father
M‘Shane on a matter of business.

Tim Donnelly stopped short, with his hand in his
pocket and his mouth open and his eyes as big as
saucers, gazing at the angel. He stood like a stone,
gazing with all his soul in his eyes. The angel was
three years old. Tt had legs—stout, chubby ones—
and arms—they were covered with the sleeves of a
blue blouse——and little dimpled hands coming out at
the ends of the sleeves. It had large, blue eyes as
round as anowl’s. Tt had a little formless nose, and
pink cheeks, and a great mop of curly, shining,
glistening hair. It had feet on it on which it stood
firmly. Tt had a smile on it that seemed to shed a
radiance round it as it stood. It was all complete
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but for the wings—and it looked as if it had left
those on the mat outside with its rubbers, and would
pick them up and put them on when it was ready to
go out again on to the snowy path which divided the
Mother House from the place where Father M‘Shane
reigned supreme.

* Us that a letter ? ”* said Father M‘Shane.

The angel spake not. It merely advanced its
dimpled, angelic hand and held the letter out. And
it smiled.

* Sure, Tim Donnelly,” said Father M‘Shane,
catching Tim Donnelly’s eye, ** it’s a pity ye've no
children of yourown. Don’t ye want a boy to bring
up and dedicate to the Blessed Church ?

At this point Father M*Shane caught something
further in Tim Donnelly’s eye.

*“ Here’s one of our boys wantin’ a home,”” said
Father M‘Shane. ** Why wouldn’t ye take um
an’ put the Mother House free of the expense of his
keep ? He’s an orphan all but for his mother, and
she’ll be dead in a couple of weeks from now. She’s
in the Hospital for Incurables, God help her! and
her boy’s comin’ on us for his upkeep if there’s no
Christian heart that’ll bring a blessin’ on itself by
takin® him off the hands of the Sisters.”

Tim stood looking. He said nothing at all be-
cause his heart was so full that he couldn’t speak.
But he looked and he looked and the image of the
child seemed to come pouring into him as he looked

till whatever it was inside him that it poured into
was full and brimming over with—what ? Love and
longing and the desire to reach out and take the angel
into his big arms and never part with it any more. . . .

’
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Tim Donnelly paid down the money for the raffle
and he took the two tickets and he went away. And
as he walked along the road vague ideas came surg-
ing up in him, and as they surged they turned to
definite desires-—and the desires turned to practical
thoughts of —Why not ¥ Why shouldn’t T 7

““ Sure, it’s a child we want in the home,” said Tim
Donnelly to himself as he walked along. *“1It’s a
child and the noise a child makes, and the sound
of the little voice, that’s needed between Katie and
me!”

And as he walked all sorts of thoughts that he had
kept down in himself till then came breaking in on
his consciousness as waves break on a seashore.

“Jt’s a child I've wanted,” he said to himself ;
“ that’s what’s been lackin’ to ye, Tim Donnelly.
If ye had a child——"

He paused and stood still in the roadway a minute.

“1If ye had a child,” he cried to himself, " ye'd be
another man. Ye'd have somethin’—somethin’ out-
side of yerself to work for.”

And then the angry toot of an automobile horn
sounded right intc the very midst of his thoughts
and Tim Donnelly had only just time to save them
from utter annihilation on the spot by sprinting for
the sidewalk and thinking of nothing at all for a bit
but the merey of God that had kept him from being
killed. As to the driver of the automobile, his
language was of Hell and the Folly of Mankind—
two subjects that are more closely allied than we
sometimes think.

A fortnight passed and then Tim Donnelly got
word that he had won the pony.

N
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“Ye'll have to start an’ build,” said Katie glee-
fully ; **it’s the luck we've run into. Tim Donnelly,
we're on a streak of good fortune, glory be to God !
an’ we'll have to live up to ut.”

Tim stared at her. He wasn’t thinking of the
pony.

*“ Ye've the face of a jelly-fish on ye,” said Katie,
with all the breezy freedom of marital speech on her.
“Git a move on! Brace up, Tim Donnelly. It’s
ponies for ours ! ”

Tim Donnelly made his arrangements with a neigh-
bour to house the pony till he could get something
thrown up of his own that he could keep it in ; and
once more he took the road to Father M‘Shane’s, and
as he passed by the Mother House his heart went
to the angel inside and he wondered what it was
doing.

“Sure an’ ye're the lucky man,” said Father
M'Shane. *“It’s God’s blessin’s on you, Tim
Donnelly.  Will ye take the pony back with ye now,
for it’s a drain on the Mother House keepin’ ut alive
with all that it eats ?

Tim Donnelly was so busy thinking that he hardly
heard what Father M‘Shane had to say. But he
managed to stammer out that he would take the
beast away with um—and Father M‘Shane rang the
bell.

“It’s a fine pony, Tim Donnelly,” said Father
M‘Shane while they were waiting for the bell to be
answered. ** Sure, it’s the pity ye’ve no child to
ride on the back of the beast.”

He was silent a moment.

“Ye should take a child, Tim Donnelly,” said
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Father M‘Shane, ** ye should take a boy and train
um up to the glory of God.”

And just then the old housekeeper came in answer
to the bell and Father M‘Shane went across the room
and spoke to her in a low tone, and she nodded her
head and went away again.

“TIt’s the poor house that has no child’s voice
ringin’ through ut,”” said the priest. **It’s a sore
heart your wife has, Tim Donnelly, though she’ll
keep a quiet mouth on ut.”

And Father M‘Shane went on talking and Tim sat,
half listening to him and half far away in some other
world. He was away in the world of desire with
something tugging at his heartstrings . . . and
somewhere in the half of him that was listening to
Father M'Shane there was the thought of Katie.

Would Katie care for a child ?—Katie, that never
had said one word in all the barren years of any long-
ing for such a thing as that ? Would Katie care for
an angel ? Wouldn’t she think it a trouble, she that
was always talking of trouble, to care for its shining
hair, to tend its little angelic body, to cover up its
iridescent wings from the dust and the dirt of the
everyday world ?  What would Katie say ?

And then the door opened slowly and softly and
into the room came the angel. It was smiling shyly
and it carried nothing in its little hands this time. It
just stood by the door with a flush on its rounded
cheeks and its shy smile on its lips and all its little
angelic soul looking through its clear and shining
eyes.

And, as Tim Donnelly looked at it, the things that
had been surging and surging up in him broke—the
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wave came into the shore and broke triumphantly at
its goal.

“T’Il take um, Father,” said Tim Donnelly, ** and
by the blessin’ of God I'll train um to be a man.”

Father M‘Shane went up to the angel and took it ‘
by the hand and led it up to Tim and put its little
hand in his.

“That’s your father now,” said Father M‘Shane
to the angel. ** You'll go home with him and you’ll
do what he tells you. You'll obey him and love him
and you’ll be a son to him. And, Tim Donnelly,”
said Father M‘Shane, ** as you do by this child, may
God do to you.”

Father M‘Shane turned and went back to his place
by the black oaken table.

“It’s takin’ a great burden off the Mother House
ye are, Tim Donnelly,” said Father M‘Shane with a
sigh.  ** May God reward ye and give ye increase on _
the mouey ye're savin’ His Blessed Church !”

Tim Donnelly and the pony and the angel all went
home together. The angel had a hat on over its
angelic hair, and it had a little coat buttoned over its
blue blouse. It didn’t speak at all. It seemed a
little overwhelmed by the newness of the situation—
but it didn’t ery. It just walked along very solemnly
by Tim Donnelly’s side, and when an automobile
gave an extra loud toot Tim felt the little hand close
more firmly on his own.

* Sure an’ I'll buy um a ’coon coat to umself,”
thought Tim to himself. * It’ll keep um warm in ‘
the bitter weather.”

And he clasped the little fingers tighter in his own
—and when he felt the pressure of the little hand
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against his own something seemed to run up his arm
and down his body till it got to his heart-—and there
it was at home. He wanted to lift the child and
carry him. He wanted to feel it close to him—close
till it was a bit of himself. All the passionate long-
ing of the childless years of marriage seemed to come
from all the different directions of Tim Donnelly’s
soul, and when they had concentrated on the little
figure that walked so seriously by his side they
changed into love—and the barrenness blossomed
out into joy and plenty.

First of all they took the pony to the neighbour’s
and saw it lodged there. The angel kept its eyes
on the pony; and when they left it the angel’s
eyes kept turning back and back to see the last
of it. It almost seemed as if there was a link
between the little shaggy beast and the angel.
They seemed to understand one another. Perhaps
they had come from the same place, and they had
neither of them quite forgotten what it looked like
there.

“ Ye'll see um again,” said Tim consolingly, as he
saw the angel’s eyes turning back and back to where
they had left the pony. ** Ye'll see um sure.”

The angel looked up at Tim. It hadn’t spoken
yet. It looked up with its wide, blue eyes—and was
silent.

When they came in sight of home Tim’s heart, for
the first time, began to jump. He had never taken
any advantage of Katie, that small, masterful creature
who managed his flat for him. He had always con-
sulted her and deferred to her, and if she had said a
thing wasn’t to be, then it wasn’t. And now, here
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was he, bringing an angel unawares, and not just for
temporary hospitality either. e was bringing it
home to Katie’s apartment house for good-—and
goodness only knew what the angel meant to turn
into in the end . . . and possibly Katie wouldn’t
want it even if it would consent to stay an angel all
its life. Katic had never said a syllable—except
just to shut Tim up if he so much as mentioned the
word child.

They got to the door and Tim drew out his latch-
key and turned the key quietly in the lock. He
opened the door, he stooped and lifted the angel over
the step and he set it down softly on the clean
linoleum, with which Katie elected to cover her
hallway.

“ Is that you, Tim ? ** cried Katie from the kitchen.
Well she knew it was Tim, but she eried out at him
to ask if it was he just in the way we all do when our
husbands turn their latchkeys in the door and come
home to us.

And then, as she got no response, no reply at all,
Katie Donnelly came out of her kitchen and into her
linoleum-covered hall, and she saw the angel stand-
ing timidly on the clean floor where it had been put.
It stood there with its cap over its shining curls, and
the flush in its cheeks had faded from nervousness, so
that it was a little pale, and its great eyes looked and
looked in front of it—and its lip quivered.

* For-the-love-of-Mike ! ” said Katie Donnelly,
and her voice trembled into silence.

She stood there with her arms at her sides, facing
the angel ; and the angel stood on the mat looking
at her with all its eyes. And then suddenly the

T
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angel—for the first time—spoke. * Mother,” it
said. ‘* Mother, is that you ¥

Katie Donnelly’s arms went out in the front of her.
She stood for one second like that. And then—I
don’t know which of them it was that began to run,
or if it was both of them at once—all I know is that
half-way down the passage Katie Donnelly was in a
heap on the floor and the angel was in her arms and
on her lap and inside her heart.

* My child, my child,” said Katie, and she cried
and cried, * have ye come to me, have ye come at
sty v "

And she rocked to and fro in the old, old way.
She might have been her grandmother in Ireland
with a child in her arms. She rocked the child on
her heart. And all the unspoken misery of the
barren years faded away from her too and her whole
being radiated out joy and plenty.

* Sure,” said Katie, ** the child’s fastin’. He's
hungry and thirsty, God bless um ! and here we're
just wastin’ our breaths.”

With the child in her arms she hurried to the
kitchen and she warmed milk in her little pot and
crumbled bread into a bowl.

* Bread-an’-milk ull do um now,” said she, ** but,
believe me, he’ll have a great supper with cream to
ut*

Tim stood by. His mouth was stretched from ear
to ear almost. He smiled and he licked his lips with
satisfaction. And the angel ate.

“Tim,” said Katie, slipping her arm through his,
* where’s the mother of um ?”

** She’s in the Hospital for Incurables,” said Tim,

’
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“God help her! And it’s fourteen days that the
Father said she was due to die in a couple of weeks
from then.”

Katie was silent. She kept her arm where it was.
The two, with no child of their own, stood and
watched the child of this other unknown, nameless
woman as he ate his bread-and-milk. TIn Katie’s
heart there was a struggle and a strife. She was
silent for a space-—and away down at the bottom of
his bowl the angel saw the end of all things coming.

“Tim,” said Katie at last, *“it’s Friday to-day.
We'll take the pony Sunday, and we’ll loan some kind
of a rig from Grogan & Sons and we’ll drive away to
the Incurables and we’ll show the child to his mother.
If T was dyin’,”” said Katie Donnelly, ** I'd die easier
if my child had a home. So we’ll show um to her,”
she said, *“ an’ then when she’s dead we’ll say nothin’
more about her. He'll be ours when she’s dead,”
said Katie, * yours an’ mine, Tim—an’ we'll have
M s s

The angel finished the last spoonful. He laid his
spoon carefully in his bowl, as they had taught him
to do in the Mother House. And then he turned his
head to where Katie and Tim were standing together
—and he smiled.

Katie Donnelly took her hand from her husband’s
and she held out her arms.

* Come, darlin’,” she said.

The angel came running.



A WOMAN OF BUSINESS

ADAME SLOYOVSKA gave me her story
M in snatches under the glare of the electric
light. We were standing together in the
hallway, with only a minute or two to spare, and
something unlocked her tongue. Usually she kept
it with the key turned on it, and when you parted
from her you knew no more than when you met her.
But as we stood together there something made
her speak. It may have been one of those sudden
desires to tell someone else something that we are all
acquainted with, or it may have been that she was
on the eve of leaving the life I knew her in, and when
we are entering on a different chapter of our books
of life—we talk. Reserved as we may be while the
thing is going on, we speak just as we are taking
leave of it for ever ; and then all that we have hidden
for years with such care and pains bursts out of
us in a torrent. We all know something of this
—and if we are women we know it only too
well. A woman is as good a secret-keeper as a
man—till the strain is over; and then she talks
and talks and it isn’t a secret any more. So it
was with Madame Sloyovska as we stood together
last night under the glare of the electric light in
the hallway.
As she spoke the light fell on her face. Tt fell
cruelly there, as electric light does fall on us. Tt
touched her face with age. Every fold and wrinkle

201
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stood out in the soft skin. The eyes looked tired,
the mouth looked drawn, and in the plentiful
black hair the grey strands and streaks were
pitilessly shown up. Never before had I thought
of Madame Sloyovska’s age; but as we stood
together there I saw that she was what we, in our
modern slang, call *“an old woman.” We mean
by that, not age, but that a woman is past her
definitely womanly cycle of existence. Madame
Sloyovska was just passing into the epoch when she
would be a woman no longer—but just a human
creature. And she knew it.

She knew it—and she didn’t care. For, by hook
or by erook, she had pulled out of the maelstrom of
life. She had managed to do what so few women of
business do manage to do-she had made money.
And now, with her money solidly invested and bring-
ing her in good interest, she was re-tiring, as she said.
She was leaving all the bustle and worry and eternal
strain of money-making and she was going to desert
the rest of us and live somewhere happily on the
proceeds of her industry.

“ For zees haf T streeven,” said Madame Sloyov-
ska. She spoke rapidly in her fluent, execrable
English—and a little breathlessly. * For zees haf 1 '
vorked. For zees haf -

She stopped.

* Look you,” she said, * I haf a daughter. She
ees mine.  For her I vorked.”

When Madame Sloyovska spoke of her daughter
she changed. All the hardness died out of her face,
her eyes beamed with a very beautiful light, her
mouth softened into a smile.

’
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** Look you, I lofe zees daughter,”” she said simply.
“ 1 lofe her. She ees beautiful.”

And then Madame Sloyovska began to tell me
how she had made the money, on which this daughter
was to live-and that was the unexpected part of the
story. For, though T had always suspected that
Madame Sloyovska had—shall we say seen life ?—1I
never had suspected that she had seen it to the extent
she had. She had seen it with a vengeance. She
had had not one I’ast, but many Pasts. She had
gone right down into the deeps and let them all go
over her—and the odd thing was that she didn’t
seem much the worse. If ever I were in a tight place
I don’t know anyone I would rather have with me
than Madame Sloyovska. She gives me the feeling
of a straight woman—and yet her life has been
crooked enough if we judge it by our customary
standards,

First of all she told me of her first ** gen’leman
friend,” as she called him. He had given her a house.

“My own,” she said. * He gif it me. Zat vos ze
heginning.”

Then we came on to the next “* gen’leman friend,”
and he had given her certificates of stock.

*“ Zat,” said Madame, nodding sapiently, ** vos
goot. Ze stock go up.”

The third gen’leman friend had run to diamonds.

Another had planked the money down.

* And von goot friend T haf,”” Madame Sloyovska
said, ** for keeps. He gifs me vords how I shall put
my mooney in.”

There was no confusion in Madame’s variety of
Pasts. She had had many lovers and she had made

TN —
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them all pay—according to their means ; and I dare-
say she had given them honest value for their money.

“TI done my duty by zem,” she remarked. “1T
vork goot for all ze mooney vot I haf.”

And that was not all she told me.

Madame Sloyovska has led what we call a bad life.
She is thoroughly disreputable from head to heel.
She has walked in the shadiest paths, and there are
few dirty tricks that her hands haven’t dabbled in,
The snatches of her life, as she gave them to me
hurriedly in the glare of that unprotected light,
sounded like something you might read in a dime
novelette. They were bald and bad and low and mean
and unspeakably sordid-—they were the life of a loose
woman from her own lips. Madame Sloyovska had
had lovers galore, and when she had had one lover’s
money she had gone on to the next one and she had
had his money. Could there be anything more
definitely against the moral code? And yet—
explain it how you will—I felt no rancour against
Madame Sloyovska as she told me—things. T felt
even that no special blame attached to her.

* I most haf mooney,” she said simply. * How,
il T haf not mooney, can I keep my daughter pure ?

She used queer words—words that we do not
usually employ.

*“ How can I keep my daughter pure,” she kept
on asking me, ** eef [ haf not mooney for to gif her ?

“T had to haf my mooney,” Madame Sloyovska
said. T vorked always viz my daughter in my
heart. Ven my friend he gif me money, I say,
‘Zat ees for Dilli!" Dilli ees my daughter’s
name."”

’
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When she spoke of Dilli, Madame Sloyovska’s eyes
shone. A lovely maternity settled on her. One
could see that now she had money she would fetch
Dilli out of the convent <he had put her in for safety,
and that she would guard her and keep her unspotted
from the world, as only one whom the world has
splashed can do.

“ Dilli,” Madame Sloyovska said, ** ces beautiful,
She is dark, she has shining eyes. And she ees
young.”

Madame Sloyovska looked at me, and even in the
clectric glare her face was—may 1 call it beautiful ?

“ Dilli ees young,” she said. * Look you, I find a
man. I marry Dilli. She knows nozing.”

Madame Sloyovska paused.

* For zees I vorked,” she said.

It is odd to me to think that I don’t really know
anything about Madame Sloyovska. I haven't the
slightest idea of her nationality, beyond the fact that
she comes from what we in Canada vaguely call
* Eastern Europe.” 1 don’t know her religion or if
she has any. T can’t form the slightest conception
of her childhood or how she was brought up or what
her father and mother were like. We are separated
by almost all the things that do separate us human
beings. We can’t even say much to each other, for
a lack of language comes between us. And, besides
that, all sorts of other things come between us, We
know different sides of life. Madame Sloyovska
doesn’t read, she doesn’t think--not consciously, at
any rate—she isn’t interested in any of the things
that T am interested in. Yet last night for the few
moments that we stood beneath the electric light
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together these differences were wiped out as if they
had never been. We understood each other to the
very deeps. T knew why Madame had worked or
sinned or whatever name you like to put to it. She
wanted to keep the thing dearest to her out of the
mire—and how could she keep it definitely and surely
out of the mire unless she made money for it to pay
its way through life ¥ If Madame had led what we
call an honest life, earning a sparse livelihood, say
with her needle, then Dilli would have had but a
poor chance of virtue. She would have been the
scapegoat instead of her mother and there would
have been all the difference. As it was—Madame
had sold over and over again the only thing she had
to sell—her body. And while she was busy selling
and putting the proceeds out at interest, Dilli was
in her convent learning gentle manners from the
nuns.

* Ven Dilli comes,” Madame Sloyovska said to me,
“T most be irreproachable. She knows nozing—
never. I go from here. And I begin again. 1 find
a hosband. Dilli shall be goot. . . .”

I said that Madame Sloyovska’s life sounded like
a dime novelette. But no dime novelette ever
sounded quite like the way she told about it. There
was no sentimentality about Madame Sloyovska.
If she sinned she knew she sinned, and she knew why
she sinned too.  And when she gets to the next world
I think she will find a place prepared for her—but
which of us shall say where ?
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She embodied all the things that I most dislike.

She was smart—in her clothes, in her thought,
in her speech. She affected all kinds of abomina-
tions just to show that she was * in it,” a bit of the
passing show, a erumb of the world’s pie-crust. She
wasn't good for anything much—except to look at ;
and to look at she was * elegant,” as she herself
would have said. From the gloss of her exquisitely
arranged hair to the shine of her perfectly fitting
footgear she was—adorable. Thought had gene to
make the outward observance of her, and it was
thought not thrown away. As an elaborated bit of
prose stands out in the memory, so Donna stood out
as you thought about her. She was so poised, so
baianced in her appearance, there was such a sense of
artistic fitness in her clothes, that your eye rested on
her—yes, it rested in spite of you—with pleasure, I
don’t mean to say that Donna was beautiful as to
her clothes. Oh no! Farfromit. If you looked at
Donna’s clothes a year or so after they were made—
if you looked at them immediately they were dis-
carded by her—why, then, your eye deceived you no
longer and you saw that they were very bad. They
were bad in every way. They were idle and soulless,
or at least they represented idle and soulless states of
mind ; and they were provocative. They made you
look at them—and as you looked they forced out of

207

I CAN'T imagine what made me fond of Donna.
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you an unwilling admiration. We have all seen
clothes like that. We have all seen people more or
less like Donna in them. We have most of us dis-
approved-—we have most of us envied—we have
most of us admired . . . and a year or two later we
have almost all of us seen that they were bad.

Why did T like Donna ? How can I tell 7 Do
any of us know why we like or dislike other people ?
Can one of us state with precision the whys and the
wherefores of our affections—and hatreds ? 1 dis-
approved of Donna, root and branch, as I have said.
I thought her way of life silly, and her views past
speaking of, and the way she passed her time un-
healthful ; and yet, in spite of all this, in spite of her
speech and the way she told risky stories, not for the
wit of them, but just in order to be ** smart,” I liked
her. There was something back of her eyes, to use
once more her own way of speech, that made one
pause. If she had had her chance—if she hadn’t had
all that time to misuse and all that money to spend
and all those useless clothes to play with, she might
have been a nice thing enough. But what is the
good of thinking what people would be if they
weren’t what they are! Donna had a lot of time to
misuse, and she had too much money to spend, and
far, far too many clothes and jewels to play with,
and so she hadn’t a chance at all. The masseuse who
came regularly to keep her skin smooth and un-
wrinkled, the scalp specialist who worked at her hair,
the manicurist who sat patiently over her nails— the
very scrubwoman who came on Saturdays to get
down on her knees and scrub the basement into
which Donna never went at all-—these women had

I - -
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more chances than Donna had ever had. They all
worked for their living and they knew how hard it is
to earn money and how easy—how fatally easy—it is
to go wrong; and they knew the consequences of
going wrong, and how unpleasant they are. If the
scrublady took so much as a bit of butter that didn’t
belong to her, it was as much as her place was worth ;
and if the manicurist—who was young and pretty—
stopped and answered the young gentlemen who
approached her as she walked home at night, why,
that was as much as her life was worth. These hard-
working women who contributed each her mite
towards keeping Donna exquisite, they all had their
chance. They knew something at least of life.
They realised—each one of them—what temptation
means, and what yielding to it entails. They had
their chance—for, after all, isn’t life just the bringing
home of knowledge ?

But Donna hadn’t much of a chance to learn any-
thing. She lay in bed late and thought the morning
a terrible time of day. 1f it hadn’t been for those
satellites who circled round her at their appointed
times, and for her ** friends,” as she called them, and
for the telephone which stood by the side of her bed,
connecting her with the outer world whenever she
took the receiver off, she would have been in a sad
plight. Donna never read anything—except, per-
haps, the newspaper, and not much of that. She
never did anything, except try on gowns and hats
and shoes and stockings and gloves and coils of hair
and things of that kind. Her day was all taken up
in preparing. For what ? To show off these things
that she had been trying on all day. She went to

0
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restaurants to show them off, she went to theatres
and operas and cabarets and lunches and teas and
dinners, or she walked a little way in the street per-
haps—the right street—or she * received” in her
own home. Whatever she did, or wherever she was,
the thought of these adjuncts to herself never left her.
She was never just unconscious. She never lost her-
self entirely in anything. The nearest approach she
had to losing herself was when she was just deciding
to buy a new-—something—anything. She loved
clothes and jewels and things, and when she lighted
on a thoroughly successful anything, she did perhaps
lose herself in it for a minute. But she soon found
herself again. Just as soon as she purchased the
thing and got it home and put it on, then the uncon-
sciousness—the losing of herself in it—vanished.

As soon as the gown or the jewel was ** on,” Donna
regarded it no longer as a thing by itself. The
question in her mind then was, * Does it suit me ?
And she would look anxiously in the mirror, and turn
and peer and gaze from every angle, with hand-
glasses and without them, twisting and craning so as
to get every possible view . . . and then, when after-
wards she would wear it, the thought of it was in-
extricably entangled with herself. *“ Am I right ?
she would say to herself, gazing earnestly at her re-
tflection ; and then, later, wherever it was that she
and it were going, ** Look ! * her air would say to all
the world, ** look at this I am wearing and watch the
way to wear it.” And you would look, and against
your better judgment, as I have said, vou would
admire. For Donna—with her piled-up dark hair
and her luminous eyes and her unlined skin that had
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the sheen of a rose-petal, and her round, smooth
neck and her supple body and her arched fool-—was
a lovely creation. She was the acme of—of what
civilisation can do for a woman. Donna in a print
gown, bending over a wash-tub—only T can't
imagine it '—would have escaped both comment and
criticism, I dare say. She would have been a good-
looking girl enough, with scores and scores more like
her on every side. But massaged and manicured,
clothed by artists with the feeling for *“ cut” and
style,” arranged and polished, turned out by
efficiency in the shape of a maid, and always, always
with the perfectly harmonious setting behind her
well, she was Donna. She was a thing that
your eye followed and clung to. You let her pass
out of your sight unwillingly. ** What an exquisite
creature ! ” you said to whoever happened to be
with you; and whoever that was, whether man
or woman, it answered you, ** Yes, isn’t she perfect !
And its eyes followed Donna too—and drank her in.
I think I may say that I was in Donna’s confi-
dence. I mean by that that I was a good deal with
her for a time and she liked to talk to me. She
happened to be in a minddle while Fate threw us
together, and she had the feminine propensity for
liking to go over the muddle with anybody who
would listen, and go over it, not once, but five
hundred thousand times. I never bore Donna any
malice for doing this. All women like to do it—I
like to do it myself: and this is, T suppose, the
reason why one woman never takes it ill when
another woman goes on repeating—to nausea !—the
same thing over and over and over again. We all

“
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like to do it. Tt seems to us the only thing to do
when we are in trouble. Donna would go over to
me the history of her brief married life—with all the
most intimate details superadded—and how that
married life had been dissolved and why it was
necessary to dissolve it and whether she missed the
intimate details or was glad to be rid of them . . .
all this for as long as I would consent to listen. She I
would talk and talk and repeat over and over again
the very same words, and all the time she would
adjust her clothes to herself with rapid, skilful move-
ments of her manicured hands. She would touch
and lightly fluff the hair that her maid had so care-
fully arranged for her—she would powder and dab
and burnish and pencil-—and into her eyes there
would come the rapt, earnest expression of the de-
votee . . . and all the time she would talk and |
explain what never can be explained—-and every-
thing would come pouring out of her mind as water
comes pouring out of a jug.

*“ Say, don’t ut seem a pity,” she would say, ** that
Jim and me had to pa-art ! He was good. 1 liked
him. But he got kind of on the loose. If it had

been one woman he kept I wouldn’t have said one ;
word. T wouldn’t have minded a particle. But it i
was girls. . . .” i

She took a fresh pinch of cotton batting between
her finger and thumb and dipped it in the powder
bowl.

* You can’t stand girls,” said she ; ** you've your
health to think about, eh ¥

She powdered lightly and scanned the result
narrowly in the glass.

S ——— e
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“Eh?” she said again, and she took up the
chamois and began lightly polishing her cheek with
it and stretching the skin—Ilike a strap—against the
muscles of her eves and chin. *“ Eh, ain'tutso ? A
man has to stawp awf somewhere, I guess. You
can't afford to get yourself all tangled up with
truck.”

She leaned forward and gazed.

*“ Some going, eh ? 7 said she, and she reached for
something for her lips. ** I liked Jim, make no mis-
take! He was great. I'd have <cayed on with;him
right along, believe me, if he’d kept in reason. But
he got on the loose, Jim did, and I got kinder scared.
So we had to pa-art.”

She bent backwards, with her eyes always on the
mirror and she took hold of the hat that lay ready on
the bed and lightly she held it poised above her head.

* Stunning, eh 7 she said. ** Ain’t ut a dandy
production, say ? "

She lowered it gently—and as she gazed at her own
reflection there was a steady look in her eyes. She
might have been an artist setting a model. She might
have been a helmsman guiding a ship. She might
have been God with His hand on the wheel of life.

* How’s tha-at ! she said.
She sent her hat-pin through—and it was done
. and she stopped looking at herself in the mirror
and looked downwards at the rug.

She sat there a moment, half turned from the
mirror, with her arm on the back of her chair and
her cheek on her hand. She sat motionless and she
looked at the rug. She looked at it, but she looked
as if she were looking, not at it, but through it—to
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hell perhaps, for the expression of her face was
restless and mournful,

* Listen,” she said, and she lifted her eyes to mine
without moving her head or her hand, ** do you ever
feel . . .27

She sighed—and the sigh seemed to find its way
up from somewhere deep down in her.

“ There’s times,” she said, ** when I feel as if dying
was too good to be true—and this is one of the
times.”

She looked away from me. Her eyes went rest-
lessly round the room and found nothing to settle on.

*“ What's it all for,” she said ; ** that’s what I want
to know. I have the time. I got all I want. I'm
rid of Jim and I'm goin’ to be married to a man
that’s 'way beyond lovely. But there’s times——"

She stopped.

“ There’s times,” she said, “ 1 feel like I'd go
ravin’ mad. And to-night’s one.”

She sat in her Louis Seize chair. She was dressed,
all but her frock, and as she sat there in her miracu-
lously fine petticoat, in the delicate lace of her slip-
waist, in her wonderful stockings and her Cinderella
shoes—in the stunning hat—with the earrings hang-
ing from her tiny ears and flashing with every move-
ment of her shapely head—she looked infinitely
finished ; she looked more finished somehow than
when she was fully finished and dressed. There was
a look of gilt and brocade about her as there was
about the chair she sat on. All round about her
was the frippery and elaboration of her toilet-table.
She sat there, with one foot over the other, thrown
back in her chair, with one arm over the back of it

| _ —
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and her face in her hand, and she gave one that im-
pression of mournfulness that something beautiful
and yet out of place gives you. She looked as I have
seen a beautiful tropical bird look—in its cage. And
one felt that the fresh air and God’s blue sky and the
wind and the rain and the driving beauty of a winter
‘ day and the tender loveliness of a spring morning
/ had all been kept from her. She was the product of
electric light and the elaborate bathroom and the
telephone and the limousine, with its heater and its
‘ vase for flowers—and all the other things that we
make to stand between ourselves and life.

** Say,” she said, and she turned her dark eyes on
me again, ** say, what’s the good of ut all 7 T keep
goin’. And I'm goin’ to keep goin’. And if this
man don’t suit I'm goin’ to have the next one—
and that’s goin’ some, believe me! But it’s "—she
sighed, and this time the sigh seemed to come from
her very soul—* it’s tirin’,” she said.

She kept her eyes fixed on me. They looked
straight at me and it seemed to me that there was
something mournful looking out at me through
them.

{ *“ Say,” she said, ** are you fond of children ! "

She did not put it in the form of a question. It was
just a bit of her thoughts that was forming itself by
a sort of instinet into words—so I didn’t answer her.

She sat there, with her small teeth on her lip.
Under the stunning hat she somehow looked incon-
gruous—and curiously old. And the mournful thing
behind her dark and luminous eyes continued to
look out at me.

“If I had a baby,” she said, *“ I'd want ut to be an

’
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elegant one, you bet your life.  But you ean’t . . .”
She stopped.

“Well,” she said after a minute, * you can’t.
You’re all in if you have a haby. It plays merry
he!ll with you.”

She continued to look at me—and the thing be- -
hind her eyes gazed out steadily on life. [‘

“And so I guess you'd best leave well alone,” ¢
she said. '

She turned back to the mirror and looked into it.
The thing behind her eyes sank back—and back. . .
It was like watching something go down through
clear water to fathomless depths to sit looking over
her shoulder at the reflection the glass gave back.

“*Say,” said she, glancing at her wrist-watch, “ would
you ca-all Berth to come and fix me in my gear. For
it’s goin’ to be some show to-night and,” she said,
“T'll have to get a move on if I want to be on time.”

I called, and Berthe, crisp and adequate, rustled in.

 Keep your eve on the gown,” eried Donna, wav-
ing a festive arm.  * It’s a God-sent mercy. I want
you to understand it’s corkin’—ain’t ut, Berth ?

* Mais oui, Madame,” said Berthe, * ¢’est magni-
fique. Une robe superbe ! ”

She knelt to fasten it.

“Stunning, eh ?” said Donna. *’Way past
elegant !

When Berthe stood off from her she paused a
second before the mirror, posing, appraising the
rippling beauty of her gown—and she looked like |
Venus just risen from the infernal regions.

She waved a glove at us. *“ So long ! " she said—
and she was off,
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H,” said she, taking a look around her, * but
ye've a grand place here! Grand!” said
she. “Fine!” said she. She cast her eyes

up to the ceiling piously. * Great is the power o’

Mammon yet ! ”* she said.

I cast my eyes around.

“Not much of Mammon here,” said 1;
small enough.”

“It’s that,” said Miss M‘Gruther, “but it's a
grand Apartment!”

There was no gainsaying her. I let her call my
tiny flat a grand Apartment—such is the power of
unadulterated Scottishness.

“ Ye suld see mine,” said Miss M‘Gruther.

She gave a pious sniff.  All Miss M‘Gruther’s sniffs
were pious. She was pious. Her very bonnet-
strings had a Pharisee’s touch about the tie of them.
Down to her stocking-feet she was ecclesiastical.

“It’s a puir thing, mine,” said she, ““to ca’ a hame.”
She sniffed again. * Money,” she said, * money’s a
power.” Then, with a touch of comfort : ** Yet maun
we no forget, mem, that it’s man’s destruction ! ”

With that she closed the door, upon whose peg she
had just hung her bonnet by its pious bonnet-string.
She tied her apron on with righteousness, she came
and took her place in the best chair she could see, in
the best light my grand Apartment had to give. She
smoothed the creases in her lap.

“

it’s

217
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* What’s your wull ?* said she.

Once she had my wull and had set to at it she
hegan again.

“Eh,” said she, * ye're weel seetuate here! As
I was comin’ through yer entrance ha’ this mornin’,
mem, just to mysel’ I passed a wee remark. *‘It’s
wonderfu’,” said T (just to mysel’, ye understan’),
‘the w'y things comes to pass. Here’s her,’ said I,
‘sae weel installed. And here is me wi’ my puir
hame and naethin’’ (in a manner, mem, o’ speakin’)
‘ve could ca’ my ain. Why,” said I, ‘is that ?
And wherefore 7 7

Miss M*Gruther sniffed.

* Yon,” said she, *“ was the remark I passit wi’
mysel’ as I was comin’ through yer entrance ha’ this
mornin’, mem.”’

She paused. Righteousness pervaded her.

* God’s w'ys mysterious are !  said she.

I felt now was my chance to ris: or never.

“Some things,” said I, *we have to take on
trust.”

I felt T had done not so badly. Miss M'Gruther
sniffed.

“It’s a grand entrance ha’ ye have,” said she,
“sae light and clean! There’s dirt on mine,” she
said, * and waur than dirt . . .!

“Tt’s the Lord’s wull,” said Miss M‘Gruther.

There was a pause.

** Next door to me,” said Miss M‘Gruther, when the
time was ripe for her to speak again, ‘‘ next room to
mine ahint a wa’ that’s holes in it—-"

Around the lath and plaster of my holeless walls
did Miss M‘Gruther cast her eagle eye.
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“A-ha!” she said. ‘“ Dear me! Weel, weel!”

She paused.

“— ahint the wa’ that’s holes in it,”” said Miss
M‘Gruther, *“ mem, there stays a man.”

She paused again.

‘A man that’s lost in sinfu’ness,” said she,

* What kind of sinfulness ? ” said I.

* Drink, mem, drink,” said Miss M‘Gruther.

She sat a while and shook her head.

“Eh,” said she at last, * to think, mem, that
there’s men-bodies’ll pit inside theirsels the de'il
and a’ his warks !’ She paused a moment, then she
added : ** No to speak o’ spendin’ money on it !

“Tech, teh, teh ! said Miss M‘Gruther.

We sat a while and thought about it.

*“Straucht forninst me,” Miss M‘Gruther said,
“* there stays a hussy.”

* What kind of one ? " said 1.

Then for a period Miss M‘Gruther sat and bridled
with her ancient head.

*“ A hussy that is ower aquent wi’ life, mem,” Miss
M‘Gruther said.

She shook her head and shook and shook it.

“If ye'll excuse me, mem,” said she, “ I’ll say nae
mair.”

She said nae mair. We sat.

“Eh me, the sinfu'ness o’ life,” said Miss
M‘Gruther, bursting out. ** The ungodliness ! ”’

She hitched her nose.

* Hm-ah,” said she. ‘‘ Eh dearie me!”

Again we took a pause for meditation.

“ You that’s wi’ law and order at your back,” said
Miss M‘Gruther, when the pause was over, “ you
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that has money to your hand, it’s hard for vou to !
guess at what the likes o’ me has to endure ! ”

She shook her head. T felt apologetic.

“It’s the Lord’s wull,” said Miss M‘Gruther.

“Toots ! ™ said she.

So did she punctuate our conversation. i

*“ Her that’s forninst me,” Miss M‘Gruther said {
when it was meet for her to speak once more,  her, i
Annie Matheson she ca’s hersel’, she has an eye to i
catchin’ him that’s lost to sinfu’ness i’ drink.” it

*“ Dear, dear!” said 1.

“Ye weel may say,” said Miss M‘Gruther. * Her
wi’ an eye to him! (He answers to the name o’
Jock MacBayne.) It’s ondecent, mem. It’s fair
past speakin’ o’.”

She fixed me with a stony eye.

“ Eh, mem,” said she, * but spinsterhood’s a
grand possession !

Faintly I answered yes.

*“ A grand possession, mem,” said Miss M‘Gruther ;
‘“integrity’s a precious gift!”

She sniffed. A righteous sniff. é

“ T doubt,” said she, ** but mebbe Annie Matheson
has slippit her time for learnin’ that !

She sniffed.

We took a little time to think it over. There was
lots for us to think about. Spinsterhood—the lack of
it—Jock MacBayne— drink—indecency—righteous
sniffs. When Miss M‘Gruther spoke again her tone
was almost blithe.

“ There’s ane thing, mem,” she said, *“1 dinna
think she’ll get him.”

“No ?” said I.

saE s s
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“Na,” said Miss M‘Gruther. “Na. I dinna
think it’s likely.”

She almost closed one eye and slowly shook her
head from side to side. The whole of her was fraught
with infinite meaning.

*“ Na,” said she again. ** So far as I can see she’ll
ha'e her wark for nacthin’.”

She leaned a little forward. Her voice dropped to
confidence.

*“ Jock’s promised to anither woman, mem,” said
she. A widow woman—wi’ house plenishin’s.
And napery. And feather beds.”

She smiled, did Miss M‘Gruther.

*“ Little does Annie ken,” said she,

She hitched her nose.

* Gin she had sneb she micht jalouse,” said Miss
M‘Gruther, taking a cleansing bath of Scotch.

“ Couldn’t you tell her ?” I suggested.

Miss M‘Gruther sniffed. She made no verbal
answer—she just sniffed. Whole worlds were in
that sniff.

“We maun a’ dree our weirds,” said Miss
M‘Gruther, apropos of nothing.

After a bit she fidgeted in her chair.  She hummed
and ha’d.

“ Whiles when I'm at my word o’ prayer,” said
she, 'l hear the hussy, mem, ahint the wall.
‘Tak’ yer gless, Jock,” she'll say, © tak’ it and drink
it up and say you’ll hae me.”

Miss M'Gruther coughed.

“T'll no can sleep,” said she, * for hearin’ her.
‘I've no’ been whit T suld be, Jock,’ says she. * Fine
I ken that. But, Jock . . . Jock, tak’ me. TI’ll be
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true to yve. Oh, Jock,” I'll hear her say. ‘T lo’e ye,
Jock. 1Ilo’e ye, man. I'd cut my han’s aff, Jock,
to pleasure ye. Tak’ me, tak’ me, Jock!’”

Miss M‘Gruther groaned.

“ Her tellin’ him she lo’es him, shameless besom.
Me hearin’ that. Me that’s a member o’ the
Presbyterian Church !

“TIt’s awfu’, it’s just awfu’,” Miss M*Gruther said. ]

Speech failed her. As it seemed the end I rose to
leave her—and her speech came back again.

* As T was comin’ out the morn,” said she, ** Jock
cried at me. At me . . .! °‘Lassie,” eries he, ‘a
gless whusky, lassie, here.” “Na,  says I. “ A gless
Kuyper, lassie, then,” cries he. *It's fine ye ken,’
says I, * that I've nae drink on me to bring. Learn
Christian w'ys,” says I. * Weel, darlin’,’ cries Jock
at me then, *if ye've nae drink I'll tak’ a pinch o’
snuff if you'll obleege me !* "

Miss M‘Gruther groaned. She groaned.

*“ Snuff,”” said she, *“ to me! Sic’ ribaldry ! ”

We sat a while in meditation.

“ Decency,” Miss M‘Gruther said at length—it
was a sort of proclamation—* yon’s what money
buys ye, mem.

“ Ay ! ™ said she.

Again she meditated for a space. And then she
smiled.

“There’ll be a skirl,” said she, * when Annie
kens.”

Once more she smiled.

“T hope,” she said, “ I'm in my room to hear.”

So do the Harpies smile while they are sharpening
their claws.

I S —
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* So yon, mem,”” Miss M‘Gruther said, steering her
way for where she started from, ** yon was the reason
why I felt it laid on me to say that you was grandly
seetuate here.”

She glanced about her.

* Eh dear me,” said she; *“ dear me ! "

She sniffed.

“It’s grand,” she said. “ It's fine. Money's a
power.”

And then did Miss M'Gruther spy her sprig of
balm of Gilead —and pluck it.

* Ay, it’s a power ; it’s a’ that, mem,” said she.
“ Yet maun we haud i’ mind that money is the root
o evil!”

“The love of money is, you mean,” said I,
correcting her,

“That’s what I say,” said Miss M‘Gruther.
*Money’s the root o’ evil, mem. A’ evil!”

She glanced about her.

“Teh, tch, teh,” said she. “Ou ay! Dear,
dear!”

She sniffed.

So are our conversations sometimes circular in
form.
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HERE is nothing so wearisome in all the
wearisome possibilities of this world as to be
talked to about Art. 1 dislike to be talked

to about anything beginning with a capital letter

Love, Art, Vice—anything of that sort. The more
people talk about such things the less do they do
them ; and unless you do a thing what can you
possibly have to say that is worth listening to about
it 7 T haven’t known many criminals— to give them
their technical name—but I'll be bound that if I did
know them they wouldn’t talk to me about Vice.
They might spin me a yarn about housebreaking,
perhaps, and very diverting it would be, but they
wouldn’t call it by the name of Vice. They would
call it - whatever the slang for burglary may be. As

to lovers—none that I have known ever talked of

Love - while artists are generally too busy to be
talking much at all.  Art, indeed, may be described
as a thing to be done and not talked about. T dare-
say the War will help it on its way- so far, at least,
as not talking about it is concerned. But why, as

Mr Granville Barker says, worry with it at all 7 If

it is there you can’t miss it, and if it isn’t there
no talking about it will produce it. Let it take its
chance with love—which is much in the same box.
This was not the point of view of Charlie Ralston
when he came out to Canada—five or six years ago,
before the War. How well I remember his advent
224
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among us—~Charlie, pleasant-voiced, intensely and
passionately interested in all sorts of things that
didn’t seem to the Canadians to matter, unpractical,
artified to a degree, and with a way of saying:
* Quite a charming person ! ” or ** What a delicious
little bit !’ that set the Dominion’s teeth on edge
and made it writhe. Canada didn’t like him. Oh,
not at all ; it didn’t.

I am sorry to say he talked about Art. T hate to
say or even to hint anything about my countrymen
and countrywomen—of whom I am and want to be
so proud : but when they come to Canada a demon
seems to enter into them, and too often not one
demon hut seven demons ; and nothing seems able
to cast them out again. I mean the demons. Long
ago in Paris, before we were at all popular there, it
used to be pointed out to me that all Englishwomen
had rabbit mouths, with teeth sticking out in front
where no teeth should be.  This I indignantly denied.
But when the Parisians of those far-off days took me
walking on the boulevards, lo! all the English we
met had rabbit mouths with teeth sticking out in
front. T can’t explain it—so it was. And reluct-
antly T had to admit the fact. In Canada it isn’t
teeth that stick out of the English; it is opinions.
(Canadians (before the War, also when we were not
so popular as we are to-day) used to point out to me
the angularity and the Himalayan superiority of the
English once they crossed the ocean. This, in the
face of anecdote and even of proof, I indignantly
denied. But when the Canadians took me walking
on their wharves, lo ! all the English, as they disem-
barked, had opinions sticking out all over them where

P
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no opinions should be—chiefly opinions inimical to
Canada and the Canadians. And these opinions
they—the English—did not desist from mentioning
until they reached the wharves to go away again,
They were Pauline in their power of mentioning
things in season and out of scason. And the Can-
adians didn’t—and don’t now—like it at all,

Charlie Ralston was no exception to the rule.
Once more 1 do not attempt any explanation, 1
merely mention. He went on talking about Art and
why it wasn’t in Canada and why it should be and
what was the way to bring it there instanter, until the
Canadians, if they weren’t the most long-suffering
people on earth, would have tarred and feathered
him and sent him home with the freight unpaid.
Being, as they are, the long-suffering people par
excellence, they listened. They had lots of oppor-
tunity. When they asked Charlie to dinner he
talked ubout Art.  What Futurist music is and isn’t.
What is the reason of the Canadian being unable to
understand it. Why he—and still more she—prob-
ably never will. And the pity of it. He talked.
He did talk. Oh my, he talked a lot !

Once I remember sitting next to him at lunch.
First he told me silly, would-be-funny stories of his
landlady—** such a charming person!” And then

he told me all the ** little bits ** he had been * jotting
down.” And then he told me things I couldn’t
understand—and wouldn’t let me talk to anyone
else. All in the name of Art, (What is it ?) After
lunch was over it was worse. He drew—yes, he did
—from his pocket a slim book full of—imagine what !
Aphorisms.  Yes, aphorisms, as I'm a woman. And
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he read them. He read them all, and as they were
pretty Futurist he had to act the meaning in a sort
of drawing-room lecture. We sat round. Yes, we
did. We sat there listening with a cerebral in-
digestion growing on the lot of us—don’t tell me,
after that, Canadians aren’t a long-suffering race.
He read them every one . .. he exhibited them
internally, as doctors say.
R

La Rochefoucauld ni

Aq. Fill the bottle.

To be taken as directed after food.

That was the prescription.

Another time it was a play he read, one that ** a
manager ”’ said was excellent. The first Aect, said
the manager, was something fine. Ditto the second.
He didn’t happen to be in want of plays just then,
otherwise he would have Charlie read it to us.
Well, we won’t say anything more about it. It was
a play. Requiescal in pace, and please not resurgat !

So Charlie Ralston was a bore, as will be seen. A
bore of the first water. And yet Canada put up with
him. He talked at it, he openly corrected it, he
criticised its way of dress, its ways of speech, its ways
of life—and Canada went on asking him to dinner.
Canadians area funny folk. Instead of turning on the
English when they come and grow their rabbit teeth
across the ocean, Canadians bear with them. The
English criticise, find fault, put the Canadians in the
corner ; Canadians grumble, they don’t like the drub-
! bing - but they bear it. Whether the War will —
But that’s not what I have to say. It's Charlie.

e N—
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After a bit Charlie took up with a Canadian girl.
She was pretty, not unkindly, practical, with hands
on her and no ideas to speak of. Good ground to
clear and plough. I don’t know what she saw in
Charlie, unless it was his violet eyes, which should
have been a girl’s. Anyway, they were together as
often as they could be—and people looked at them
and said to one another: * Is there anything in it ?
Freda Wanham's gone on him ! She was, 1 met
them on their way to somewhere once. She was
fresh in her white frock, walking beside him as if he
was the King. Why can a woman never hide her
feelings if she loves a man—not from another woman
anyway Y Do men read men like that ? There
was in Freda’s face that morning the look you can’t
mistake, that look of something that’s not far from
adoration—her eyes were brimming, her cheeks were
flushed, her body swayed towards his. And her
little happy laugh rang out, that happy little laugh
—mnot humorous at all—a woman has when she is
walking with the man she loves. Freda was very
sweet that morning. She didn’t even see me as 1
passed them——her eyes were seeking his,

Charlie didn’t see me either. He was settled
down with Charlie Ralston. He liked the pretty girl
beside him, but his thoughts and aspirations were
firmly on himself. He looked nice, good-looking,
well-set-up. His tie was suitable. Under his arm,
poor boy, was a Shelley or some such thing—I fancy
he meant to read to her when their secluded spot was
reached. Well, she could look at him as he was read-
ing. I daresay she was happy.

That came to nothing. Freda’s brother said that
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Charlie was * the God-damnedest fool . . .!” That
was his calm opinion—and the family more or
less agreed. T don’t know whether that influenced
Freda or whether Charlie stuck to Shelley and didn’t
* handle ™’ poetry as a matrimonial theme, but, any-
way, Freda married someone else—a practical man
who talked of Mergers, not of Art. T daresay Freda’s
safer with him than she would have been with Charlie.
Marriages are ticklish things at any time, and inter-
national marriages are—well, they are difficult.
England and (Canada are separated by more than
water. They are relations, and relations, we all
know, are apt to differ. I think Charlie and Freda,
on the whole, are best apart. * Will the love that
you're so rich in light a fire in the kitchen ?” I'm
sure that Charlie when he came to Canada couldn’t
have lit a fire with all the love he had at his com-
mand. Since then the War has taught him things.
What made me think of him to-night was that I
read a letter from him. It was to Mrs Wanham,
Freda’s mother. Charlie wrote to tell her that her
son, Lieutenant Wanham—the very one who said
that Charlie was the God-damnedest fool !—had
died in France. And Charlie Ralston used no aphor-
isms in writing. He told quite simply all he could.
He put down every little fact he thought might
lighten grief. He thought of everything, all the
details ; he wrote as if he were beside the mother,
talking, consoling, watching the changes on her face
and comforting her with every tiny thing she wished
to know. Charlie writing that way! It was a
revelation of him. And then I remembered how one
day Charlie had come to see me, and how suddenly,
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unexpectedly, as happens sometimes when you talk
alone with someone, affectation had dropped away
from him. He had talked simply, told me of
* home,” talked of his mother, told me foolish little
tender jokes about her—** the old lady ! that was
what he called her, We had talked all afternoon
that day and never mentioned Art. There was no
improvement—we discussed nothing. We just sat
and talked of England, of the spring there—the
starry primroses—the English birds—their song -
the perfume of the English flowers. Perhaps that
was Art—1I never thought of it till now,

Anyway, when Charlie went away that day I
thought: ** What a pity !” Here was a nice boy
growing rabbit teeth just out of cussedness—and
partly out of shyness too, perhaps.  Why do English
people come out to Canada and antagonise the whole
Dominion ? Why ? Why can’t they be the natural,
kindly people that we mostly are at home—and
let Art take its chance ¥ As I said before, after
the War, perhaps, things will be different. We shall
be doing then, please God, not talking quite so much.
There’s lots to do. . . .

As I finished reading Charlie’s letter I stopped to
think what I should say—it’s hard to think of things
at times like that—and as I paused I glanced at
Freda. Freda's a married woman now, as I have
said. She has another love, a little one that is Art,
but can’t talk about it. She’s happy. But as I
glanced at her 1 saw her eyes fixed on the letter in
my hand . . . and in her eyes was something—
something that was there the day I met them on the
hill.  She’s quite happy. But women, when they've

E————————
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cared for someone, keep a feeling—they don 't forget.
They can’t. I fancy if you said to Freda: ** Who is
your favourite poet 7" she would answer : ** Shelley.”
The present Mr Freda never heard of Perey Bysshe
and doesn’t want to,

When I began I thought there was a story, but it
seems there isn’t.  The thing I really had to say was
—what a pity English people do themselves in-
justice when they come out here! How often have
I blushed for English men and women in the past ten
vears ! How often! When I've heard them puffing,
blowing, boasting—or, on the other tack, freezing,
extinguishing, well, I've suffered. They come out
here and set us right on every possible point . . .
it’s hard to bear—it really is. I can’t help hoping
that the day will come when they’ll be less superior,
and when I can feel truly proud of all the opinions
that stick out of them. English like that there are
at home. Why can’t they stay like that when they
come out to Canada ?

Charlie is learning, anyway—that letter shows it.
I hope he has the best of luck and comes back here
after the War to show us what an Englishman can be!
I use Canadian phraseology and the present tense
just to encourage him in—Art !
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HEN you want a maid in Canada you are
much in the case of the elderly Scotch
spinster of the last generation who began

by saying : * Wha'll T tak’ ? ”* and ended by saying
“Wha'll tak® me? ™ The justness of this parallel
I realised on the day when Rosie called in answer
to my advertisement,

Rosie came, as 1 say, and she was the only one
who did— and that was exactly where the rub came
in, as Shakespeare says.  If there had been anything
to choose amongst, you may be very sure I wouldn’t
have chosen Rosie. But there wasn’t. There was
just Rosie. Like the late lamented Scotch spinster
I had to take what was sent and do my best to be
thankful.

The trouble with Rosie was not that she was bad.
Oh no! Don’t think it. The trouble was that she
was so awfully good. She was painfully good. She
was fearfully good. She was horribly good. She
was so good that, taken as a daily food, she gave you
a perennial indigestion.

With no solicitation on my part, and just at the
very beginning of that first interview, Rosie informed
me that she was a Christian.  And when I insinuated
that we most of us called ourselves by such a name as
that and acted nevertheless as ill as anyone else, Rosie
said that was not the kind of Christian she was. She
was, she said, a Very Early Christian—the same kind

232
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of Christian as St Paul. Now this, I confess, staggered
me. I yield to no man, or woman ecither, in my
admiration for St Paul, but there is a place for every.
thing and everything has its place, and I cannot but
feel that St Paul, sweeping carpets and doing up the
kitchen stove of a Saturday afternoon, is not in his
place at all. Also it flashed across me as Rosie
spoke that he would be a good deal to live up to,
especially first thing in the morning—not to speak of
the question of his correspondence. Why, if he got
to that straight after lunch, it is a question in my
mind whether he would be through by supper-time.

I therefore put it to Rosie whether she couldn’t
sink her Christianity, and St Paul into the bargain,
while she stayed with me; and she rather softened
me by answering that, although a Very Early
Christian, T mustn’t expect too much of her. She
could only do, as she said, ** her best.” It was this
speech (together with the fact of there being no pagan
sister handy) that settled it. Rosie brought herself
and her trunk and her Very Early Christianity and I
paid twenty dollars a month for the lot.

There were days when I was fond of Rosie. 1
can’t deny it. She was a pretty little thing, not at
all like St Paul to look at—not that T mean any dis-
respect to him ; but Rosie was more like a sparrow
than anything else and I never heard it evened yet
that St Paul was of that feather. She had soft,
glossy hair, had Rosie, just the fawny-brown shade
at the tip of a sparrow’s wing. And she had bright
dark eyes, with just a sparrow’s intelligence at the
back of them, and she had a way of standing looking
at you with her head on one side as if she were perched




234 SISTER WOMAN

on a bough and you were on the ground beneath.
I like sparrows. And if only Rosie would have con-
sented just to be a sparrow and to cease being so over-
whelmingly interested in the health of my soul, I would
have liked Rosie.  Nothing would have pleased me
better than to strew erumbs for Rosie’s breakfast
and scatter shreds of silk for the building of her nest

but you can’t strew crumbs in front of a Revival
Meeting or shreds of silk in the maw of a hymn.
And Rosie was a walking Revival in the house all day
long, alas, and the concentrated tabloid of a hymn
all the evening. There was nothing for it but to put
fondness on one side and make the best of it, And
for a long time a bad best it was,

The first objection I had to make was an objection
to Prayer. After the coming of Rosie, all day long
at intervals I was pursued by a voice. A loud voice,
An insistent voice. A noisy voice. Now, I am not
above confessing that T don’t like promiscuous voices
in the house. Perhaps T have nerves. Perhaps 1
haven’t. Anyway, it is my house and 1 won’t have
voices in it.  So one day, when the voice was at its
very loudest, and I felt T couldn’t stand it a minute
longer, I sent for Rosie. And Rosie came, looking
more like a sparrow than ever.

* Rosie,” said I, ** who are you talking to 7"

“ No one, ma'am,” said Rosie.

“ But you are,” 1 said, with the emphasis born of
the long exercise of a deadly patience. ** T often
hear you talking to someone. Who is it 7"

Rosie’s face changed. The sparrow disappeared.
The Revival Meeting took its place.
“Oh!"” said Rosie,
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*“ Well 7" said 1.

*“ Oh, that,” said Rosie, and she lowered her voice,
* That’s God, ma’am.”

“Oh!"” said 1.

I must say I was taken aback I had started with
St Paul and now here I was invited to come a step up
higher. T paused.

—_— e —— —

* You mean you're praying, I suppose,” said T at
last. l

* Yes, ma’am,” said Rosie. '

The Revival Meeting was by this time in such force ‘
that I felt the only right thing for me to do would .
be to call out ** Hallelujah! ™ But I didn’t. There i
was another pause, 0

* Can’t you pray inside yourself ? " I asked, after a
bit. !

Rosie settled herself for testimony. She clasped ‘
her hands in front of her. |

“ Well, ma’am,” she said, ** there’s the two kinds of ‘
prayer. There’s Audible. And there’s Inaudible.” )

*Well,” said I, ** all right. You try the Inaudible ]
kind and see what that feels like.” :M

Rosie hesitated. .

“ That’s for nights,” said she, and the look of the '
Martyr on its way to the Lion overspread her face. i
I felt the time had come to strike a blow.

* Rosie,” I said, ** while you stay here you've got "
to take to inaudible Prayer for day-time. When you ‘
go to bed at night you can shut the door tight and |
have the Audible. See ? That’s the way of it while i

you stay here.”
Rosie’s head went to one side. T saw the distant
sparrow coming back again. {
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“It’s not the way we're told to,” she remarked.

“ Well,” I said, *“ I can’t help it. It’s the way it's
got to be.”

Rosie considered. Then suddenly the sparrow
fluttered down, close beside me.

“Very well, ma’am,” said she. * That’s my
Cross, I guess. D’ll bear it ! ™

And, bearing its Cross, the sparrow went to dish
the dinner.

Dinner was another of those bridges that somehow
we had to get across. Rosie, the sparrow, was quite
a teachable little cook. But Rosie, the Revival )M eet-
ing, was no cook at all. She scorned it. Her meals
were stony-hearted and settled down inside of you
to do their worst by you, and generally succeeded.
Your dinner, therefore, was in the nature of a surprise
packet. Sometimes you would like it, and some-
times you wouldn’t.  And when, as happened on one
oceasion, you got your soup after your meat (in
consequence, I suppose, of I'rayer), you didn’t like it.
And said so.

The great stumbling-block in the way of dinner (and
lunch and breakfast too) was Rosie’s Bible, and this,
during Rosie’s stay with me, was a constant orna-
ment to the kitchen. It was of immense size ; and,
as it lay open upon the dresser (as if it had been a
cook-book) all day long, it gave you every oppor-
tunity of noticing its appearance. It lay open in
this way so as to be ready for constant reference.
If Rosie were making a pancake, say, and she had
just got to the psychological moment of * tossing
it, then, exactly then, at that very particular second,
she always had an immense, an inordinate, a not-to-
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be-gainsaid desire to verify some text. So she would
leave the pancake and run to the Bible on the dresser.
And there she would stand, feverishly turning the
pages back and forth (for one of her sparrow-like
propensities was that she never could find the place),
seeking first the salvation of her own soul, while the
pancake was losing its only chance of ever getting
one in the frying-pan on the fire. 'We gave up pan-
cakes and took to stews at last as the safer choice.
And then we got on better.

This was our weekday, workaday existence. But
the highday and holiday of Rosie’s life was ** Meet-
ing.”” To It (It occurred three evenings in the weck
and twice on Sunday) she would go forth, with her
big Bible under one arm and a Prayer Book under
the other, thus clad, as I may say, in shining armour.
For her Meetings were held at street-corners and they
all (Rosie, too, I daresay) addressed the passing
world ; and if the passing world insisted on going on
passing without listening to what was being said to
it, someone attacked it with ecclesiastical argument
and tried to makeit stop. And when it still wouldn’t
it was prayed for—audibly. If there had been fewer
of these debauches I think we should have got on
better. For just at the farthest remove between the
Meetings the sparrow always showed itself strongest
and our dinners came up quite nice and tidy and
eatable. But just before or just after a Meeting the
atmosphere became thick and murky, and our dinners
were but flies in the ointment and we weren’t com-
fortable at all. Also, as the direct offshoot of a
Meeting, I sometimes became aware of a tendency
to Audible Prayer, with a suspicious substratum of
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entreaty for myself. Such guinea-pigs as this were
sternly suppressed by me.

Rosie’s money affairs were another problem—they
were more like the National Debt than anything else.
Twenty dollars a month went into her, so to say, but
the puzzle was that nothing ever seemed able to
come out again. She never had a cent. She was
always asking me for an * advance,” and for a bit I
*advanced " as requested.  But, being by nature of
an interfering disposition, the time came when 1 said
to Rosie: ** Rosie, what do you do with all your
money ?  You never seem to have any.”

Rosie blushed and flushed and said nothing.

*“ You don’t spend it on clothes,” said I, glancing
at her.

* Oh no, ma’am,” said Rosie, finding her tongue.
*“That would be sinful.”

I didn’t feel it my duty—or * laid upon me,” as
Rosie would have said—to go into this, so I merely
reiterated : ** Well, what do you do with it then 7 ”

Rosie began to explain her pecuniary life.

It appeared that in the first instance she had come
out to Canada in the hope of regenerating it—as a
self-appointed missionary, in fact ; for it was on the
other side of the water that she had first taken to
being a Very Early Christian. Arriving in Canada,
with the expectation of finding it peopled with the
Heathen, something of a surprise had been in store
for her ; and she had felt that, before attacking the
Dominion as a whole, some preparation was needed.
She had therefore made arrangements with a
* Correspondence Class,” and had corresponded with
zeal and energy, and two of the subjects she had
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corresponded about were Architecture and Politics.
I admit that the Dominion is badly in need of in-
struction on both these subjects, but I doubt if Rosie
and her Correspondence Class will be the means of its
regeneration. However, I now saw why my kitchen
—what with ink-pots and foolscap—had so often
presented such a Pauline appearance. On this
correspondence, with its class fees, preliminary and
otherwise, its books, with their necessary and un-
necessary instruction for the various courses, ete.,
Rosie had already spent ninety dollars, in instalments
of five dollars apiece. Twenty dollars still remained
to pay.

* Do you think you have profited much by your
studies ? ” said I, after a pause for assimilation.

* Oh yes, ma’am,” said Rosie,

* Where are the books ? ”* said 1.

** Upstairs, ma’am, in my room,” said Rosie. The
sparrow looked out at me with a dawning hope
of sympathy. *“Would you like to see ’em,
ma’am? " it said. ** I'm sure I'd be glad to show
em you.”

Rosie paused.

“They're a lovely set o’ books ! ”* she said.

* Have you read them ? ™ said 1.

“Not yet, ma’am,” said Rosie. * They're too
many of "em to read.”

She paused again and thought it over.

“ But it’s nice to know you have ’em,” she re-
marked.

It strikes me that it will take Rosie a lot of Prayer,
both Audible and Inaudible, before she gets even
with the inventors of the Correspondence Scheme !
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(T may say here that, later on, T looked at Rosie’s
ninety dollars’ worth of books, and, as Meredith says
of Morris’s poem, I looked away again. Rosie was
right. They were not for reading.)

Not content with having established a National
Debt of her own, what must Rosie do next but pre-
sent a banner to her Sorority, or whatever the name
of it might be —for the “Meeting” was composed
entirely of *Sisters.” She thought a banner would
add to their appearance as they marched through
the streets. She also thought it might seduce the
souls of the worldlings. A banner, said Rosie, is
perhaps the thing to bring em in! And, as a last
argument, when the banner had come home and was
waiting to be paid on delivery and she was begging
me for an advance to pay for it, ** Besides, ma’am,”
said she, ** they've been so good to me!” ** They ”
being the Sisters. The banner cost ten dollars, and
the first time Rosie took to waving it audibly she
broke the kitchen window with it.

* Rosie,” said I, ** if you want to do such things as
that, why don’t you save up money of your own to
buy them ?”

The sparrow disappeared.  Nothing but the
Revival was to the fore.

*“We are told,” said the Revival, ** that it’s wrong
to put by for the morrow ! ”

“Yes,” said I, “ but if I didn’t put by for the
morrow, where would you be to-day ? If T didn’t
put by something sometimes you wouldn’t be able
to have banners to break my kitchen windows with!”

I saw the sparrow take a squint through the eyes
of the Revival.
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* Where would you be if I didn’t lay up riches ?
said I again.

“I'm sure I couldn’t tell you, ma'am,” said
Rosie.

*“No, perhaps not,” said I, “but I could tell
you!”

The sparrow looked a trifle disconcerted for the
moment, but just as it was going out at the door the
Revival turned its face to me a moment. * I'll pray
for enlightenment, ma’am,” said the Revival, ** and
then I'll let you know about it.”

*“ Thank you,” said I.

The last and final crash of Rosie’s finance was, 1
think, on the occasion of her entering the literary
career—by what we may call a side-door. One day
when I strolled into the kitchen to see about the
health of my next meal, Rosie, with shining face and
glistening eyes, ran to meet me. She might, from
the look of her, have been a mother with her first-
born on her arm to show me, or a poet with his first
sonnet on the tip of his tongue all ready to recite.

* Oh, look, ma’am,” said Rosie, and she thrust a
leaflet in my hand. When I glanced down at it I
saw that Qutward Adorning was its name. And this
was how a verse or two of it ran :

O think of God’s beloved daughters
Here on earth a little while,
Spending all their precious moments,
After fashion, dress and style.

See how like the world they're getting,
Only look upon their head—

See what should be in the garden,
Fixed up to adorn their pride.
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See the little wings and feathers
On their hats and bonnets worn ;
These are only second-handed,
Worn by the birds before.

Nice to see them on the birdies,

God Himself did put them there ;

None would care for wings and feathers
On their head instead of hair.

Then came a verse or two of a more specialised
and technical character. 1 shall not trouble to quote
them :

Gather all your flimsy decking,
Lay them down beside His blood,

and that kind of thing ; and the poem ended with
the same simplicity as it began—with this verse :

God would have His daughters tidy,
All they wear both good and plain,
Wearing nought to be ashamed of
At His coming back again.

I read it all through twice—to get my breath, as it
were—and then I said :

* Rosie, where did you get it ?

She didn’t answer. She was perfectly quiet. I
glanced at her.

She was trembling with eagerness. Her face was
full of colour and her eyes were full of tears. The
poem had gone in at one side of her and come out at
the other; she was penetrated through and through
with it. It spoke to her. It touched something in
her that she couldn’t express in words. She tried
to speak and at first she could only stammer and

T IR -



ROSE OF SHARON 243

stutter. She was drunk with her own feelings.
Shakespeare or Shelley could have done no more for
a poet in the making than Outward Adorning had
done for Rosie.

‘“Oh,” said she at last, “oh, isn’t it lovely,
ma’am !”  And she stopped from sheer emotion.

* Rosie,” 1 said, ** you didn’t write it 77

* Oh no,ma’am,” said Rosie. *Isaw it'in a paper.
The Lord must have led me to it, ma’am. For just
as soon as I read it T knew that that was the thing to
bring 'em in. And so I've had it printed, ma’am, in
leaflets, and at the next Meeting we’ll hand it round.”

She paused, trying to get hold of her voice to speak
with.

*“ And they’ll eome in,” said she. And she looked
at me mistily through her tears.

My own speech was taken away. I just stood and
looked at her, while my dinner that I had come in to
see to went dry in the pot.

“ Rosie!” 1 said at last. And stopped.

For Rosie was gazing out of the window, leagues
and leagues away. She had forgotten me and my
dinner and every other earthly consideration. We
had all faded completely out of her mind.

“ They’ll come in ! ™ said she to herself—or was it,
perhaps, to God ?

And then, just in a whisper.

“Think of that!” said she.

* Rosie,” said I, when we had recovered a little
bit, * how many leaflets did you have printed ?

“Two thousand, ma’am,” said Rosie.

I gave it up.

I suppose, when we don’t quite know what to do
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with something, the impulse of all of us is to shuffle
it somewhere out of sight. That, at any rate, was
the principle I followed out with Rosie. The best
way out of the National Debt and all its complica-
tions was, it seemed to me, to send the Prodigal
Daughter home again—I mean, to send Rosie back
to England. In England she had a mother, another
Very Early Christian. She also had a father some-
where, but he had run away, it seemed, at the first
dawning of Very Early Christianity, and he hadn’t
been heard from since. An immense amount of
Prayer, both Audible and Inaudible, had been
employed on his behalf, but so far it had proved
ineffectual in discovering his whereabouts. He re-
mained sequestered—in other words, he just lay low
and no one but himself knew where he was. T may
say that I can’t help feeling a certain sympathy with
Rosie’s father. 1 know so exactly how he felt. He
couldn’t persuade Mahomet—1I should say St Paul—
to go away, so he just took heart of grace and up and
went himself. I have lived with Rosie and T know
about it. Even a mountain will uproot itself if you
give it sufficient cause.

Meanwhile Rosie’s mother was alone—and ill ;
and it seemed to me that Rosie might as well be look-
ing after her as converting the Dominion. I there-
fore suggested to the sparrow that there is lots to be
done yet about converting England ; and when that
is all finished it will be time enough to begin to think
about Canada. I also suggested that T might pay
her passage home and that she might go back to her
mother—and stay there.

The sparrow looked at me. Its eyes filled with the
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ready tears—for it was an affectionate piece of goods
and fond of its mother, as it would have been fond of
anything that was just a little bit decent and kind to
it. Itlooked at me very solemnly. * Well, ma’am,”
said the sparrow, ** God willing, I'll go home, ma’am,
and stay with my mother.” God apparently was will-
ing. Forit went. And the very last I saw of it was
perched on the deck of the home-going steamer, with
its head a little to one side.

I hope and trust that some day soon my sparrow
will meet another sparrow, strong-minded and of
heathen ancestry, and that together they’ll make
shift to build themselves a nest and occupy their
minds with—eggs.

-
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THE CHARLADY

KEPT no servant for my little flat—in the
transatlantic vernacular, T *“did my own
work.” But as we none of us, or few of us, are

holy enough to like to do the roughest parts of our
work ourselves, I had a woman once a week to do the
cleaning. I ought to have done it myself, I know,
but I didn’t. I paid someone else a dollar a day, her
meals and her car-fare, to do what I should by rights
have been doing myself.  And she bore me no malice.

Her name was Mrs Chaffey, and she said her given
name was Hannah. She hailed from Scotland, but
by the time I came across her, ten years or so in
Canada had turned her into Scotch-Canadian-—a
very different matter from Scotch pure and simple,
and one of those cross breeds that are difficult to
place.

I liked Mrs Chaffey—TI may even go so far as to say
that T was fond of her; and I certainly never knew
a woman more grateful with less apparently to be
grateful for. For a long while, however, my views
of her were mostly guesswork, for she confided
nothing at all to me about herself or her way of
living ; not from reticence exactly, I think, but
simply because it didn’t occur to her to enter on any
life history. She was not introspective in the least ;
indeed, she was one of those rare people who appear
to be superlatively interested in the present—the
Everlasting Now. Whatever she found to do she
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did with all her might, and the past and the
future were, for the time being, non-existent for
her. She lived emphatically in the present, and
she loved it.

She was not beautiful. In her palmiest days she
can hardly have been that, I should imagine. She
was a small woman, spare by nature and scraggy by
force of circumstances. She had lost her teeth and
she never had had money enough to buy herself any
more. Her hair was fine and scanty, and it had a
trick of going into wisps—rats’-tails, as the children
call them. Her bones made altogether too much
of themselves, and her knuckles were twisted awry
with overheavy work and rheumatism. Take her for
what she was, she looked much as you would expect
a woman to look who, for all the years of her life, has
spent her days, and part of her nights too, probably,
scrubbing and lifting, and washing and ironing, with
patching and mending for the holiday moments of
life. Housework in moderation is good for any
woman, but too much housework is just as bad for
her. And Mrs Chaffey had been systematically
over-houseworked all her life long, so that she hardly
knew what it felt like to live normally and healthily,
with just a little serap of leisure every day in the
week for her very own.

One beauty, however, her round of everlasting
work had still left her—her large and candid eyes.
Such nice eyes ! You hadn’t to look far down into
them to find the humanity. It shone out of them, and
when she smiled and showed her toothless gums she
and her brown eyes positively radiated. Her smile
lit up herself and you and anything that happened

v .
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to be near, and as for you, vou forgot everything
except that it was good to be near her and looking
on at such unforced contentment. For she was a
happy creature—there was no mistake about that.
She loved life. Tt positively intoxicated her just to
be alive—no more than that; though, of course, if
you had put it to her in just that way she wouldn’t
have known what you were talking about. Sunlight
and a cloudless day made her glow all over; rain
made her think of the gerse growin’ and the wee
things comin’ up : the sough of the wind took her
to the water and a never-to-be-forgotten day when
friends had taken her a trip to Loch Lomond. And
the snow—the white, thick, soft, fluffy Canadian
snow—why, that took her thoughts quite naturally
and just as happily to her winding-sheet, and how
peaceful she would be one day resting, deep down
wi’ God’s greenery a-top of her. Her mind turned
naturally to growing. She loved everything alive—
puppies, kittens, nestlings, bulbs shooting green
through the brown earth, the bursting of the buds
in spring, the coming of children—she loved them
all, coming and come ; and she loved to take hold of
such things and tend them with those gnarled and
broken-nailed fingers of hers. She loved her dinner
too. And what T would have to eat on those days
when she came to clean was a source of the deepest
interest and speculation. She wondered about it
beforehand, she looked forward to it with zest, she
adored it while she was eating it, and even in retro-
spect it seemed to taste as sweet. * Yon was a
grand piece o’ meat ye had last Wednesday was a

”»

week,” she would say. “T ha’e thocht o't mony’s
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the time! . . . Grand meat the like o’ what you
ha’e, mem, is a treat alright. Gentlefolks has fare
fit for kings is what I say, and it’s right they suld,
too. Eh, it’s nae wonder the grand things they get
after wi’ food the like o’ that ! T always forbore
to ask just what grand things the fine folks did get
after, for Mrs Chaffey’s belief in the power and up-
rightness of gentlefolks was so genuine and hearty
that it seemed a shame to disturb it.

I used to wonder sometimes what could have
brought her out to Canada. She was past the age
when any woman ought to think of emigrating —she
was fifty anyway, and thirty is the last limit of age
for the emigrant. But Mrs Chaffey was an excep-
tion to many rules—perhaps because the rule she
lived by was the rule of life—so I never asked her
any questions. There was lots for us to talk about
while we were working away together, I doing all the
nice light jobs, she the heavy work, and each of us
sure that all was just as it should be. She would
talk away by the hour as she worked, and I loved to
listen to her, and if by chance subjects of conversa-
tion ran dry—and it wasn’t often that they did—she
would croon away to herself some old song or hymn,
with no possible tune to it and nothing to make it
pleasant but a certain natural lilt that was her very
own in everything she did. Her prime favourite was
Lead, kindly Light, and T thought she and it fitted
one another very nicely.

One day we were having a grand turn-out. It was
spring-cleaning time—one of those dread moments
dear to the hearts of so many women when a house
looks as if it never, never could be itself again. We
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had all the china of the house collected on the kitehen
floor, and Mrs Chaffey was washing and I was dry-
ing, and things looked generally as if we were there
for some time to come. I am not one of those
creatures who like such operations, but T will go so
far as to admit that there is an awful fascination
about them. You feel through all the discomfort
that you really are doing something—making a tiny
spot of cleanliness in a somewhat grimy world, if no
more than that ; and so, even if you are not a born
housewife, T defy you not to enjoy yourself in an in-
verted sort of fashion. Doing my light share of the
work, then, that afternoon I was in this half-hearted
frame of mind ; while as for Mrs Chaffey, with her
lion’s share of the work on her hands, she was up to
her eyes in a wholehearted enjoyment of everything
that was going on. It was a light afternoon’s work
for her, it didn’t call for her undivided attention, and
she could hold forth as the spirit moved her. So it
was as we sat there on the floor together that she
began to tell me about herself, and how she came to
be there with me on that sunny spring afternoon.

* Seems kind o’ queer too,” she began suddenly,
“that I suld be here in Canada like. Little did I
plan to come i’ days long past, but the ways o’ God,
mem, is His ain, Him it was that brocht me safe
ayont the mighty ocean . . . and fine has He tended
me sin syne.

“T cam’ awa’ frae Scotland tae forget. For
sorrow had I seen there . .. weary waitin’ on
sorrow. Time’s been, mem, when I thocht that a’
was past for me. Seemed someway as if T couldna
get happy-like again . . . asif a’ was ower and dune
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so far's I was concerned. But God’s hand led me
through . . . and Him it was landed me here i’ the
midst o’ plenty.”

She looked up at me with that wonderful toothless
smile of hers, so sweet, so trusting, so absolutely
happy: that smile of hers that always made me
feel uncertain whether to smile back at her—or ery.

** Oh, Mrs Chaffey,” said I, ** I think you can’t have
had such a very easy time out here, have you ?
Didn’t you, just at the first sometimes, wish you
hadn’t ever come ? "’

“ Na, na, mem,” said she. *° Whaur wad we land
if we was regrettin’? When a thing’s dune—it’s
dune. E’en mak’ the best o’ your mistake . . .
and whiles it’ll turn a blessing upo’ your hands—
when you've learned the way tae wait like.”

We washed and dried for a bit, and I let her take
her own time to speak or be silent, as the fancy took
her.

T was out at a lecture yestreen,” she said at last,
I saw the advertisement o't . . . a leddy tae speak
in ane o’ thae big churches like. Sac when I saw it
was free tae get in I took a mind I wad gae doun and
hear what it was she was for sayin’. I niver had my
chanst o’ an eddication, mem, sae it’s grand for me
whiles tae listen tae the eddicated. Tt kind o’ en-
lightens you, the eddicated word does; it gi'es ye
something like tae work your mind upo’ . . . whilk
is healthy like. Sae I cleaned mysell and doun went
I tae Emmanuel Church. She was a wee body that
was for speakin’, wi’ a plain bit gown on her . . .
and up got she and began the way it might be a con-
versation betwixt the twa o’ us here . . . you and
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me like. But ance she was intae the swing o’t she
spoke out good and strong. She tell’t us how that
there wasna ane o’ us there that wasna o’ import-
ance, and no in God’s sicht alane, says she, but here

. . right here . . . in the warld we live in. Eh,
it’s fine tae hear the like o’ that ! Tt gars ye feel as
if your heid was lifted up like the everlasting gates
of old. She said we could a’ help . . . that there
was poorer than us, everyone o’ us there . . . and
that, never mind how weak we was, there was ay a
hand we could outstretch. It’s that kind o’ talk
that raises the ambition i’ the heart, mem.”

She stopped washing a moment and looked up at
me wistfully with her large brown eyes.

I doubt ye'll hardly be for believing it,” said she,
“but when I was young I was ambitious alright,
mem. That was afore I got mairried on Chaffey. I
tell’t mysell then that maybe God had laid out His
wark for me . . . for I ay wanted tae dae, ye ken
. . . I ay wanted tae help . . .! No just tae spend
my life waitin’ upo’ naethin’ the way some folks does,
And yestreen a’ that seemed tae rise up fresh i’ me
as I listened. Ye'll ken the feel o’'t, mem, when the
strength o’ the Lord arises i’ the heart and learns ve

what life is . . . and oh, if ye but kent the way tae
mak’ it clear tae a’ the rest! For it’s a grand
thing just tae be alive . . . and feel . . . and ken

what happiness is! But it’s haird someway tae
express the like o’ that, and ye’ll no be for under-
standing my way o’ pitting things maybe.”

“Yes, I do, Mrs Chaffey,” I said. * T understand
all right. But you do help other people, you know.
You are helping me at this minute,”

T T -
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She looked at me and smiled again.

“ Eh,” said she, *“ that’s a freend’s way o’ speaking
. . . askin’ yer pardon, mem, for makin’ that free.
Help! I'se daein’ my work. But it’s a’ for the
best, never fear. We've been led, mem, and never
doubt it. And good it is tae be here . . . wi’ the
sun shinin’ doun on us . . . and the trees comin’
intae leaf! And it’ll be the same sun, mind
you, that'll shine doun on us when we're awa!
Restin’ there . . . wi’ the growin’ green atop ! ”

“ What made you think of Canada, Mrs Chaffey 7
I said. It seemed natural to ask her, for she seemed
in the mood to talk about it. But her face clouded
at the question.

“1 was i’ trouble,” said she. ‘It was sair grief
and trouble that I was in, mem. I dinna cast back
at it that often, for it’ll rax the heart tae dwell
on sic-like sorrow, and ye're safer maybe just livin’
yer life day by day. But there’s comfort i’ tellin’
. . . and if ye wad listen, mem! It wad be a
relief maybe tae gae back and win through wi’ it
ance mair.”

She took up an old Japanese vase and began care-
fully washing the dust from the delicate leaves and
flowers and birds some Oriental hand had traced
on it.

“There’s been times I've wondered,” she went on,
after a minute, ** if I've had what ye might ca’ luck.
I been happy alright . . . but things has gane cross
wi’ me whiles. It was for the best . . . dinna doubt
it! But it seemed as if they went back on me
some.

“ T was a foundling, mem, that never kent feyther

’
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nor mither. My mither pit me doun on a stoop, puir
body that she must ha’ been, and left her bairnie
there. T doubt she was at her wits’ end, puir lassie,
tae loss her wean that like way. That was how I got
upo’ the parish. . . . I hadna freends o’ my ain, as ye
might say.

“T hadna sae muckle as my name,” she went on,
after a moment. *“ Naethin’ did I bring tae life wi’
me but my minnie’s wae,”

She paused.

*“There’s been times when ye've felt as if it wad
be nice maybe tae ha'e something o’ yer ain!” she
said. And sighed.

She laid away the Japanese vase, washed and
wiped, and took in its stead a tiny Tanagra figure,
poised dancing, one foot lifted—serene and exquisite.

“They kept me upo’ the parish till T could wark,”
she said. * And then it was a lodging-house they
landed me in. I was nae mair than a bairn, mem,
and it wasna that easy for a bairn maybe. But oh,
ye win through wi’ a willin’ heart.  And whiles there
was a man that was kindly tae . . . there’s ay a
heart tae pity, choose whaur ye'll gae. God sends
His ain tae comfort maybe.

“1 wasna bonny. I was a plain-looking lassie
. .. wi' nae siller for claes. I was lucky tae get sae
muckle as the offer o’ Chaffey wi’ the face I had on
me . . . and him a fine-built fellow! T jaloused
for a bittie that I wasna tae get my hands on ony
man, and that’s a shame for a lassie tae ha’e tae bear.
A woman canna bide tae hear it evened tae her that
there wasna the man that wad tak’ her at the gift !

Here T said, with more truth than tact, perhaps,
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that I didn’t think it mattered much. But Mrs
Chaffey shook her head.

*“ Na, na, mem,” she said, more positively than
usual, *“ a lassie needs man and weans, and if she
canna get her hands upo’ the man . . . that’s a
bitter pill for her tae ha’e tae swallow. I kent weel
that Chaffey had his fau’ts, that he drank, ay,
and that he had a heavy han’ wi’ him. He didna
wark . . . he hadna the habit o’t . . . a’ that I
kent fine at the asking, though I didna ken a’ that
wad come 0’t. But I needed a man and I hadna the
chanst o’ mair than him. A lassie disna ken the
taste o’ a bairn till she getsit . . . and she disna ken
the right taste o’ a man till she's sampled him. It
was Chaffey or naethin’ for me. But it was haird
years that I had tae win through . . . me and the
bairns wi’ me.”

*“So you have children, Mrs Chaffey ? " said 1.
“ Well, thank goodness for that, anyway.”

* I had them, mem,” she said. ‘I had them.”

She was silent for a moment.

“ Ay,” she said, ** I had them. But I buried the
twa o’ them . . . far awa’ i’ Scotland. It was them
that brochi me awa’ ower the sea. I cam’ awa’
heartsick, mem, when the twa o’ them was pit awa’

. . and it was here, i’ Canada, that God led me back
tae rest and peace ance mair.”

I left her to herself and we washed away. I knew
she would go on if I didn’t bother.

“There was Jesse,” she said, after a bit, * and he
was my first-born. He was a fine wean, mem . .
sic grand legs as he had on him . . . and the smile
that weans seems tae bring wi’ them. Ye ken that

e~~~
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kind o' an unearthly smile that the wee things has ?
And then there cam’ Elspeth. A wee lassie, no
wi’ the strength o’ her brither, but a sweet-
like wean, and a sweet face o’ her ain. She was
ay ailin’, was Elspeth, the bit lassie, and her
feyther got put past her, for a man seems tae tak’
a grudge someway at an ailin’ wean . . . it was ay
me that had tae get in betwixt her and him. Puir
lassie, mony’s the time I've feared she wouldna win
through tae her womanhood. But she lived tae
be a lassie, and whiles I think it’s wae’s me that she
did.

* When Chaffey was ta’en awa’, mem, it was like
God’s ain mercy come hame tae me. Never a hand’s
turn did he, and it’s haird for a woman when she’s
carrying if the man’s han’ is heavy on her, and she no
that able tae pit through a’ that she’s willing for,
maybe. And he kept us poor, drinking the bairns’
very bite and sup the way he’d used tae.

* But he was ca’ed awa’, and left us tae our peace.
The bairns had their blacks, for it was but seemly
they suld mourn their feyther. Sae they had their
blacks at the funeral, the twa o’ them, and I thankit
God wi’ a’ my heart that He had seen fit tae tak’
Chaffey tae Himsell.”

She bustled about to get fresh water, and when she
was settled down again to more washing she looked
hard at me as if she had something in her mind to
say that she didn’t just know how I might take.

“I've wondered sin syne,” said she, ** whiles . .
if maybe Chaffey can get anither turn. He wasna
what he suld be, it’s true. He didna dae what was
right maybe. But if he was to get anither turn!. ..

T T e
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Maybe, mem, he wad ha’e learned hissel’ . . . he
could wark wi’ his hands . . . and wark out some
o’ what’s past ?”

I shook my head at her and smiled.

*“Who knows ! ” said 1.

And she seemed quite satisfied with that.

*“ Sae when Chaffey was ta’en awa’,” she went on,
it seemed as if we could be happy-like thegither
. . . the three o’ us there. The bairns could get their
eddications. And I could spend my siller the way
I fancied. I got wark ... lots o't ... and the
bairns grew . . . and I kept a hame ower their heads.
I was that happy !

*“ Jesse got tac be a fine stirring laddie, wi’ a’ the
meat I had for him . . . and then he grew tae be a
man. Tae think o't . .. my boy a man!.
And sic a fine-like man tae look at, mem. Big and
strong-like Jesse was . . . big and strong, the set
o’ his feyther—the very look o’ his feyther was in
that blue e’e o’ his. It fair brocht the heart tae my
mouth whiles, mem, the way Jesse looked, for his
feyther wasna a guid man and I wanted my Jesse tae
come tae nae harm. I hopit, mem—I ay hopit.
But he took tae bad ways for a’ I could dae . . .
naebody could stop him . . . and then I just hopit
against hope. When ye love your bairn, seems some-
way as if he couldna ha’e the heart tae bring hissel’
and you tae shame . . . and I took that pride in my
boy, mem. He was a grand wean . . . wi’ a smile,
yeken! . .. And when it’s the bairn you've carried

..and fed ... and washed . .. and watched
him grow a man . . . ye canna bring yoursel’ tae
believe his heart isna whaur it suld be. But wi’ a’

R




258 SISTER WOMAN

that I could dae . . . he went wrang. He went far
astray . . . he drank the way his feyther did afore
him . . . and then he took money that wasna his,
the puir, misguided lamb ! . . . And me keeping him
till Elspeth and me didna ken the way we was tae
win through. So when he took the money they shut
him up, mem—they took him out o’ God’s light
and shut him awa’. And he couldna thole it. . . .
He wasna that strong for a’ he lookit sae fine and big
and braw, my boy! ... They shut him up, and
God took my bairn . . . the bairn I'd carried and
nursed and loved like my ain flesh.”

The afternoon sun came glinting in on us sideways
as we worked. We were silent for a little, and then
Mrs Chaffey began piling the washed plates one on
top of the other, so that she could carry them back
in piles to the china closet. Moving to and fro, with
piles of plates in her careful hands, she took up her
tale again.

*“There was Elspeth left tae me,” she said. ** She
wasna Jesse, but I had her onyway She was ay a
weak-like lassie, Elspeth . . . and she favoured me,
mem, so she wasna that bonnie—1I could see it, for &’
that T lookit on her wi’ a mither’s e'e. She had
what I could gi’e her, for she was a’ that T had left
me when Jesse went. But she couldna be content
wi’ a’ that I could dae for her, puir lass.

*“She went wi’ a lad . .. and she fell intae
trouble . . . and the lad wouldna haud tae his word.
And I couldna comfort her, mem, for her heart was
his. She wanted her lad: and her wean, when
it came, wasna eneuch— puir, wailing bit thing that
it was! And in the end, when she saw that he wasna
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for comin’ back . . . she e’en went out ae nicht wi’
the wean, mem, and she took its life and herain!. ..
She couldna face tae live her life wi’ nae man that
she lo’ed by her side . . . and she couldna ha’e her
lad.

“ It was after Elspeth went, mem, that I turned sae
I didna rightly ken mysel’. It wasna that I was im-

patient . . . but I felt as if I had had eneuch o’ life
—God forgi’e me the thocht! It was a’ dark. . .
God turned His face frae me . . . seemed as if |

couldna win through. I couldna sae muckle as ca’
tae mind what it was tae be happy, I was that black
cast doun wi’ sorrow. And it wasna till God pit the
thocht o’ Canada intae my heart that I seemed tae
get a glint like o’ my nainsell ance mair. He pit it
intae my heart tae wonder if I couldna try a new life

far ayont the sea . . . and me an auld clout o’ a
body ! . . . For they tell't me in Canada a’ was new
and wonderfu’ tae see . . . siller for the picking up

. . . happiness in the very air ye breathed! . .
And it was the hearing o’ the like o’ that that seemed

tae bring me back . . . as if I could leave a’ that
sorrow maybe and see the way tae a new life upo’
God’s earth! . . . Sae I warked wi’ a will till I got
the money pit past for my fare . . . and T took
train and boat . . . me that had never been out o’
the city in a’ my life! . . . And tae Canada cam’
: S

* You were brave to come,” I said.

* When your need is sair,” said she, ** ye stop tae
count nae cost. Here I cam’ . .. ayont the sea

. . no that young . .. but wi’ the twa willing
hands I brocht along. And wark I found . . . wark
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for every day in the week, and siller tae mak’ my
room intae a wee hame for mysel’. I wasna that
happy at the first maybe, no just the way I'd hopit,
but I could ay get awa’ hame to my room nights,
and ken that a’ was at peace there . . . nae drink
nae grief . . . nae repining at God’s wull ! . .

A’ at peace . . . and me wi’ my burying money
lying ready tae my han’! ... And, as the years
passit by—I couldna help but dae it, mem--I
got happy-like. . . . No happy the way I'd used
tae be wi’ my boy, maybe . . . but contented-like
in my day’s wark . . . and ready for my meat

and my sleep o’ nichts. "

* And have you friends now that you can have a
chat with 7 T asked. ** You aren’t lonesome yet,
are you, Mrs Chaffey ? "

*“ No just what ye might ca’ friends, maybe,” said
Mrs Chaffey. ** I was sair borne doun wi’ grief and
sorrow, and no that young, mind you, when first I
cam’. And new friends is no’ for the auld and
heavy-laden. But if T havena’ friends . . .” she
hesitated—**if 1 havena friends,” she went on,
* whiles there’s folks you can be wi’ for a’ you're
neither young nor bonny. The leddy i’ the kirk
spoke God’s truth there, mem. There’s been lassies
here I feared was ganging the way o’ my Elspeth
and laddies no’ that awfu’ far frae my boy. And it’s
the likes o’ them my heart gaes out tae.

* Eh, mem,” said she, and she seemed to look into
my very soul with those woman’s eves of hers, * eh,
mem, if ye've kent what it is tae carry and bear . . .
ye canna just stand and see anither woman’s child
gang the way o’ your ain. The heart’s trouble is
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what learns ye . . . when ye've suffered yersel’ and
ken what it is tae suffer . . . ye canna bear it, mem,
tae watch ither folks suffer your ain bitter wae if
your hand can haud them up. Sae when I see a
laddie wi’ a thirst upo’ him . . . or a lassie wi’ the
love glint i’ her ¢’e . . . I canna rest till I slip my
hand in theirs, mem, and gang along a piece o’ their
road. Forit’s a haird road, mem, for the boy that
drinks and disna wark—and a haird road for the
mither that bore him—and a haird road for the
lassie that’s gi'en her heart intill his keeping. It’s
them that’s my friends, mem—the lost lads and the
lassies that’s ower fond o’ them . . . and it’s my
ain bairns that seems born again in ilka ane o’ them.”

The work was done. The china was washed and
dried and all put tidily away. It was tea-time. I
filled the kettle and lighted the gas-ring under it, and
then, as I turned to answer Mrs Chaffey, I saw that
she was standing quietly looking over my little
verandah to the tree-clad hill beyond the city. The
last brilliant gleams of the setting sun played over
her worn face and bent and shabby figure, and lighted
up her radiant eyes and her living smile.

“Eh, the sun!” said she. ‘‘The sun and the
green hill far awa’! Canada isna what they
tell’t me it wad be, mem, but if ve dinna find the
siller ye hope ye may—no, nor just the happiness
maybe—ye find the sunshine here ayont the sea.
Eh, just tae think o't . . . the grand way things is !
The winter days wi’ the sun upo’ the dazzling snas

. and the lang unending summer days wi’ the sun
upo’ the rustling trees! . .. And God’s blue sky
abune wer heads, mem, a’ the months o’ His year.
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It’s a grand warld, mem, when a’s said and dune.
A grand warld it is! Ye can ask nae mair surely
than tae be here awhile and mak’ a pairt o’t.”

Her eager eyes looked out into the sunset beauty
—past it, perhaps.

*“ And when ye've tell’t your tale o’ days,” she
said, *“ and can get intill the guid ground . . . weel,
there’s life ahint ve onyway—there’s naebody can
tak’ yer life awa’ frae ye, try how they may. Ye've
lived . . . nae matter through what tears and wae

. ve've lived. And ye ken—ay, if ye havena
chick nor child tae leave—ye ken that God’s life
stretches out ahint ye and afore ye tae. Ye ken a’
that, and maybe mair tae it, by the time ye’re safe

planted in His guid earth . .. ay, mem, dig ve
doun deep as they may. God’s life is atop o’ you,
and you sleepin’ . . . and ye ken that new life is

added tae it day by day !”

The sun went down behind the hill. The sky was
ablaze with glory. It seemed to answer Mrs Chaffey
better than I could, so I said nothing at all. Just
then the kettle boiled. T masked the fragrant tea-
leaves, lifted the teapot over the steaming kettle to
infuse and set out our tea-table with all the good
things my little larder could provide.

“ And now, Mrs Chaffey,” T said, when all was
ready, ** now that you’ve said our grace before meat

. come, my dear, and let’s have tea!”

She turned to smile at me with eyes and mouth.

*“Grace 7" said she. ** I've said nae grace. But,
wi’ the Lord’s wull, mem, I'll drink a cup o’ tea wi’
you gladly. And maybe twa. And thank you and
Him for it !”




POLLY

ER name was Polly, and she went out clean-
ing by the day, when she could get any
cleaning to do, When she couldn’t she

stayed at home in her garret room and philosophised
over life. She was not young. I may say she was old.
But she resented age, and fought it tooth and nail,
and stayed as young as she possibly could. Her hair
she dyed, and the dye she chose to conceal the ravages
of time was a brilliant purple. The purple was com-
plete in the front, but at the back (where the dye had
given out and she hadn’t had money to buy any more,
I suppose) it was incomplete. And all the new little
hairs that were growing in were the purest white, so
it was a purple surface with a silver fringe. The
general impression was, as Polly herself would have
said, * not too bad ! ”

In her youth Polly had been pretty—very, very
pretty indeed. Perhaps when you first set eyes on
her it would seem to you ridiculous that anyone
should say she was pretty—this poor, bent, old thing
of shreds and patches, who edged herself in at your
door early of a morning, with a pair of worn boots in
a newspaper parcel under one arm—*" to change.”
But if you took your mind off the present and fixed
it on the past, you could see that the skin was still
of a wonderful texture—fine, fine—with a delicate
colour just underneath, that came and went almost
with her every breath. And if you looked at the
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eyes you could see that they were big and gentle and
violet-blue, and that not even the fine network of
wrinkles and little criss-cross lines all about them
could dim their bright intelligence. She was only a
tiny bit of a creature anyway, this little old woman,
and the day had been, most likely, when she was a
fairy thing, light as a fleck of down, slender and
trim, full of laughs and ready answers, in love with
life, and every boy in love with her.

On the third finger of her right hand she wore a
plain gold ring, and in all her chat and talk she never
mentioned it. It never left her finger.

* Might you be one of the clean ones, or one of the
dirty ones, or one of them in the middle sort, might I
ask 77 said she, as she sat on the kitchen chair
changing her boots that first morning.

I explained that T was neither a sheep nor a goat,
but probably a something midway or so in between
the two.

“Well, God be praised for that!” said Polly
thankfully. * For it’s God’s truth I'm telling you
when I say I'm not earing for those who'll go to
extremes with their houses. T've one lady, if you'll
believe me, and she’s that clean she’d root up the
very flagstones, so she would, to see if there’s dirt
underneath.”

I said that T also regarded that as going to
extremes.

“T believe you!” said Polly, squinting up side-
ways as she went buttoning on at her broken boot.
*“And what’s more, she’ll have the paint washed
with the pure soap, and that’s the truth, and nothing
between you and the dirt but the strength of your
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trunk. And digging in between the boards of the
floor with the hairpins out of your head to root out
the good dirt once it’s got home ! What I say is, it’s
sinful, so it is, to go interfering with God’s dust that
road. ‘Let it be,” T’ll say to herself—* and offer
up thanks you're here at all to be living the life!’
And you think, I suppose, that she’ll stop to hear
me!”

She stooped to her boot again.

“ Well, but, Polly,” said I, remembering that, after
all, it was cleaning she had come to spend the day
with me for, *“ Polly, there is a lot of dust, you know,
and you can’t let it all be. Where would we be if
you did ? T can’t imagine where it all comes from,
the dust . . . but it’s there!”

“ Faith,” said Polly, buttoning away, * faith,
aren’t we told we're made of the dust ¥ And won’t
it be ourselves scattering bits as we go that’ll make
the trouble yourself is speaking of ? We’re one with
the dust, glory be to God! and we can’t get away
with that, try as we will ! ™

This seemed to close the subject. Polly finished
buttoning. And then, true to her name, she put the
kettle on.

*“ Is it English you are ? ” said she.

I said I was Scotch.

“ There’s a difference between the two of them,”
said she emphatically, *‘ and it’s thankful you may
be if it’s Scotch you are at the least—for if you’re
English there’ll be no nobility in you, and that’s what
Isay. Look,” said Polly, rinsing out her teapot with
warm water, *“ look at Annie Bullen for a queen, and
there’s a queen for you! And look at Henry himself !
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Did ever you see a king the like of that . . . with
wifes on every side of him? If it was Irish he’d been
there’d have been no wifes all at the one time for him,
for if he’d taken them to himself the priest would
have been after him and taken them all off him
again—and right would he have been! And,” said
Polly, with yet deeper meaning as she spooned in the
tea, *“ there’s kings in England nearer us than Henry
himself that had the wifes all round him and no one
saying the word ! So what I say,” said Polly, fall-
ing back on the main issue, **is thank God you’re
Scotch the way I'm Irish. For Scotch isn’t the like
of English anyway,” said she, pouring the boiling
water on to the tea-leaves. * And if it’s English
you'd been you’d suffer for it in the life that’s coming
and that’s one thing sure, and . . .” she paused and
looked at me earnestly, ** and if it wasn’t Scotch you
say you are, I'd like to see you suffering in this very
life we're in now, so I would ! ”

She set her teapot on the top of the steaming kettle
to infuse.

“It’s a way they build the houses,” said she, dis-
missing the question of nationalities and taking a
rapid glance round my little kitchen, *“ and it’s easy
to see it’s the men that's had the hand init. Forit’s
nothing but the men that’ll turn to with their hands
and build themselves a dust-trap to live in. You
look at your stove,” said she, ** and the dust running
under it while we talk and making its home there
and no one saying a word to it ! It’s a hard thing,”
said Polly, ** when a woman has to fight her way after
what men has done before her, getting her fingers in
where there’s no room left for fingers to go, and root-
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ing out the dust and the dirt out of their cracks and
their crevices. All a man thinks of is how it’ll look
when he leaves it at the first . . . and then the
woman comes in at the door and battles with it all
the rest of her life.”

Polly sat down at the breakfast-table and began to
butter her toast.

** Sure,” said she, *“ you had no need to boil the
egg. It’s little I touch, and if I get my cup of tea
of a morning it’s all I'm asking-—and eggs here not
the way they are in Ireland anyway. It’s good eggs
you get there, and good butter too, with the cows
thinking of the kind green grass they’ve eaten all the
time they’re giving their milk. And it’s good bacon
you'll get in Ireland, glory be to God ! and if I was to
meet an Irish pig in the streets of Montreal I'd put
my arms round its neck and I'd kiss it, so I would,
for the sake of the days when I was happy.”

“ Don’t you ever want to go back again ? "’ said I.

* And what would I do when I went ? ” said she.
“When your father and your mother is dead the rest of
the crowd looks another way when they see you com-
ing. Sure, I'd like to smell the smell of peat again,
and see the Irish sun rising over the hills of Clonmel
—but it’d be the sun that’d be the only thing that
wouldn’t turn its back on me if I was there. For
I’'ve no money nor nothing, and the sight of my eyes
is going fast, and what would my brothers and sisters
with children of their own in their arms want with a
sightless woman and she begging in their midst ! ”

* But is it true that you’re losing the sight of your
eyes ? " said L.

“It is that,” said she, ‘‘ and the man at the
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Hospital no more use to me than a bird on the branch
and him not able to sing. He said it was scars on
my eyes and that was what it was, and take them off
was what he couldn’t do. So I paid him a couple of
dollars and T wished I had kept them in my pocket
and left what he had to say in his mouth, for that’s
all the doctors can do when there’s trouble.”

* What did he say you had done to your eyes ?
said I.

“ Sure,” said Polly, munching her toast and wash-
ing it down with great gulps of tea, ** sure, he said it
was the fine work I'd be doing for the nuns and me
but a slip of a girl.  And I'd do it,” said Polly, sus-
pending her breakfast operations and with a ring of
pride penetrating through the toast, “I'd do it
and I’d work the fine way you couldn’t see when I'd
finished it was anything at all . . . and I'd go out
and I'd copy the leaves and the flowers, and I'd work
the very branches of the trees on my stuff till they’d
wonder at me, so they would, and wonder the way
I’d do it at all.”

* And how did you do it ? " T asked.

“ Faith, T couldn’t tell you,” said Polly, cutting
herself another slice of bread. ** You look at the
things God made to please Himself and you try to
copy them the way you’ll be a friend of His . . .
and you sit and stitch the livelong day and when the
night comes you've a flower made the way Himself
would know it for a copy of His own.”

*“ And that made you happy, Polly ? ” said I.

“If it’s happiness you’ll get in this world at all,”
said Polly, * that’s the way you’ll surely get it.
And,” she went on, ** you couldn’t tell the way you're
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happy either, for you sit there with the needle in
your hand and you so busy thinking how you'll do it
you're never thinking at all . . . and when it’s done
you look, and no one will wonder like yourself at
what you'll see.”

She paused a moment with her slice of bread in her
hand. She looked up at me with her shining eyes.

“ And they’d sell everything I could sew,” said she,
and there was the ring of pride in her voice again ;
“they’d sell it . . . and they’d get money too!”

She sighed.

“And if my eyes hadn’t gone back on me,” said
she, * I'd have been sewing at God’s flowers to-day.”

*“ Don’t you sew any more ? "’ I asked.

“It’s how to thread the needle would puzzle me
now,” said she, “me that could make my fine
stitchery crouched down in the firelight of a winter’s
night!”  She sighed again. *“So I'm turned a
serubwoman. But if I had my eyes, God help me!”
said she, beginning to clear away the crumbs and
remains of the breakfast, ** I'd be in a factory all the
day long earning my twelve dollars a week, and in
the evenings I'd come home, so I would, and I'd sew
the flowers of God, and the little birds on the trees,
and the clouds that sail in the sky . . .” she paused
and drew a long breath, ““ and I'd be happy,” said
she.

She cluttered all the cups and saucers and knives
and forks into the sink together and she turned the
tap on them.

* That’ll give them a rinse,” said she, ** and there
they’ll sit with never a word to anyone and, glory be
to God ! we'll get them clean by dinner-time.”
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She tied her apron-strings in one emphatic knot.

*“ So what’s your pleasure to begin on ? " said she.
“T'm no expert, but I'm ready to turn my hand to
anything yourself can suggest, and if T get it done
some way we'll give thanks to God after.”

Later on—after Polly was gone—1I pondered over
this statement. But I gave no thanks to God.

The next thing I knew was a confused sense of my
flat being turned upside down and inside out and out-
side in, and then Polly was skating up and down the
long waxed corridor with soft polishing-cloths tied
round her broken bhoots.

“It's the way we'd polish the floors for the nuns,
with our feet in bags and we but young things at
the school,” said she, *“ and it’s a fine way.”

She turned a radiant old face back at me as she
waddled past.

* And I was always good at the dancing, God help
me ! said she, * and I'd sing when I was dancing, so
I would, and they’d think it was a thrush upon the
tree.”

At that she paused in her skating. And then she
bent down and she untied the cloths and she took
them off her broken hoots.

“ I'm forgetting,” said she, and she went down on
the floor on her hands and knees with her cloths in
her hands, ** I'm forgetting . . . I'm old now. I'm
past the dancing, and my voice is cracked the way
an owl's is. I'm old . .. and soon now TI'll be
losing the sight of my eyes.”

She rubbed for a moment in silence, and she
crawled slowly along on her old knees—rubbing.

*“There’s times I'll wake up,” she said, *“ and I'll
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think * I'll be old soon . . . and blind. And I'll not
see God’s trees any more and the sun on them . . .
and His shining stars in the night.” ™

She rubbed again.

“T'll be in the dark soon, God help me ! she said.
*“ T’ll be losing the sight of my eyes. And I suppose
there’ll be no one minding but just meself . . . for
I'm far away here . . . and I'm lonely. . . .”

She went on rubbing.




THE BACHELOR GIRL

BACHELOR girl! What visions of cigar-

A ettes and latch-keys—and liberty ! Yes.

But if it be a professional bachelor girl the

liberty is restricted by the necessity to go on earning

money to be free with. Be a professional woman

and stop earning money—and where are you? In
a hole.

The bachelor girl that I have in mind was a pro-
fessional one.  She earned by the labour of her hands
the wherewithal to be a bachelor. She worked—
worked hard, She had her professional life and she
had her little den—her two rooms and a bathroom—
her home where she passed her nights and Sundays.
Latch-keys were hers—at least, one latch-key was. If
she went out without it there was nothing for it when
the time came to go inside again but to be hoisted up
in the back elevator where the groceries come up, or
have the janitor break the lock of her front door.
Of course she was at liberty to forget her latch-key if
she wanted to. No one would interfere. Such are
the joys of freedom.

Modern and lateh-keyed as she was, Old Maid is
what they would have called her fifty years ago or so.
The same thing—no difference.  What's in a name ?
She was—and is—neat as a pin. Throw her from
any housetop and she would fall right side up. You
simply couldn’t imagine her untidy. As soon find
rents in the self-possession of our friend the cat as
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holes in any stockings that she wore. Morning, noon,
and I am sure at night, my bachelor girl is perfectly
clean and neat and tidy. She is self-respecting in
her dress. Immaculate. Moulded to her clothes.

Tryphena Harris is her name. The first part of it
—from which I gather that her parents were well up
in their New Testamcut—suits her. It suits her
down to the place where her neat footwear rubs the
ground. She is Tryphena to the life. St Paul, if
he came along, would, I am sure, approve of her.
And she, so far as she could tolerate a man at all,
would like St Paul.

But men are nothing to her. Even St Paul she
can do very well without. She has never really
known a man. Her father died before her birth, her
mother died just after it ; and as Tryphena was the
first baby of two young and inexperienced things
she has no brother. She was brought up by some
maiden relative somewhere—not a bachelor girl, but
just a good, old-fashioned maiden lady—who like-
wise had no men-trash about the house ; and in the
Convent where the maiden relative sent her to get her
education, priests were the only wear in men. To-
day Tryphena’s patients are all women, She lives
in a manless world. If, since she has lived in her
own bachelor domain, she has spoken to the janitor
about bringing up the ice, it is as close as she has
come to any man.

Men for Tryphena really don’t exist. She does
not so much dislike them—she simply feels an
absolute indifference for and about them. They
don’t exist for her. She walks along the street in her
trim suit and her eyes go here and there—they glance
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at the shop windows, at the passing wénen, at the
hats, they take in the richness of a fur, they appraise
a pair of walking boots . . . men they glide over.
The eye sees only what it brings the power to sece.
Tryphena’s eyes don’t bring the power to see a man.
Men don’t exist for her. She is indifferent—and this
indifference in her is as clear as the hoar-frost on an
autumn flower in the early morning.

This liberty to look past men she buys with work—
hard, honest work. Her work is, as she says herself,
*“ just rubbing arms and legs.” She is a masseuse,
and arms and legs she rubs sometimes from seven-
thirty in the morning on till midnight. She knows
her work—and she is popular. Women like her
quiet ways, her calmness, her self-possession, her
neatness, her little flow of peaceful talk. And they
admire her too—Tryphena is emphatically a woman’s
woman. Her slight figure, her fair skin, her delicate
features, and her thick, fine hair—so pale that it some-
times looks like silver in the sunlight—all this in her
appeals to other women. * Isn’t she sweet ! they
say of her to one another. And without a trace of
jealousy they look at her frail beauty and admire it.

Not that she is frail. Far from it. Under her
appearance of fragility she hides a steely strength.
And she takes care of herself—quiet, indefatigable
care. Once in her tiny bachelor home she suits life
to herself and not herself to life, as many of her
wealthier sisters— her patients—have to do. She
considers all things. She tends herself just as she
tends her clothes. What she shall eat, what she shall
wear, such things as these are of supreme importance
to her; how to get the best bread—the freshest
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eggs—where to run to earth the most tender chicken.
“I had a lovely chicken yesterday,” she will say to
you on Monday sometimes. Then with an infinite
tender interest in her voice, *“ Do you like chicken
fricasseed ? ”* she asks you. And she will await your
answer almost breathlessly . . . and sigh. ** Nessun
maggior dolore . . .” as Dante says.

I, like all other women, like to see her. An aroma
of the Convent seems to come into my room as she
enters it—something restrained——something a little
far-away—something with a quiet beauty of its
own. Tryphena loved the nuns, and evidently they
loved her. They would. And she has learned from
them all sorts of things—even the trick of pinning her
neckwear accurately. All the ten years that I have
known her the pins that keep her neckwear in its
place have lain the same—one to the right, one to the
left—criss-cross—just as the Sisters pin their head-
wear. Such perfect accuracy has a beauty of its
own. Tryphena’s fricasseed chicken would taste
Zood, I think. It would be accurately planned and
cooked.

But the last time Tryphena came all this was
changed. Her pale face was flushed—her eyes
gleamed—the words rushed out of her. Never had
I seen her that way. I was alarmed . . . as she
bent to start her work I saw her hands were trembling.

¢ Is something wrong ? ”* I asked her.

‘“ No,” she said ; and then, * Oh no.”

She stopped. She offered no further explanation.

*“ What is it 2 I said ; ** tell me—has something

happened ?
b “ Yes,” she said, ““ something’s happened.”
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.
' She ceased her rubbing and she straightened up
and looked at me. Her eyes were large and shining.
, “ Oh,” she said, ** guess what I've done. Guess!”

The years dropped off. Suddenly she was young
—a girl—a child.

‘“ Not,” 1 said, then hesitated for a second. ‘‘ Not

. surely iy

Instinctively she guessed. Into her cheeks there
surged a wave of colour.

“ Ok no,” she said. ‘ Not that.”
! She looked at me reproachfully.

“How could you think,” she said, “I'd ever
marry ! ”

I felt a positive criminal. And from that moment
marriage and giving in marriage vanished as com-
pletely from my mind as if I had been one angel
talking to another.

“ Well, then,” said I, * what is it ?”

Her breath came quick.

*“ Guess what I've done,” she said again.

*“ How can I guess ?” T said—and then I laughed. . .
* Buying a chicken, perhaps—"

** No,” said she, *“ buying a . . .

She stopped again just on the brink. Again she
straightened up and Jooked at me. The light fell on
her moonlight hair, tinged at the temmles now with
delicate grey.

* Buying a what ? " said 1.

And then Tryphena said, “ A baby ! ”

*“ A baby ?” T said to her, thinking my ears had
told me wrong.

“Yes,” Tryphena said, “I've bought a baby.
Think of it! A real—live-Baby! TI've been
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saving up for years and years,” she said, *and
now I've got it.”

“ A baby ! " I repeated. * What for ?”

“To keep,” Tryphena said. *Oh,” she said,
“1 love babies so. I love them. . .. Long. long
ago I said I'd have one—save up and buy it. Now
I've got it!”

She clasped her hands and looked at me. Her
face was full of delicate colour.

“ Yesterday,” she said, *“ I bought my baby !

I took a breath.

“Where did you buy it?” I said; “at the
market ?

“No,” she said, gravely innocent ; * the Sisters got
it for me. Long ago 1 told the Sisters. I asked
them to look out.”

She looked me in the eye.

* Listen,” she said. “1I been saving. Oh, 1
wouldn’t take a baby,” said Tryphena, * not if
I hadn’t money so I could keep it comfortable—

. . start it. I done well. T've made my little pile.
I've worked all right—I got my pension coming on.”

She drew a deep, deep breath.

* And when you got your pension at your back,”
said she, “‘that makes the difference. You can
afford to look at any woman. You can get old
all right. And ”—she caught her breath—** see what
my money’s done for me. I got my baby for it.
It’s my own—to keep ! ”

I took another breath. All the ten years that I
had known Tryphena we had talked of housework :
how to wash paint—where to buy chickens—how to
cook them ; we had been calm, self-respecting human
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creatures, just conversing. And now here was
another woman—not calm—hardly self-respecting—
lost to everything—triumphant—another Tryphena
altogether. A thing I didn’t know existed had
burst its sheath and was in flower before me.

“ You never talked,” I said at last, * of babies.”

“Talked ! said Tryphena. *‘Where was the
good of talking !

“But I mean I didn’t know,” I said, ** that you
were even fond of them.”

“Fond,” she said—"* fond of them!”

She gave a sort of gasp.

“Why,” she said, after a little bit, * that’s all
that’s kept me going—just the thought I'd have one.”

She paused.

“You can’t help it,” she said, *if you’re lone-
some. What are you to do?”

* You never said,” I said to her, * that you were
lonesome ”’

And there Tryphena interrupted me—a thing she
had never done before.

“Oh, where’s the use? ” she said again. *‘Lone-
some ! You're sick with lonesomeness. But now!”

She laughed. Tryphena actually laughed. In
the ten years that I had known her I had never
heard her laugh before.

“ Last week,” she said, * listen—Thursday it was
—the Sisters sent me word they had a baby. Healthy.
Just the right one. Come at last. I didn’t know
the way to wait for Sunday.”

She drew a deep, long breath.

“ Yesterday,” she said, “ T went.

“Oh!” she said.
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Her hands — her useful working hands — went
fluttering towards each other.

“Oh!” she said again.

“Isit a boy ?” said L.

That revived her.

“ A boy 7" Tryphena said. “A boy! No, sir!
What do you take me for, I want to know ? Why,
it’s a girl. A baby girl. The loveliest thing—tiny
—all erumpled up.”

“Ts it as new as that 7’ I said.

“Yes, sir,” she cried, “it’s new! It’s new
all right. It’s brand new, for it only came last
Wednesday.”

She laughed again. Happiness came effervescing
out of her.

“It’s mine ! "’ she said.

‘ But where will you put a baby in your tiny
flat 7 said I. ** Who will take care of it while you
are out 7 ”’

Tryphena’s face fell just a trifle.

“ The nuns will keep her for me till I—till I have
the money for her,” said Tryphena. * There’s
money yet to earn. I can’t have her yet —to keep.”

She paused a second.

‘ But,” she said, *“ when I've earned the money—
then I'll have her.”

She paused another second.

“ It’s not long to wait, I guess,” she said ; ‘* time
passes.”

She rubbed.

“ Sundays I'll have her out,” she said; * the
Sisters say I can, Sundays I'll fetch her good and
early.”
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Tryphena smiled at me. T thought a little.

* How long have you thought of this ?” I asked
at last,

Tryphcna sobered down a trifle.

* Years and years,” she said. ‘ I'm crazy about
babies—1I just love ’'em. Why, these years past I've
cut the babies out of every magazine.”

She smiled.

“T got the loveliest collection.”

Again her hands fluttered.

¢ Oh,” she said, ‘“ there’s one—1I had it framed so
I can see it always! And there’s another—in its
tiny shirt—the little thing !”

Her voice trembled

*“ Now,” she said, ““ T got a real one.”

“ Where,” I said, ** is your baby’s mother ? ”

Tryphena clouded over. Something dark and
threatening seemed to emanate from her.

‘ She’s dead,” she said. *‘ The baby’s mine.”

She rubbed a little while—kneading with two
strong thumbs—in silence. When she looked up her
face was wistful,

“She’ll grow. . . .” Tryphena said.

Her voice was tender.

* Think—only think,” she said, ¢ a tiny, erumpled
thing like that can grow a woman ! ”’

Tryphena’s clear, pale eyes met mine.

‘“ And I can share my pension with her—when I'm
old,” Tryphena said. * I'll have Tryphosa.”

“Who ?” said I.

I never would have asked a silly thing like that
but that my wits had gone wool-gathering. I was
thinking—thinking.




THE BACHELOR GIRL 281

Tryphena rubbed. Her tone was matter-of-fact

intensely.
*Oh,” she said, ““ didn’t I tell you ? That’s my
baby’s name . . . Tryphosa.”

I wonder if the dead mother heard Tryphena say it
—and if she felt a pang.
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ing thought. After eight years she had
shaken off the shackles of something—dis-
graceful. She was free again.

That was the way she viewed her marriage—as
something disgraceful, one of those things you put
behind you and don’t think of any more. Not, at
least, if you can help it. But there was the diffi-
culty ; put her marriage behind her as she would,
cast it out of her thoughts wholesale as she did, she
couldn’t get away from it altogether. In a queer
way it still enveloped her life, this marriage of hers.
Divorced as she was, free of husband and all a
husband’s claims, she was still a married woman,
And a married woman she would go to her grave.

Her marriage had been a definite and ghastly
failure. One of those failures that are so absolutely
failures that they almost make the circuit and come
round to being successes again—they are so positive.
For isn’t the mark of a failure the being negative—
the not having succeeded in getting where you
wanted to get—the not having succeeded in getting
anywhere at all ? But Ella Hume’s marriage had
been definite enough. It had been an out-and-out
mistake. Thousands of times while she had been
married Ella Hume had cursed the day she ever saw
her husband. She had hated him at moments—she
had wished for singleness for weeks at a time—she
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had prayed for deliverance night after night. Her
married life had been one long agony of failure, each
day bringing with it some new item of disaster to add
to the interminable list. Eight years |—they seemed
to her, looking back, like eight centuries. It seemed
to her as if she had lived in that degradation and
misery for untold eras. Beyond that married life,
looking backwards, she could see herself dimly as a
girl . . . but, oddly enough, she felt no fellow-
feeling with that girl. It seemed to Ella Hume as if
her life had only begun when she entered into the
failure of her married life.

Her husband had done everything that a husband
should not do. He had been mean and dishonour-
able; he had been cruel. Lkila Hume remembered
him as she saw him first, handsome and full of life
and overpowering ; the very thing to carry a woman
off her feet and swing her into matrimony. She
remembered his tricks of speech, how they fascinated
her, and the little movements of his large hands—
and the way she loved and admired him . . . and
how he had loved her. Then!

And now she had been a whole year free. A year.
When the marriage had been first dissolved she
couldn’t bear even to think about it. When she
had heard of her freedom she had said to herself :
“That ends it. God willing, I'll never think of him
again.” But God wasn’t willing, apparently ; for
she had thought and thought—of her husband, of the
days immediately preceding her marriage, of the days
immediately coming after it : of the way he had first
taken her to his arms, of her deep surprises at matri-
mony—of her willing trust. All these things kept
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coming back and coming back and breaking on the
shore of her mind like waves. She had heard the
roar of the sea of matrimony as you hear the roar of
the ocean in the shell you hold to your ear. She had
thought of old, half-forgotten things ; she had gone
over old conversations between herself and her
husband ; she had said things to him in her thoughts
that she never had said to him in reality-—and she had
wondered whether they would have touched him if she
had said them. Night after night she had dreamed
of him. And night after night she had waked up in
her bed of freedom, and turned, and sighed, and tried
—tried, my God!—-to sleep. She was done with
matrimony, but matrimony was not done with her.
Sometimes she felt as if she was branded with
marriage as they used to brand convicts with irons.

She had done everything she could to shake herself
free. When she had—escaped, when the law had
set her free, she had left the city where he and she
had lived and she had gone to another city—far
away. There she had assumed her maiden name,
and as plain Ella Hume—Miss Hume—she had
sought work. For she had shaken off the money
with all the rest. She had come out of marriage as
poor as she went in. She wanted nothing from the
man she had lived with but to be free of him. Free!
She was free. After eight years that intolerable
burden had fallen off her—and she could live again.

But what a life! She worked for her money, and
what she earned she lived on. She earned enough
to have a tiny bachelor flat to come home to. When
she put her key in the door there was no one on the
other side—no man—no marriage to be free of any
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more—just loneliness. She came in at night and
she took off her things and got her supper and ate it.
And then perhaps she read, or she sewed a little, or
she busied herself about some household task-—and
then she went to bed and hoped she wouldn’t dream
of Jay. And the next morning she got up and had
her bath and got her things on and made her break-
fast and ate it and went down to business ; and when
she came home again there was the same loneliness
and the same bed and the same dream she hoped she
might escape from. On Sunday she didn’t work—
and it seemed long. There were moments when she
was inclined to doubt God’s wisdom in setting aside
the seventh day so that women might have more
time to think in it.

Work. That was her life. And nothing to work
for. For what is the good of working for yourself ?
There isn’t any good. It is dull. It is poor. It
has no reward of any kind to give. You just do it
because it is your duty—and duty is poor comfort to
any of us. She knew very well that the daily round
wasn’t enough for her, that she asked more than that.
Far, far more. But what ?

Yes, what ? She knew very well she had nothing
to ask—for everything was gone. Jay had taken
everything she had to give and more besides. He
had taken her strength and made it impossible for her
to have children of her own—and, oddly enough, she
cherished no resentment against him for this. But
he had taken away her illusions. He had hacked at
life till she could only see the mess he had made.
The good world that the girl she dimly remembered
had seen long ago didn’t exist any more. What Ella
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Hume saw now was a distorted world—a world
where men had mistresses, not openly and decently,
avowing their needs,but secretly and falsely—creep-
ing away to their women as a dog sneaks in at a back
door. She didn’t believe in men’s honour any more
—and it was Jay’s fault. And he had done worse
than this to her. He had taken away her trustfulness
—in the world round about her—in everything. She
couldn’t look at another life now and not say to
herself: * Is it what it seems ? Aren’t there false-
nesses and meannesses and skeleton hatreds there
too ?”  She had lost her trust in things. It seemed
to her a base world—a world full of cries and miseries
and injustices . . . and once she had seen it shining
in the sunlight and exquisitely pure and beautiful.

When her marriage was dissolved she had hoped
to see it like that again. But no. Somehow she
couldn’t. Things came back on her—and she
thought of things. The world wouldn’t be just
sunny any more.

She wondered if Jay ever thought of her-—and she
knew he didn’t. He had chucked her away as a boy
throws a stone into the distance, and he would think
of her as much as the boy thinks of his stone. She
knew it. She knew it and she had a passionate feel-
ing that it wasn't fair that Jay should have this
advantage too. Why should he have the privilege
of forgetting, while she had to feel his hands on her
for evermore ? Sometimes she felt inclined to argue
with God about the way He had made woman—to
argue with Him and to show Him how unfair it was.
Jay could go on to other women—and enjoy them.
He had enjoyed them even while she was there. But
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she . . . she didn’t want other men. She never had
wanted them. She wanted——

She stopped.

Yes, she wanted Jay. She wanted him. She
wanted the feel of his hands on her ; she wanted to
hear his voice. She wanted the physical joys he had
taught her and given her—she who had only longed
for freedom !—and she wanted them from him. She
knew just what he was. She realised just how mean
and how petty and how low-down he had been. But
he was her husband. She had gone to him a girl and
he had made her a woman . . . and she knew that
if she could have a child she would want him to be its
father.

How inexplicable! ‘ Are all women made like
this 7’ she asked herself. *‘ Are we all cursed with
this foolishness ? Must we all be bound to one man
—and to him only ?”

She looked down at her finger. She had discarded
her ring with the rest. She was Miss Ella Hume—
no ring, no man, no anything. And as she sat there
she longed passionately for her ring, for her married
name, for her wedded life—that wedded life that
had been such a cataclysm of failure and disgrace.

Down at the office where she worked they didn’t
even know she had been married. She passed as
single woman and she ranked as a single woman
and in her heart she despised single women ; she who
had taken such pains to be in all appearance one of
them again. ‘“ What do they know ? " she would ask
herself impatiently. ‘° What’s life to them ?” And
she would have to bridle her tongue lest she should
catch herself dropping out the word to betray her
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story. She had to keep watch on herself—be quict
—reserved. She didn’t dare to join in discussions—
for you so easily betray yourself if you’re a woman.

Miss Ella Hume.

She hated the name. She hated her

But did she hate her freedom ? Would she, if she
could, go back to that intensity of misery ? She sat
there thinking.

No. She wouldn’t go back. She had had enough
of it. But——

She thought.

*“I'm done either way,” she said to herself. * I'm
done. T can’t be contented. I—”

She thought.

“There’s one thing,” she said. “1 wouldn’t be
without it. It’s bad. It was wicked while it lasted.
But—I wouldn’t be without it.”

She thought of the single women she knew—their
narrowed views—their impossible fences and pro-
hibitions. She thought of the incompleteness of
their lives. She thought of their little angularities
of mind—their primnesses of thought. Their mis-
understandings of many of the most beautiful things
of life. She remembered how one of them had said
to her, taking her for another spinster : * How can
women marry ?”’ And she remembered how———

As she sat thinking, suddenly her life—as our lives
do—scemed to unroll itself. She saw clearly enough
that she had had a bad time ; but she also saw that
if she hadn’t had that bad time she might have had a
worse in not having any time at all. “ It’s better to
suffer than not to feel,” she said to herself. * It’s
better even to be maimed than never to have had an
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instinct.” And then—quite suddenly and un-
expectedly—she realised that she had not stopped
loving her husband. “Why, I love him,” she said
to herself. “I love him!”

She felt comforted.

How could she love him ? How could she love a
man who had debased and degraded her? How
could she feel anything but loathing for the creature
who——7? She wouldn’t think of that. The fact re-
mained. She had escaped from him, feeling as one
would feel escaping from a shower of offal. She had
shaken off his name—the ring he had given her—she
had refused his money, everything that was his. And
she knew that she had always loved him. She knew
that nothing he ever had done or ever could do would
make any difference, She knew that she always
would love him. She felt as if her love was in every
separate cell of her body and as if they must vivisect
her to get it away from her—and if they vivisected
her she knew she would escape from them with her
love still in her soul. *“ How can I love him ? "’ she
asked herself. Her reason told her she loved a
scoundrel—worse than that. Her reason told her
she was a fool. But she knew that if she could save
him from death she would throw her body between
him and the danger. She knew that if she could save
him from the wrath of God she would interpose her
soul between her lover and damnation.

Her lover! That was why. He had wakened up
in her body and in her soul something that but for
him would have slumbered through her lifetime.
She felt as if he had brought her to love—as if she
might never have found love but for him—and she
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: loved him because he had aroused love in her. She
: felt the love he had aroused go quivering through her
' body. *‘‘ What is equal to that ?”’ she asked herself.

‘*“ What comes near it ? "’

And in her—was it in her soul —she deified her
love. It had broken her. But she felt it worth
while for all that. ‘‘ What would life feel like with-
out this love ?” she kept asking herself. ** What
‘ should I be if Jay and I had never met ?

The old feeling of—of entirety—came sweeping
! over her. She felt this single life, that she had
{ struggled so to get back again, falling away from her.
She knew that just as she had once belonged—and
she rejoiced in the word *‘ belonged ”—to her
husband, so she belonged to him now. She felt that

h rather than belong to any other man she would de-
stroy herself . . . and it came over her as the wind
| comes curling and twisting over the plains that she ‘
I was—bound. ““ What is the Law ? "’ she asked her- i
r self. “How can it cut between man and wife ? I

am Jay’s. And Jay may forget—but he’s mine.

" One day we shall meet and the past will all be blotted \
\ out between us—except that we used to love.” And '
words that she had cast out of her mind with violence ]

and resentment came back into it again and filled it : ‘

““Whom God has joined together let no man put

A asunder.” ‘ God is love,” she said to herself.
i * Love joined us—we are one.”
‘ ! The thought came to her that she was the keeper

of their love and that, in that day to come, she would ‘,
| " have his share to hand back to Jay. ‘ He'll take it
[ § out of my hand,” she said to herself—and she smiled.
' | * And we'll lie together again—and sleep.” ‘
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When she went back to her work next day she
wore a symbol of her change of heart. And they
noticed that, in the intervals of her work, she
played with her symbol—twisting it round and
round her finger.
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EPILOGUE
“ H ! " he said.
O He puffed.
| “Oh!” said he.
! Then after a second : ** It sounds simple.”
' “ Yes,” I said, *“ it sounds simple, doesn’t it ?
f “So that’s all,” he said, after another pause,
“ that’s all that women want ? ”
! ‘ Speaking at broad and large,” 1 said, *“ I think
\J m'”
! “Oh!” he said again.
)‘ We sat a bit.
’ “Then that’s the lot!”—relief was in his
voice. *That’s all you have to say,” he said
" complacently.
“ What !> said 1.
L I was startled, and I confess I raised my voice a
’ little.
“ All,” he said—this time there was hesitation in
his voice—** you have to——"

f I drew a breath.
“Why, I'm not even started yet,” I said.
“Oh!” said he.

: “I..."” Ipositively stammered in my hurry
. “ I've got reams and reams and reams to say,” I said
“ " to him. * Oh, so you think it’s simple, do you?
! Well, let me tell you what we women want is simple
L, ——but the world isn’t simple. Don’t you see,” I said,
L ‘“ you've got to start the world again if—— We
292
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can’t fight the world the way it is. You—you've
gotto . ..”

I stopped for breath. He sat there saying nothing
for a bit. At last he said: ‘ When you've got
started, let me know.”

I ran my fingers over the typewriter keys—and
felt them lovingly. . . .




