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FOREWORD

To all friends of the ‘‘Pansy Series’’ who
followed the fortunes of ‘‘Four Girls at Chau-
tauqua,”” and ‘‘The Chautauqua Girls at
Home,’’ years and years ago, the writer of this
chronicle wishes to explain that ‘‘Ruth Erskine,
Eurie Mitchell, Marian Wilbur, and Flossy
Shipley,”” in due course of time took to them-
selves husbands and became ‘‘Mrs. Burnham,”’
“Mrs. Harrison,”” ‘“Mrs. Dennis’’ and ‘‘Mrs.
Roberts’’; that they passed through varied and
marked experiences, trials, temptations, joys
and sorrows,—both before and after marriage,
—as indeed ‘‘Ruth Erskine’s Crosses,’’ ¢‘Judge
Burnham’s Daughters,’’ and other volumes in
the series have already told. That, as the years
passed, their sons and daughters grew to man-
hood and womanhood, became husbands and
wives,—some of them,—became perplexities and
problems—certain of them—and, on a certain
summer day in the year 1912, those same ‘‘Four
Girls’’ with their children and their children’s
children, and aunts and cousins, made up a



FOREWORD

mammoth ‘‘family party’’ and returned to the
spot that had become historic ground to the
original four.

The record of certain of their experiences
there, the changes they found, the people they
met, together with quotations from some of the
words they heard—words that will go on in-
fluencing their lives, and other lives, forever—
is carefully set down in this volume. The ac-
count is complete in itself; and the chron-
icler hopes and believes that her friends will
enjoy a month spent at the now famous New
York Chautauqua, without regard to past his-
tory. Still if any should wish to know more of
the years that are gone,—as regards the ‘‘Four
Qirls”’>—a glance at the books of the ‘‘Chau-
tauqua Series’’ will recall their story.

“Four Mothers at Chautauqua’’ is especially
designed for the thousands who met there dur-
ing the summer of 1912, and for the thousands
who wanted to go, but could not, and have that
hope before them. For widely differing rea-
sons that special summer will ever be memor-
able to those who spent it at Chautauqua Lake.

To the members of the dear class of ’87,
whose twenty-fifth anniversary was celebrated
that summer,—who certainly did what they
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could to make all Chautauquans remember*‘The
Pansy Class’” and who have strong hope of
celebrating their fiftieth anniversary, a few of
them in the ‘“city by the lake,’’ many of them in
the ¢ City which hath foundations’’ this volume
is especially dedicated by their friend and class-
mate,

Pansy.
April, 1913,
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FOUR MOTHERS AT
CHAUTAUQUA

CHAPTER I

¢‘‘WHERB ARE THE GIRLS?”’

Erskixs BurnaAM guided his auto skillfully
to the side entrance, gave his chauffeur direc-
tions for the evening, and came presently into
the living-room with the air of a man who had
reached home again and was glad.

‘““Where is—’’ he began after greeting his
wife, then with a barely perceptible pause
changed the form of his sentence: ‘“Where are
the girls?”?

His wife knew that he had begun to ask
‘“Where is mamma?’’ Over the changed ques-
tion they both smiled.

“They are in the sunset room,’’ Mrs. Burn-
ham said, ‘‘supposed to be engaged with a gor-

geous sunset, but in reality they are having an
13
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animated conversation. Mother has a new idea
about vacation.”’

““What is that?’’ her husband asked as they
went together toward his dressing-room. ‘‘It
seems early yet for vacation plans, but I pre-
sume the season will be upon us unawares, after
all. 'What does Mamma want?”’

‘“Chautauqua,”’ his wife said, laughing.
“‘She aims for family parties; children, grand-
children and all the aunts and cousins, and be-
lieves that to spend the summer there together
would be ideal.”’

“‘Chautauqua! why isn’t that a good idea?
The ‘four girls’ all back there together after
the lapse of years. I wonder that Mamma
hasn’t planned for that, before.”’

¢¢Oh, they say that they have tried dozens of
times to plan it; that they meant to go back the
very next year, all together, but something pre-
vented, and has always prevented; it really
seems a8 though they might be able to carry it
out, this time. Aunt Flossy thinks this is the
best possible year for going, because her hus-
band and Dr. Dennis are both to be away all
summer; she said the four girls could be to-
gether, much as they were in their girlhood.
She confided to me her feeling that Mother and
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Aunt Eurie would not so keenly miss the hus-
bands gone to heaven, when hers and Aunt Mar-
ian’s were not there as constant reminders.
Isn’t that exactly like Aunt Flossy?”’

Erskine Burnham’s face wore a tender smile.
“It’s peculiar, isn’t it?’’ he said, ‘“and like her.
I should never have thought of it. But Aunt
Flossy will find it a difficult matter to try to live
youthful days over again; there are too many
children and grandchildren; and memories,’’ he
added gravely. Then, after a pause:

‘““How many could we muster, do you sup-
pose?”’ '

“‘Children? Oh, I don’t know; quite a com-
pany, I should think. Grace and her family will
be sure to want to go wherever Aunt Marian
does; you know Aunt Marian gave up the trip
to California because Grace couldn’t take the
baby ; and Maybelle and Erskine will go; Flossy
says they have been considering it; Erskine has
always wanted to go, because his father and
mother met there. She says there is a streak
of sentimentalism about Erskine; she fancies
he had a schoolboy notion that he would go
there some day as his mother did, and meet his
fate. T spoiled all that, she says, by bringing
Maybelle to them, and if you could have seen



16 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

her face when she said it you would realize
more than ever how glad she is that it was
spoiled. As a matter of fact it was she who
brought them together, you know.”’

““They are mated, all right,”’ the father said
with the air of one who was satisfied. ‘¢And for
me, I am glad to think that you had a hand in
it. How about our respected namesake? Can
he be considered in the Chautauqua plans?’’

“I am sure I don’t know. Aunt Flossy is
planning as though she expected them all, but
I heard her tell mother that Burnham hadn’t
said a word yet about summer plans and she
did not like to speak of them first. I suppose
she is afraid he will be set against anything that
he fancies she wants him to do. That boy will
have to be managed by contraries, if at all.”’

¢“And does Aunt Eurie expect Eureka, the
independent, to follow in her proposed train?’’

¢“Who can tell? Nobody knows two hours
ahead what Eureka Harrison will, or will not
do. Isn’t she the strangest girl you ever
knew?”’

¢TI hope so!”’ Mr. Burnham said, laughing.
¢“T should not care to know another like her.
Queer study in heredity it would make to fur-
nish specimens like her and Burnham Roberts;
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think of Uncle Evan and Aunt Flossy being
father and mother to him!”’

‘I wonder if there isn’t a great deal more to
Burnham than appears on the surface?’’ his
wife said thoughtfully.

¢“Oh, there is enough to the fellow to make a
man, if some one or some thing could get hold
of him. The only person thus far who seems
to have much influence is the one of whom we are
all afraid.” ‘

“I don’t think that Eureka really influences
him,”’ Mrs. Burnham said, still speaking as one
who was thinking aloud, rather than talking.
‘It is the unconventional, the wild in her, meet-
ing the same strain in him, that attracts.”’

Mr. Burnham laughed gaily. ‘‘You are
growing too metaphysical for me, Mamie dear;
is there anything but wildness in Eureka Harri-
son?’’

“She is her father’s daughter, Erskine.”

‘“Yes, and her mother’s. I fancy that Aunt
Eurie had a good deal of the unconventional
mixed up with her girlhood. Mamma confessed
to me once that before the four went to Chau-
tanqua together she used to avoid Eurie
Mitchell in public as much as possible, because
she was always a little afraid of what she might
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say, or do next. Still, I do not mean to convey
the impression that she was ever like Eureka.
Heredity and environment are both strange
studies; it won’t do to be sweeping in conclu-
sions about either of them. Well, Mrs. Burn-
ham, I have brushed away the outward soil of
the city at least; shall we join ‘the girls’ and
help them plan? They will find in me a strong
candidate for the Chautauqua scheme; at least
it will be a splendid place for the children of
the party.”’

At the same time that this conversation was -
taking place in the dressing-room, two young
people were lingering among the cushions piled
luxuriously about the ‘‘sunset porch,’”’ drawn
thither ostensibly by the glorious view to be had
of the sunset, and lingering after its glories had
faded and the other watchers had departed, be-
cause of their propensity to seek each other’s
company. These were the two whose charac-
ters, or at least reputations, had been more than
hinted at by Erskine Burnham and his wife:
Eureka Harrison, Eurie Mitchell Harrison’s
only daughter, and Burnham Roberts, Flossy
Shipley Roberts’s younger son.

Eureka Harrison was not a girl to be lightly
passed over at any time, yet one hesitates to



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 19

try to describe her; she was one of those persons
who make always a distinet impression yet who
refuse to be classed, and whom the conventional
forms of description do not seem to fit. Cer-
tainly she would not be called beautiful, al-
though observers were sure to remark upon her
singularly beautiful eyes, and to add that but
for her nose and mouth she would be strikingly
handsome. Yet there was nothing the matter
with either nose or mouth save that they did not
seem to fit her face.

“That’s the trouble with everything about
me,’’ the girl said one day joining gaily in the
discussion that was being had at her expense.
“I'm a misfit; nothing that belongs to me is
quite what any other part calls for; and what is
worse than all the rest, it extends to my char-
acter so that I don’t exactly suit anybody.”’

There was truth in this statement. ‘“We
really can’t ask Eureka Harrison,’’ said one set
of her schoolmates; ‘‘she talks so loud and
laughs so much and says such unexpected
things.”’

“Don’t let us ask Eureka,’’ said another set;
‘‘she is too strait-laced in her notions for a
frolic of this kind.”’

She was not tall, although slightly above the
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medium height, but she could be very stately
when she chose; or she could have no more dig-
nity ‘“or sense of propriety than a monkey,”’
as one annoyed acquaintance expressed it. Her
beautiful eyes could flash fun, or fire; but they
could also be as cold and expressionless as steel.
Always people wanted to turn and look again
at Eureka Harrison.

¢‘She is not in the least like her mother,”’
said those who knew Mrs. Harrison. ‘‘And
yet,’’ said those who had known her as Eurie
Mitchell, ‘‘there is something that suggests
her.””

Flossy Roberts once made a remark that
Erskine Burnham said expressed all that was
to be said on the subject: ‘‘In some ways-
Eureka Harrison is an exaggeration of her
mother, and in others she is a sharp contrast to
her.”

The young man is more easily described, or at
least announced, as strikingly handsome. He
was almost faultless in form and feature, and
carried himself in the manner that is hinted at
by the word ¢‘distinguished.”” Of the four
children who made up the Roberts household,
Burnham, the second son was easily the one
who had inherited most, physically, from his
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parents, yet a more striking contrast from them
in character could hardly be imagined. The
other son and two lovely daughters had been,
all through their developing youth, the joy and
comfort of their father and mother. The girls
were now happily married and conducting
happy homes of their own; and Erskine, the
minister, was, with his wife, Maybelle, the idol
of a flourishing church. It remained for Burn-
ham, the youngest born, to fill the lives of his
father and mother with anxious care. Through
his aggressive babyhood and imperious child-
hood his parents, wise in their experience with
three others, had tried in vain to apply the prin-
ciples that had helped to tide the others through
shoals and hidden rocks to the safe waters of
responsible manhood and womanhood. Burn-
ham simply would not be guided, would not
follow, and he would lead. Always and every-
where he managed to secure his own way.
Pleasantly if he could, sometimes with the win-
someness of an angel ; often it must be confessed
with the wisdom of a serpent. In the secondary
schools he had—through endless troubles and
some painfully severe attempts to subdue him
—for the most part managed his teachers. He
was reasonably fond of study, and had the gift
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of rapid acquirement, yet, with these and all the
other advantages which were his, he barely
succeeded in passing the college examinations,
and twice during the four years was suspended
for insubordination. It was only his father’s
powerful influence and strenuous effort that se-
cured his return in time to graduate with his
class.

Now that the feat had been accomplished, the
question among his acquaintances was: What
is Burnham Roberts going to do next? In the
Roberts household it was a painful question.

Poor Flossy Roberts! whatever way she
looked at it, or for that matter at her youngest
son, her heart throbbed with foreboding. Never
since the day that her girlish faith took hold
of God with a firm grasp and made him her life’s
center had she been so sorely beset with fears.

For her other children she had an assured
faith that could ride serenely above the ordi-
nary happenings of life, but the ever-present
question that sent her oftenest to her knees in
agonizing prayer, and that had as yet received
no satisfying answer was: ‘‘What is to become
of Burnham?”’

Mr. Roberts, noble Christian though he was,
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from being often sorely disappointed in his son,
and from having to come constantly to his res-
cue from conditions that meant disgrace and
were shadowed with dishonor, had acquired a
habit of sternness, and an air of authority in
dealing with him that antagonized the boy and
made him show his worst side to his father.
Also it made the open rupture between them
that the mother feared, seem increasingly im-
minent as the months passed.

It was therefore with almost a sense of re-
lief that she had listened early in the year to the
business plans that, if carried out, would take
her husband in company with one of his sons-
in-law half-way round the world. The plans de-
veloped, and it was settled that their second
daughter should accompany her husband.
After that, many and earnest were the entreat-.
ies that ‘‘Mamma’’ would go, too. It would
be such an opportunity to visit those mission
stations in China and Japan, in which she had
for so long been interested. Mr. Roberts, al-
though he seconded his daughter’s and son-in-
law’s efforts, did so half-heartedly; he knew
they would fail, and was glad ; because, however
much it would add to the joy of the travelers
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there was that ever-present question, what
might not the boy do, with his mother at the
other side of the world?

For ““‘the boy’’ loved his mother; with a fit-
ful, irresponsible, selfish sort of love, it is true,
but such as it was, there were times when it held.
He had been known to break away suddenly un-
reasoningly from plans into which he had en-
tered with zest, just as they were ready to ma-
ture, thereby upsetting the whole scheme to the
disgust of his boon companions, who accused
him of deserting without a cause. Had he
owned the cause it would have been a look on
his mother’s face or a wistful word that she let
drop unawares; and that chanced to reach him
at the right moment. There were other times,
and these, to lookers-on seemed by far the most
frequent, when he did not hesitate to move
directly across his mother’s plans and disregard
her expressed wishes, although he knew that in
doing so he was blasting some of her dearest
hopes.

So much for the two who lingered on the sun-
set porch, after the sunset and their elders had
departed, to discuss the summer plans from
their point of view.

‘‘Have you heard of Aunt Ruth’s latest, that
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includes us all?”’ This question came from
Eureka.

¢“The summer plans, do you mean? I have
heard of nothing else the entire day; the maters
all seem to have gone wild over the same theme.
But how did you discover that the scheme in-
cluded all of us?”’

Eureka flashed a half-scornful glance in the
young man’s direction and put vim into her
reply.

¢Oh, I didn’t mean to include you. I knew
that Aunt Flossy would like very much to have
your company this summer, since your father
is to be away, and by the same token I knew of
course that you would plan differently, All
that seems to be necessary to start you in an op-
posite direction is to have your mother hint a
preference.’’

He laughed carelessly, but he was watching
her face without seeming to do so as he quoted,
¢¢ ¢Is Saul also among the prophets?’ Did you
never hear about people who live in glass
houses?”’

¢Oh, I know what you mean, of course; but
I don’t go to work deliberately in cold-blooded
indifference to stalk across my mother’s wishes.
Mother and I have endless arguments about
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things, and try to make each other see that ‘my
way’ is the best; but Mother is very different
from Aunt Flossy.”’

The young man laughed again. ‘‘That is
true,”’ he said significantly. ¢‘Still, don’t let’s
quarrel, not to-night; I’'m too weary; that last
game of tennis exhausted me. I think we would
better go in; the air is getting quite sharp and,
I see, is affecting your nerves. As a matter
of fact my mother has not mentioned the word
Chautauqua to me; all the same you are right
about my intentions; they do not include that
magic name; to be frank, I don’t believe yours
do, either; from all that I have heard I cannot
imagine a summer resort less suited to our ca-
pacities.”’

““What do you know about the place?’’

The young man shrugged his shoulders.
‘““Haven’t I been housed with the four mothers
for almost the entire day, while you roamed at
large? I know everything; and I never fancied
that I should be happy in heaven. Listen!
that’s Mrs. Erskine Burnham singing, isn’t it?
- Let’s go in.”’
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CHAPTER IT

¢“LET US go”’

It will be remembered by those who are ac-
‘quainted with the ‘‘Four Girls’’ that they went,
during the closing years of the last century, to
the far-famed resort in New York state known
as Chautauqua. It was by no means so well
known then as it has now become. Since those
early days a multitude of summer resorts have
borrowed the name, and added what features
they could to their programs, to give it counte-
nance,—some of them having grown to deserved
prominence; but after all, the New York Chau-
tauqua will always stand out as not only the
first inception, but by far the finest develop-
ment of what has come to be known as the Chau-
tauqua Scheme.

In those early days the four girls who, by
what seemed to be the merest chance planned to
spend a two-weeks’ vacation together there,

carried away with them experiences that not
: 27
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only left deep impressions but that altered the
entire course of their lives. Small wonder that,
as the years passed, they looked back to those
days with an ever-deepening sense of interest
and made many plans to revisit the place that
had become to them almost sacred ground and
that their children had learned to regard with
peculiar interest.

But it had not been found easy to accomplish
this. Vacation plans that reach into four
widely differing homes and touch interests as
diverse as four households are likely to repre-
sent, are not easily made to harmonize; and as
the household grew, and married and inter-mar-
ried and set up continually more homes that yet
were included in the peculiar circle of friend-
ship, the difficulties increased. KEach of the
girls was unwilling to break away and go with-
out the others; and as each mother in after
years wanted not only the husband and children,
but the children’s children to share her Mecca
with her, the hope of accomplishing dropped
into the background. Thus it came to pass that
until this eventful year of nineteen hurdred and
twelve, the happenings of which are now in part
to be chronicled, the original party had never
revisited Chautauqua.
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By the middle of June they, ‘‘the girls,”
knew that they were to go; taking with them
what portions of families they could muster.
No husbands were to be of the party. Evan
Roberts, as has already been told, was in
China representing his firm in extensive busi-
ness operations that would hold him for the
entire summer; and Dr. Dennis was carrying
out his own long-cherished hopes in joining
a party of choice spirits who were engaged in
scientific research in Egypt and the Holy
Land. For the others, Judge Burnham had
been long gone, and it was now nearly three
years since Eurie Mitchell Harrison had been
left a widow. Her husband, too, had planned
earnestly for that visit to the Holy Land.
Not the extended and expensive journey that
the company of scientists had undertaken; just
a vacation flight to Palestine for a few won-
.derful weeks while the party lingered there,
and he could have the advantage of their ex-
perience. To this end the Harrison family,
always without financial resources equal to
their growing needs, planned and economized
in ways that vividly recalled to the wife and
mother the pinched years of her girlhood.

But it came to pass that economizing, with

-
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the Holy Land in view, had not been neces-
sary; suddenly, after only two days of illness,
Dr. Harrison was called to the immediate pres-
ence of Him whose footsteps have made the
shores of (alilee sacred. Instead of a flying
trip to the ‘“Holy Land,’”’ he went there to
dwell. Eureka was away at school; and so
swift had been his summons that there had
been no chance to recall her in time for her
father’s farewell word and kiss.

She came home in the middle of a term and
did not return. Throughout her mother’s
dismayed efforts to plan how the broken col-
lege course could be resumed she had been reso-
lute. .

““I am not going back, of course,’”’ she had
said to her favorite brother who was trying to
help plan, and who was as much straitened
financially as his mother. ‘‘I ought not to
have gone in the first place, and I told Mother
80; it was a continual added strain upon Father
to meet my bills, and he had strain enough
without them, goodness knows. There are
times when I can be almost glad that he has
gone where he won’t have to study and twist
and deny himself at every turn to meet neces-
sary expenses. I am glad you are not a min-
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ister, Neal; I hope to live to see you a rich
man.’,

“‘There are other consolations than riches,”’
her brother said, gravely. ‘I don’t believe my
father would have exchanged his possessions
for money, when it came to the end.”’

Eureka looked at him sharply. This was
quite unlike the usual manner of her naturally
gay and care-free brother, who generally met
her recklessness half way and enjoyed it.
Was he going to forsake her and join the.
church people? This was the phrase she used
when she thought of the separating family
line. The others were earnest workers in the
church, as ready to sacrifice for it as their
father and mother, but she and Neal had held
aloof, sturdily resisting all efforts in their be-
half, and both of them careless, often to the
verge of irreverence, in speaking of sacred
things. Eureka had been more outspoken than
her brother, knowing no restraint except her
father’s presence. She had loved him with a
fierceness that resented, sometimes bitterly,
his being called upon to endure the annoyances
and sacrifices and petty economies common to
the lives of most ministers; yet with that cu-
rious blindness often seen in children, she had
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never been able to see that she was her father’s
greatest trial, and that he was afraid of her
influence upon her brother.

Neal had felt this and, now that his father
was gone, mourned over it. There were mo-
ments when he wondered if it were too late
even then to make his father glad by a de-
liberate choosing of the way so long pointed
out to him. Was it conceivable that a man
like his father had gone where he did not care,
any more? Neal did not believe it, and it was
this train of thought that had induced his
grave response to his sister. If she had met
him with a touch of sympathy he might have
voiced the half-formed resolve to make what
tardy atonement he could for having ignored
his father’s eagerly expressed wishes. But
Eureka’s response had been sharp.

‘“Do you think any serious harm would have
resulted to the ‘possessions’ if Father had
been allowed a little money also, or that it is
a sin for a good man to have salary enough
to support his family? I’m sure I hope that .
all the expectations he had about the other
world have been fully satisfied; he certainly
suffered enough here to demand full payment
there. I know that there are people in the
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church he left that I would go a mile out of
my way to avoid meeting. Neal, you have
been away from home so much since you grew
up that you don’t realize how hateful church
people ean be! Some of those psalm-singing
missionary women just worried Father’s life
away! I never want to belong to a church as
long as I live!”’

Neal did not know how to talk on such
themes; did not even know how to separate
personal religion from mere church member-
ship. His vague half-formed purpose to ‘‘say
something’’ to Eureka, passed; and the vague
desire to honor his father’s memory by choos-
ing his way, faded. After all, Eureka was
half right; some of those people in the Fourth
Church had plagued the life out of his father;
Eureka thought he did not understand, but
he knew all about it; why should he care to be
one with such a set?

Three years later when his mother wrote
him about the Chautauqua trip, he had given
up all thought of making good his father’s
teachings; yet he joined heartily in the vaca-
tion plans; indeed they would go; it would
be a lovely place for a family gathering, and
no spot could be more healthful for the baby.
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His wife sighed a little and hinted that she had
expected to go to the coast this summer, but he
forestalled all serious objections.

““You can go there for June, Kathie, and
again in September if you choose; those are
ideal months for the shore; but I think I ought
to give my mother July and August; it is the
first time she has planned to leave home, you
know, since she was alone. I’m especially glad
to go with her to Chautauqua because she has
always wanted to go back there, and been pre-
vented.”’ :

““But, Neal, isn’t that place entirely given
over to religious meetings? What will we do
all summer?’’

Her husband laughed lightly. ¢“Who could
have posted you about Chautauqua? Not the
Barnards certainly. Ned told me to-day that
his mother was not going there any more be-
cause the place had drifted away from its old
ideas and was becoming ‘a mere fashionable re-
sort.” It’s a resort, all right; since I received
mother’s letter it seems as though half New
York had told me they were going there for
part of the season. Our kind of people, you
know; there must be attractions there.”’

Others beside what Neal Harrison called
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““their kind of people’’ were planning for
Chautauqua. Miles away from the Roberts
home, in New York, lived the family of Mr.
Joseph Bradford, father, mother, two young
lady daughters, and an orphaned niece of Mr.
Bradford who had come from California a year
before to make her home with her uncle’s
family. Mr. Bradford was a valued account-
ant in the great mercantile house of which
Evan Roberts was a member. He knew Mr.
Roberts by sight; in fact had spoken to him a
number of times, and once been summoned to
his private office to explain certain figures,
receiving from him a cordial acknowledgment
of his skill. If in passing it is chronicled that
when Mr. Bradford reported this at home his
wife’s comment was:

‘““Words are cheap; why didn’t he raise your
salary if he thought so much of your skill?”
and the husband’s reply: »

‘“Perhaps because he thought I got a very
good salary now; I do, anyway;’’ it will tell as
much about the heads of this household as
pages of description could.

Mrs. Bradford aspired; not so much for her-
self as for her daughters; she was a woman
of limited education and unlimited ecapacity
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for copying the speech, the manner, even the
very atmosphere of those whose early advan-
tages had been greater than hers; she not only
made the most of her opportunities, but she
created opportunities. When Mr. Bradford a
year before had, unsought, received a large
increase of salary, and the family had moved
into a more commodious flat that was just
around the corner from a choice street several
of whose residents were ‘‘in society’’ Mrs.
Bradford set to work with renewed energy to
improve their social position. The church
they had attended and near to which they had
lived was now three blocks removed, but the
one on the avenue was five blocks away. To
the one on the avenue, however, Mrs. Bradford
desired to go. Why in the world should they
trudge back to the old church when they were
in convenient walking distance from the one
of all others that she would prefer? Besides,
it was the one to which the Roberts family be-
longed; it seemed quite appropriate that people
who belonged to the same business house
should attend the same church when they could
as well as not. :
Something like a smile glimmered on the
face of the usually grave Joseph Bradford at
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this, and he said he must tell Moses about that.
Moses had opened and closed the doors for the
patrons of their retail house for at least a
dozen years; he didn’t believe it had ever oc-
curred to him that he ought to forsake the
little colored chapel where he worshiped and
go to the church of the Roberts. The girls
laughed, but Mr. Bradford was immediately
sorry that he had smiled and been facetious;
for his wife had looked severe as she said that
she did not see any occasion for turning into
ridicule her efforts to help the children. She
was sure there was no comparison between
Mr. Bradford’s position in the great business
house and that of old black Moses. Expert
accountants often rose to a great deal higher
positions and commanded large salaries.
There was really no reason in the world
why they should not attend an up-town
church if they chose, but she should not press
it, of course. She was not thinking of herself
when she proposed the change; she called them
to witness that she did not often think of her-
self,—which was true,—and if none of them
saw the advantages that would result from
the change why, of course—

““But, Mother,’”’ said Isabel, who was eight-
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een and a beauty, ‘‘what advantage would it
be to us to crowd in among people whom we
do not know, and never will know? They will
brush by us in the aisles, and wonder who we
are and what we are doing there, and that
will be all there is of it. I’d rather keep on
where I know the young people and am one of
them.”’

“It might give us a chance to study the lat-
est styles in dress,’’ said Josephine, the oldest
daughter, who had more than a touch of her
father’s latent sarcasm. ‘‘I’'m sure I should
enjoy that part, although I am doubtful about
the rest. I need some new ideas, dreadfully;
and I can copy anything I ever saw, if I can
have fifteen minutes to stare at it. We
couldn’t afford to pay for a seat, so we could
take a different one every Sunday, and select
the hats and wraps that we liked best. I won-
der if they would let us choose, especially if
we had a good motive. ‘Give me a seat be-
hind Mrs. Roberts to-day,’ I could say, ‘I want
to copy her Paris hat.’ ’

It would give you two a chance to breathe
the atmosphere of refinement and culture that
you evidently need,’” the mother said with
emphasis. ‘‘The careless way in which you
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speak of the church and its opportunities
shows what you need. People of refinement
do not choose their church relations as they
do their clothing. But I shall say no more
about it; I told your father so. It is not the
first time by any means that I have tried to
plan for the sake of my children and been mis-
understood even by them.’’

However, she did say much more about it,
and she carried her point as the girls and their
father had known that she would.

The Bradford family in due course of time
transferred their relations to the wup-town
church, which was large and divided into sec-
tions so widely separated that the brushings
past in the aisles without knowing whom one
brushed was inevitable. They felt stranded
and uncomfortable. The church they had at-
tended had free sittings, and it was awkward
in the extreme to be always standing around
waiting to be seated; yet Mr. Bradford flushed
almost to the roots of his gray hair the first
time he ventured to ask the price of a pew in
the new church, and heard the amazing an-
swer., How could they ever feel at home in
such a church? Yet perhaps even the girls did
not realize the greatness of their mother’s com-
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pensation when she said in answer to a ques-
tion from one of her old neighbors:

“Oh, yes, I know Mrs. Evan Roberts; we at-
tend the same church, you know.’’

But when in the breathlessness of a June
morning, the Bradford family at the break-
fast table were appraised of their mother’s lat-
est proposed venture, Isabel said it took what
little wilted breaths they had, away.

“Let us go,”’ said Mrs. Bradford, ‘‘for a
month, to that Chautauqua that the Carpenter
girls were always talking about.’’



CHAPTER II1

ANOTHER MOTHER

“Way, Mother Bradford!”’ This was
Isabel’s exclamation. ‘‘Much contriving has
certainly made you mad, Mother.”” This came
from Josephine. Then Mr. Bradford added,
“How in the world, Sarah, do you think we
could accomplish that, especially this year
when we have had such extra expenses al-
ready?”’

“I know,” said Mrs. Bradford pouring
coffee with the composure of a general who fore-
sees his plans successful, ‘‘but there are al-
ways extra expenses, you remember, and al-
ways must be; we might as well plan for them;
but we have been saying for years that next
year we would surely take a vacation like other
people; and I think the time has come. We
ought to get out of town this summer on Isa-
bel’s account; when she had that cough early

in the winter that hung on so long you remem-
41
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ber, I resolved then that she should not spend
the long, hot summer in the city.”’

Then they all looked at Isabel whose bright
eyes and glowing cheeks were the very embodi-
ment of health. The girl laughed in apprecia-
tion of the joke, and then assumed a languid
air and drawled—*‘ How can you be such a hard-
bearted father! Don’t you see that I’m in a
decline?”’

Even Mrs. Bradford had to laugh, but she
called herself to order briskly, and the others,
as well.

“Fun is all very well, but really this is no
laughing matter; I mean just what I said about
Isabel, her cough worried me a great deal; she
looks well now but before the summer is over,
I expect her to wilt.”’

““You hear, Father,”” murmured Isabel, ‘I
shall wilt.”” Mrs. Bradford ignored her.

¢ And, anyway, we all need the change. The
trip I am proposing is not expensive; I’ve been
inquiring into it. They have what are called
Chautauqua tickets, round trip, you know, for
almost half the regular fare; and they last all
summer long.’’

Mr. Bradford’s face continued to wear its
troubled look. ¢‘But, my dear, the traveling ex-
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penses are a very small part of a summer’s
outing.”’

‘‘Not as we shall arrange it; Chautauqua is
a unique place, you will find; they have cot-
tages there, small ones as well as large, and
rooms for light housekeeping, somewhat on the
plan of flats, I suppose, and in fact they have
done everything they could to lighten the ex-
pense of living. One of the ladies who goes
there every summer said to me:

¢¢ ¢Students and people of literary tastes very
often are short of money, and it is that class
of people who are attracted to Chautauqua.’ ”’

It was a delight to this aspiring woman thus
to class herself among people of literary tastes.
But the hard-hearted father still demurred.
He had simply no money, for literary tastes or
any other kind ; he was sorry, but she knew how
it was, the extra premium on his life insurance
had come in this year with all the rest, and
made things very close indeed.

“I know all that of course, Joseph, but we
have got to live I suppose, somewhere; what
I am pointing out to you is that the paltry sum
needed for these Chautauqua tickets, which you
yourself said wasn’t worth counting, is all the
extra expense we need have; except the rent,
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of course; but that must be a very trifle for
just a month, especially in a place where they
try to help people of limited means. The cost
of milk and vegetables and things is so much
less in the country that I have no doubt it
would offset the rent entirely. I believe I can
manage so that there will be nothing extra at
all.”

‘““Except clothes,”’ interrupted Josephine.
‘“We shall all have to get new clothes.”’

““Well, Josephine,’’ her mother said with a
kind of despairing patience, ‘‘we all have to
wear clothes at home; I don’t see that that
makes a great difference.’’

¢“Not so many,’’ the girl said with an expres-
sive shake of her head. Then, feeling sorry
for her mother she added:

“But it would be heavenly, of course, and
I’m sure I hope we can do it. I’ve wanted to
go to Chautauqua ever since I heard the Thorn
girls rave over it. By the way, Father, Julia
Thorn got her certificate by studying at the
Chautauqua summer school. I might do some-
thing of that kind, perhaps, and earn a little
money.’’

She felt, rather than saw, the cloud on her
mother’s face; she had begun by wanting to
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second her mother’s efforts and spoiled the
sentence before it was completed. One of the
ambitions of this ambitious woman’s life was
8o to manage finances that her daughters
should not need to earn money through any of
the plebeian channels that could be expected
to open to them. Their school days had closed
with high school. Isabel would have been glad
to continue her studies had opportunity
offered, but she had not cared enough about it
to make the opportunity for herself; and
Josephine frankly owned that she had had
enough of school life. Teaching was therefore
out of the question for them, and as it was al-
most the only ordinary occupation open to
women that had their mother’s approval, it
followed that they seemed compelled to wait
at home while their father worked hard to sup-
port them.

The talk of the summer plans, or plan, con-
tinued; Mrs. Bradford had much to say; she
had been busy about it for weeks, and was
ready to explain away any difficulty that might
arise. For the most part they listened quietly
however; Mr. Bradford spoke but twice, each
time to bring to light an additional expense
that would have to be met.
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His wife, who had already made up her
mind, and was beyond reaching by common-
place facts like those, was glad when he sud-
denly discovered that it was later than usual
and he must run for his car; she could talk over
things better with him away; when everything
was arranged, it would be time enough to
bother him with details.

‘““Where is Hazel?’’ he stopped to ask on
his way to the door. ‘‘I haven’t seen her this
morning?’’

‘““Hazel stayed with Mrs. Hammond last
night; the baby was so ill she thought she might
be a comfort to her.”’

Mr. Bradford turned back with his hand on
the door knob to say: ‘‘Not to sit up again, I
hope. I don’t want you to allow that, Sarah;
the child is much too young for night work.”’

“Q dear, no! she was simply to be within
call if Mrs. Hammond needed help; don’t you
worry about Hazel, Joseph; I shall see that she
is not overworked in any way. There’s your
car! you’ll have to run.’’

It might have been this episode which sug-
gested Josephine’s next question. ‘‘Mother,
what about Hazel if you carry out your Chau-
tauqua scheme?”’
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Mrs. Bradford’s reply was so long in com-
ing, and her face expressed so much annoy-
ance that Isabel broke into a laugh as she said:

““Mother forgot Hazel.”’

“I only wish I could!” said that lady with
energy, ‘‘but I have by no means done so. I
am almost certain that Mrs. Hammond would
like to have Hazel stay with her this summer
if it could be brought about. It would be a
nice pleasant home for her—she is so fond of
the baby—and it would save the expense of
travel and all that; though Mrs. Hammond
could not pay her much, I suppose. Of course
she has not hinted at any such thing but I be-
lieve I could arrange it if—

““A nurse girll’’ Isabel broke in. ‘‘Oh,
mother!”’

‘““Well, what now? There is no disgrace in
being a nurse girl is there? although I didn’t
call her by any such name. Poor Mrs. Ham-
mond is obliged to stay in town all summer,
and with that frail baby to care for I can see
that Hazel would be a real comfort, under the
circumstances.’’

‘I dare say she would,”’ said Josephine. ‘I
should think any help that the poor thing could
get would be a comfort. How would it do to
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have me stay with her and let Hazel go in my
place?”’

““Josephine!”” And at this exclamation
Josephine laughed. ‘“Why not, Mother? I
am older than Hazel and ought to be more val-
uable help; and the cost would be just the
same in either case. There is no disgrace in
being a nurse girl, you know.’”’ She could not
resist the wicked pleasure of pricking an oc-
casional bubble of her mother’s, to see it burst.

But Mrs. Bradford was equal to the occa-
sion.

‘‘The very fact that you are older than Hazel
makes it important that you should have ad-
vantages for which she can afford to wait,”’
she said in her most dignified manner and with
what Josephine called her ‘‘company tone.’’

Then Isabel turned discomfort into a new
channel by saying with emphasis:

“Father would never in the world agree to
have Hazel stay in town, with all of us away.”’

I don’t suppose he would,’’ Mrs. Bradford
admitted. ‘I did not mean that I was se-
riously considering it.”” She sighed as she
spoke, because she had very seriously con-
sidered it; but it had been almost if not quite
put aside, because she knew just how far she
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could influence her husband, and just when he
would become as adamant.

Isabel returned to the charge.

“‘Then, Mother, Hazel will just have to have
a lot of new clothes. She will, anyway, for that
matter; she has nothing decent to wear. I was
ashamed of her last Sunday in that skimpy
white dress that she has outgrown.”

“Dear me!”’ said Josephine, ‘‘you don’t
pretend to think that anything can be too
skimpy for these days, do you?”’

Isabel laughed. ‘‘Well, they can skimp in
the wrong direction, and hers all do. Mother,
seriously don’t you feel that Hazel must have
a lot of new clothes?”’

“I feel that she cannot have new clothes,
Isabel; I wonder that you mention it after what
your father said. I need a new suit myself,
and fully expected to have it; but I intend to
sacrifice it for the good of my children; and if
I can go without new dresses I see no reason
why Hazel shouldn’t do the same.”’

““But, Mother, Hazel is positively shabby.
She could not go anywhere as she is now.”’

“She will not need to go anywhere in par-
ticular. I do hope, Isabel, that you will have
sense enough not to talk before her about dress-
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ing and going. I shall keep her at home with
me a great deal of the time. There will be a
good deal to do, remember, if we take a cottage,
or have housekeeping rooms, and Hazel is a
young girl with no thought as yet of dress and
society ; see that you do not put such things in-
to her mind.”’

““Hazel is just three months older than I
am,” Isabel’s tones were significant. Her
mother resisted the temptation to box her
pretty daughter’s ears and tried to speak
calmly.

“‘Isabel, what is the matter, this morning?
You seem bent on contradicting everything I
say. I know Hazel’s age, of course, and I re-
peat that she is a young girl, much younger
than you, and still clinging to notions that you
put away with your babyhood. You ought not
to need to be told that the age of young people
is measured by the way they mature rather
than by years. Hazel Harris is a child, as her
mother was before her, and there is no neces-
gity for forcing her into womanhood. I shall
have to tell you as I did your father that there
is no occasion for worry, I feel myself entirely
capable of taking care of her.”’

Josephine, who had remained unusually
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silent for some minutes suddenly broke up the
conversation by rising abruptly from the table
as she said:

‘““Well, I must confess I am getting tired of
living on my father’s and mother’s sacrifices.
I may as well give warning that this is the very
last season I mean to do it. I’m going to learn
dressmaking, or millinery, or something, and
earn my own living. I’d rather be a shop girl
at a notion counter, or nursemaid outright than
to have you pinching and struggling to try to
make a fine lady of me.”’

This was a sore subject with Mrs. Bradford;
she was dismayed over the spirit she had
aroused, but she was also very much annoyed,
and she answered with lofty dignity.

“Don’t talk nonsense, Josephine. I’m sure
no one said anything about sacrificing; when
I complain, it will be time enough for youn.”’

To her younger daughter she added as the
door closed after Josephine, ¢‘‘That girl keeps
me in hot water half the time. I’m just ex-
pecting her to make some reckless move that
will undo all I have tried to do for her.
Motherhood certainly has its trials.”’

“Don’t be worried,” said Isabel lightly.
“Nothing dreadful will happen; I don’t believe
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there is enough to either Josephine or me to
make a decided move out of the regulation line;
the life we live is much too comfortable to dis-
turb. We are only consoling our consciences
by threatening every now and then to go to
work in the only ways open to us. All the
same, there is one thing that has got to be said.
Whether we go away this summer or stay at
home, Hazel must have at least one new dress;
I don’t see how she is going to get along with-
out more, but that, at least, is a necessity; I’m
going to talk to Father about it and see if it
can’t be managed right away. I’m ashamed of
her.”’

This is but one of the many talks that en-
sued during that June month, which, most of
the time was unusually warm, inciting the
Bradford family to more or less irritability
and argument for argument’s sake. A few
stormy scenes were lived through, chiefly after
Mr. Bradford had caught his car, before the
managing head of the house steered her ambi-
tious little craft into settled waters.

‘That she would accomplish her purpose in
the end they had all felt reasonably certain,
but it had been harder work than she had ex-
pected. For several weeks the girl, Hazel, had
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loomed up before her as an almost unsur-
mountable difficulty. By ripping and pressing
and turning and dyeing, the harassed mother
felt that she could accomplish at least respect-
ability for the girls—as she called her
daughters—but that child’s wardrobe was—
well it was what ought to have been expected
of Hazel Harris’s daughter; disgracefully in-
adequate when she first came to them, and made
up of material that even a child ought to have
known would not wear well. The crisis was
reached on the day that she sent Hazel on an
errand which would take the entire morning,
and locking herself into the girl’s speck of a
room, went over her wardrobe piece by piece.
It did not take very long; evidently clothing
for both Hazel and her mother had been lim-
ited; the troubled schemer came to the sad but
inevitable conclusion that Isabel was right; if
the girl went away with them there must be
one new dress. If she had but known it, she
need not have wasted that morning and almost
choked her conscience in trying to decide other-
wise. Isabel had been true to her word and
that very evening Mr. Bradford handed to his
wife a twenty-dollar bill with the brief state-
ment that it was every cent he could spare just
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then, and that every cent of it must be spent
on Hazel. He was not up in young women’s
wardrobe, poor man! it must be confessed that
he looked for results from that twenty-dollar
bill that his wife and daughters knew were im-
possible to attain. '



BIsHOP VINCENT IN HIS STUDY.



CHAPTER IV

ON THE THRESHOLD

THERE can never be a more perfect summer
day, at least for the ‘‘Four Girls’’ than that one
on which the four white-haired matrons whom
their children lovingly called ‘‘the girls,’’ stood
together on deck and watched the steamer slip
swiftly through the waters of Chautauqua
Lake toward the Chautauqua pier.

For the most part they were silent. There
had been constant chattering during the day
and continual visiting among themselves by
the company that quite filled a drawing-room
car, and roused the interest and curiosity of
other travelers.

“Don’t you think they are a family party!’’
was one of the items concerning them that
floated through the train. ¢‘They must be, they
all call one another by their first names, and
are very intimate indeed, as none but relatives
ever are.”’

Other items were added from time to time.
55
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‘‘Those people are all going to Chautauqua
for the summer; won’t they have fun? it is
delightful to see such a large company going
together. I wonder how they came to choose
that resort?”’

Later, some one solved this problem. ¢TIt
seems that those elderly ladies were at Chau-
tanqua years ago when they were young, and
now they are going back with their train; isn’t
that interesting? I wonder what sort of place
Chautauqua is? Why don’t we go there some
summer?’’ Marian Dennis overheard this and
reported it.

‘“‘Evidently we are missionaries,’’ she said.
“Our mission is to introduce Chautauqua to
the benighted; I didn’t suppose there were any
people of intelligence who did not know a good
deal about it by this time. But you mark my
words, another family party will spring up
among these travelers some day en route for
Chautauqua; which will be a good thing for
them.”’

They laughed a good deal about being mis-
sionaries, and did what they could to inter-
est strangers in their summer plans. They
laughed a great deal that day, much more than
was usual with them; it seemed to take very
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little to arouse their mirth. Part of the time
laughter covered deep feeling, and much chat-
ter was for the purpose of preventing others of
their party from thinking too much, and point-
ing contrasts too keenly.

Mrs. Ruth Burnham’s scheme for gathering
the forces for a summer at Chautauqua had
prospered beyond her highest hopes. Not only
children, but grandchildren and aunts and
cousins had responded heartily.

“‘The very trainmen are astonished over us,’’
Eureka Harrison proclaimed, ‘‘because of our
all-togetherness. I overheard two of them
romancing about us. I presume they think we
are Mormon recruits on our way to Utah, there
are 8o few of the male persuasion among us.
Erskine here will do for the ‘elder’ who is
marshalling us across the continent; you look
dignified enough for the part, I am sure, and
some of their missionaries are quite young.’’

As the day drew toward the sunsetting the
party became quieter; until, when the four ma-
trons drew instinctively near together and stood
watching the glory of the western sky, they
were almost silent.

Very few among the younger ones could ap-
preciate the feeling that the well-remembered
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landscape awakened in the hearts of those four
women whose memories were entwined with so
much that sobered them. FErskine Burnham
was one of the few; he darted an annoyed, al-
most angry glance once or twice at Eureka
Harrison as her penetrative voice and light
laugh sounded continually from a few feet
away.

I wonder if it is impossible for that girl to
be quiet under any circumstances,’’ he said to
his wife. ‘‘One wearies of her everlasting
chatter, especially just now.”’

¢‘She does not understand,’”” his wife said
gently. ¢‘She is young and has no experience
of life, as yet, to think back to.’’

‘“And no depth of feeling in any case,’’ he
said, speaking irritably. ‘I cannot imagine
how a girl like her is going to fit in at Chautau-
qua.”’

For himself, he was entering into his
mother’s mood with almost painful sympathy.
From a child he had responded in a way that
was unusual, to every chord that touched her,
and he had been trained from early boyhood to
an almost worshipful memory of his father.
He could almost feel the throbbing of his
mother’s heart at that moment, over the thought



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 59

that one was not there to share this joy with
her; yet there was Eureka Harrison whose
father had been so few years away from them,
throwing off sparkling little sallies to make the
more thoughtless laugh! evidently she had not
a thought of her mother; he felt justified in
frowning at her, and in thinking that it would
have been better if such a discordant element
in their party had dropped out.

All of which goes to prove how very little we
know about one another. Just at the moment
that Eureka Harrison was succeeding in hav-
ing a monkey, made out of her handkerchief,
climb an imaginary pole made of her arm, to
the shrieking delight of some of the grandchil-
dren, her heart was saying:

““Poor Mother, how often she described this
very scene to Father, and how many times she
planned to take this journey with him! it is too
hard that when at last she has it she must be
alone. IfT could only share her loneliness with
her! if T knew how to throw my arms about her
and kiss her into comfort as one of Aunt
Flossy’s girls would be sure to do if it were
their mother! O me! I wonder why I had to
be made of stone, apparently, with a raging
fire of pity and sympathy hidden away inside?’’
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They were almost at the pier.

“It is very much changed,”” Mrs. Roberts
said gently with her hand on Mrs. Harrison’s
arm.,

““Yes,”” was the answer. ‘‘And yet it’s the
same shore; changed, and the same; like us.”’

Mrs. Dennis spoke quickly, cheerfully. ‘It
is a very different evening from the one on
which we arrived before. Do you remember
how it rained? You and Ruth wouldn’t go out
to find the meeting; Flossy and I had to go all
by ourselves.”’ :

““You will never forget that!”’ Mrs. Harrison
said with a touch of her old brusqueness. “‘I’'m
sure we repented in sackeloth and ashes.”

““And we stayed in Maywille,”” Mrs. Burn-
ham said meditatively. ¢‘What simpletons!”’
Then they laughed a little over their past fol-
lies and their present foolishness in recalling
it all.

‘‘Hear those old girls!”’ said Eureka Harri-
son. ‘‘Going over their memories of years
ago when they were young. I wonder how it
feels to be old. I never want to know; I hate
the thought.”” She gave a little expressive
shudder which Erskine Burnham, to whom she
was speaking, did not notice.
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~ ““They are none of them remarkable for great

age,”’ he was saying in what Eureka called his
legal tone; he was never quite able to keep from
resenting the thought of his mother being an
old woman.

¢Oh, no, but then their youth is long past,
and there is a difference of course. Mother is
growing into an old woman in some respects;
I can see it much plainer than she does herself;
she draws back now from efforts that she
would have made a few years ago without hesi-
tation. I don’t like it for her, any better than
you do in your mother; I know you see the same
thing in her but don’t like to admit it. I don’t
wonder at that; I wouldn’t if I could help it. I
hate old age; for myself I am afraid of it.”’

The last words were murmured, as though
she were thinking aloud rather than talking;
and again came that shudder which seemed to
suggest a visible shrinking from something in-
evitable.

This time Erskine Burnham noticed it and
regarded her thoughtfully; he had no personal
experience by which to understand that state
of feeling; he was years older than Eureka, but
he had no such shrinking from old age.

‘I suppose one ought to order one’s life in
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such a way that, when the activities that belong
to youth and vigor begin to weary, the brighten-
ing future lying just ahead will absorb one’s
interests.”” He spoke gravely, watching the
girl’s face the while. Did she possibly have
some serious thoughts? But her laugh was as
light and her tone as gay as usual.

‘‘No, thank you, the present is enough for
me; I want to look neither backward nor for-
ward. I think the good old Methuselah times
ought to have stayed with us; then our youth
would have been so long drawn out that we
should have had a chance to weary of it before
it went.

“Fancy having eight or nine hundred years
in which to enjoy—Chautauqua, for instance.
Do look at those lovely houses on the hill yon-
der; there must be charming views from those
upper porches. I didn’t imagine that they had
such pretentious houses here. Isn’t this Chau-
tauqua that we are approaching? It doesn’t
look much like the woods that mother was al-
ways talking about. I’m afraid they have be-
come dreadfully civilized.”’ '

The boat touched the pier just as the sun
sank behind the hills leaving a trail of glory in
the western sky, and that peculiar soft dreamy
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light over lake and shore that one seems to see
nowhere else, and that no old Chautauquan ever
forgets.

Those of Mrs. Roberts’s party whose lives
were chiefly spent in large cities where they
never saw a real sunset were so absorbed in the
view as to be hardly able to give attention to
the business of gate-tickets and baggage. As
for the four to whom the scene was not alto-
gether new, they attended to neither baggage,
nor sunset, but stood and gazed about them in
wide-eyed wonder.

“It isn’t the same place at all!”’ was Mrs.
Roberts’s final exclamation. ‘‘Marian, don’t
you remember the mud we waded through on
that first night? We must have gone up that
very hill, only, where is the road? Look at
those paved streets! the idea! What is the
name on that large building over there?”’

““That’s the arcade,’” volunteered a brisk
young man who was looking out for possible
boarders. ¢‘The jewelry store is there, and the
art store; and all sorts of fancy-work classes
meet there.”’

““Fancy-work classes!’’ repeated the dazed
little woman. ‘‘Who imagined such frivolities
at Chautauqua!l”’
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Mrs. Dennis laughed. ‘‘You will have to
accustom yourself to more startling changes
than those,’” she said. ‘‘Aren’t we all going to
a hotel for the night? Imagine a hotel of any
sort at Chautauqua! I confess I had some
fears lest it should not be large enough for our
party, but those houses in the distance reassure
me. Do you remember the dining-halls and
the man who told us which ever one we went
to we should wish that we had taken the other?”’

“I wonder where they were located?’’ said
Mrs. Burnham. ‘“One was on a hill, I re-
member; the hill must be here still, but I don’t
seem to recognize even hills.”’

“It doesn’t seem possible that they will be
able to accommodate so large a party as ours,
with all these people here already,”’ Mrs.
Roberts said, ‘““but of course they can; I was
very explicit as to the number of rooms we
should need; I reserved one for Burnham,
thinking that he might change his mind at the
last minute as he so often does.”’

‘““Where is Burnham?’’ asked Mrs. Dennis.
“‘Isn’t he going to bring up here sometime dur-
ing the season?’’

“I don’t really know what his plans are for
the summer; he was very vague; I don’t think
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he is sure of where he shall be; he rarely fol-
lows out his own program, anyway; but he was
very emphatic in eschewing Chautauqua; he
has the strangest idea of the place!’’ The sen-
tence closed with a little sigh.

They had been stopped for a moment by an
obstruction in the road and when they started
again the two ladies walked on together leav-
ing their escorts to follow. Mrs. Roberts
glanced back to see who was within hearing be-
fore she spoke again in lowered tone.

““At first I hoped and prayed for his com-
ing here, until I found that Eureka was coming;
Eurie told me that she hadn’t the least hope
of her, but it seems that at the last minute she
changed her mind. When I saw her on the
train I thought that perhaps that was the rea-
son why my prayers about Burnham coming
with me had not been answered. I cannot tell
you, Marian, how anxious I am to keep those
two apart for this summer at least; I cannot
help thinking that it will be an important sum-
mer for them both. It is not that I fear their
caring for each other as lovers, you know; I
don’t think either of them have such a thought;
the most that they do when they are together is
to quarrel, and Burnham is the most merciless
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critic that poor Eureka has; but they influence
each other for evil continually. Isn’t it .
strange? Do you think that Chautauqua can
do much for Eurekat! Her mother is so
pleased that she came; but—I don’t know—
every letter from Evan has a word of caution
about my being too much disappointed in Chau-
tauqua; he says he hears everywhere that it is
very much changed and that I must not hope
for the atmosphere that we found. The out-
ward changes are numerous enough and yet
perhaps—’

““Perhaps,’’ said Mrs. Denms cheerfully after
waiting a moment for the completion of the
sentence—‘‘we shall find that walks and lawns
and buildings can change without materially
changing the atmosphere. As for what Chau-
tauqua can do for Eureka, do you think any
of our acquaintances expected or even hoped
that our coming here years ago would have any
good results? Suppose we hope for the best,
Flossy dear, and pray for great things not only
for Eureka, but Burnham. The Lord is not
limited to Chautauqua, even though we did so
signally find him here that we can never forget
it.”?
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The troubled little mother pressed her
friend’s hand as she murmured:

“‘Thank you; Oh, Marian, pray mightily for
my boy.”’



CHAPTER V

THE UNEXPECTED

AN hour later the matrons of the party were
together on the upper hotel veranda.

““Isn’t it lovely here?’’ Mrs. Harrison said.
““Such a contrast to our old tent with its cot
beds, and tin-basin toilets! Oh, Marian, I
thought once that if ever my gaze rested again
on dear old Chautauqua with the prospect of
spending a few blessed weeks here I should be
perfectly happy. What a mistake it is to fancy
that we can ever be that!’’

¢“Until—"’ said Marian Dennis gently, with
a swift pitiful glance at the widow’s robes and
the tear-dimmed eyes.

“Yes, I remember that; I am always glad
over that word ‘satisfied’; ‘I shall be satisfied
when I awake with his likeness;’ but oh, there
are some things that I want—here. Now that
I have accomplished getting Eureka here, I am
wondering all the time if it was wise. Perhaps

it would have been better if she had gone with
68



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 69

her aunt to Sea Girt, after all. I should have
tried to encourage that, but for one thing; I
knew that Burnham Roberts was invited to
Palm Beach for August and that is only about
eight miles from Sea Girt; if there is any one
thing that I hope to accomplish this summer it
is the keeping of those two at least a hundred
miles apart. Haven’t you noticed that Eureka
is a great deal more restless and—well, unlike
other girls when she is with Burnham? I think
the two are so much alike in their dislike for the
conventional that they stimulate each other;
that is the only way I can account for it.”’

Mrs. Dennis restrained the temptation to
laugh; two confidences within so short a period,
about the same persons, each from the stand-
point of an anxious mother, had its humorous
side. The utmost she could do was to be non-
committal.

“I am glad that you are to have Eureka to
yourself this summer. Let us hope that Chau-
tauqua has something wonderful in store for
her, as it had for us.”’

But the poor widow, who found it hard in
these days to see a bright side anywhere, shook
her head and spoke mournfully.

¢TI confess I haven’t much hope of that; a
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girl who steadily resisted for years the in-
fluence of such a father as she had, is not easily
moved. She needs something to steady her
but I don’t know what it would be.”’

““Where is she now, Eurie?”’

“On the lower veranda with some of the
youngsters; they are always in her train.
Don’t you hear her voice?”’

As she spoke, Eureka’s silvery laugh floated
up to them; it expressed, Mrs. Dennis thought,
light-heartedness and freedom from care as
well as words could have done.

“I hope you count your blessings, Eurie
dear,”’ she said earnestly. ‘I do think that
to have as happy a disposition as Eureka has,
and a heart that attracts childhood are gifts to
be thankful for.”’

‘Eurie’ sighed. ‘‘Eureka is nearly always
pleasant,’’ she said, ‘‘and the children like that,
of course—but I think sometimes that she is
bright and pleasant because she has nothing to
cross her; for she has a very strong will, and
bends everything and nearly everybody to it;
really, Marian, she has her own way, always;
and so that she gets it nothing else seems to
matter very much to her.”’

Oh, dear blind mother! the probabilities are
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that you will never understand what a bitter
cross your daughter Eureka bore when she gave
up her college course, not because she could
not have pushed her way through the difficulties
and earned the money with which to do it—but
because she felt that home and mother needed
her. Having made this heavy sacrifice quietly,
and so cheerfully that it was not recognized by
others as a sacrifice, why did the girl wear out
her mother’s nerves and heart by daily petty
follies and wilfulnesses that seemed always to
foreshadow something worse? Only the One
who fully understands the perversity of undis-
ciplined human hearts can answer that ques-
tion.

““Well,”’ said Eureka’s mother with a long
drawn sigh, after waiting a moment for the
reply that Mrs. Dennis was not ready to make,
‘‘there is no use in borrowing trouble, it comes
fast enough; at least I have her for the summer
away from the influence that I dread the most;
I must try to be thankful for that. Isn’t it
horrid to have to feel so about dear Flossy’s
boy?”’ :

‘““Hello!”’ said a ringing voice just below
them; not speaking to them but to some one
on the lower veranda. ‘‘All safely landed,
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eh? that unreliable boat must have got in be-
fore its time; I meant to be at the pier to re-
ceive you with all due honors. Do any of you
happen to know where I’ll find the mater?”’

Exclamations of surprise from the lower ver-
anda and shouts of glee from some of the
children punctuated these sentences, while on
the upper porch the two mothers who had been
conversing, exchanged startled and, on the part
of one, dismayed glances. Trees obscured their
vision but there was only one voice like that.
And then Eureka Harrison’s voice put possible
doubts to flight.

“‘Burnham Roberts! Do you ever do, even
by accident, the thing that you have declared
you will? I ought to have expected you after
being so vigorously assured that you couldn’t
be hired to come to Chautauqua.’’

“I couldn’t,”’ said the youth cheerfully.
““Nothing and no one could have hired me; I
came of my own free will and design.”’

‘‘But what in the world brought you?”’

¢¢Just what brought you, fair lady, cars first
and then the boat; only I have the advantage
of being an old resident. I reached here
fully twenty-four hours ago. If I hadn’t been
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beguiled by a pretty new maiden to take a
longer walk than I had planned I should have
been at the dock spy-glass in hand sighting
your approach. Rooms all right? Is my
mother satisfied with them?’’

But Eureka ignored his questions and asked
her own.

“A ‘mew maiden?’ Have you found new
girls already to fascinate?’’

“‘Scores of them; there are possibilities at
Chautauqua, I assure you. Not that any of
them presumed to fill your place, of course; it
was simply a case of ‘t’other dear charmer’ be-
ing away, you see.”’

““Now, Burnham, seriously, I hope you
haven’t been talking nonsense to some silly
young girl here who doesn’t know you, and
might believe something that you said.”’

‘“Dear Grandma, I assure you I have been
discretion personified; you would have been
proud of me. We talked chiefly about the clubs
with which the place is infested.”’

““Clubs?”’ repeated Eureka curiously.

‘“Yes, organizations, you know; there is one
for every year of life I think, beginning with
the babies in their cradles. Could you, fair
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lady, direct me the way to find my maternal
relative? I am longing to delight her eyes with
the unexpected sight of me.”’

The face of Eureka’s mother had settled from
dismay into a kind of gloomy resignation.

“There is no use,’’ she said. ‘‘I may as well
give up the struggle; it seems to be a kind of
fate; there he is again and they have begun .
just where they left off; it will go on all sum-
mer just the same.’’

“That is the kind of chaff they always talk,”’
she added as the merry nonsense floated up to
them. ‘‘Not a grain of sense between them.”’

Mrs. Dennis cast about her mind for some
soothing word.

‘‘Perhaps that is when other people are with-
in hearing; they may wax sensible when they
are alone. Do you know, I don’t understand
how a volatile youth like Burnham Roberts can
exercise much influence over a girl of so much
character as Eureka? I should think it would
all be the other way.”’

She might have added ¢‘ And the other mother
thinks it is,’’ but of course she did not.

Mrs. Harrison made a gesture of dissent.

‘“What is she influencing. him to do, or be?’’
she asked pointedly; and as there was no rea-
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sonable reply to make to this, Mrs. Dennis was
silent.

From that time on, for days together, two
young people whom their elders had strug-
gled to keep apart did what they could to justify
the anxieties of their respective mothers.
They were together constantly. Often it is
true with a group of delighted children in their
train, who served as excuse for all sorts of
revelry, but there were long walks and long
rows taken without the accompaniment of
children and there were hours long drawn out
when no one knew where they were save that
they were somewhere together. They attended
very few of the lectures, and even the public
recitals of which Eureka was supposed to be
fond and the concerts that were expected to
attract them both, failed almost entirely.

‘“Yellercutors as a rule are great bores,’
Burnham Roberts said loftily in response to his
mother’s petition that he would accompany her
to the hall to hear a choice reading. ‘‘Espe-
cially those of the feminine gender, which you
seem to affect here most of the time. Extrava-
gance in pitch and tone and especially in ges-
ture are to be looked for, every time. Eureka
has heard this one and says she doesn’t care to
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hear her again; and Eureka is a fairly good
judge of that sort of thing. They say that man,
Clark, is fairly good; when he comes on, we
are going.’

‘“What’s that, Mommie? You’re alone?
Where are all the others? What is the use in
there being ‘four girls’ of you together if you
can’t keep one another company? I’'m aw-
fully sorry it happens so, but you see there’s
a Christian-Science female going to hold forth
this afternoon over at Celeron and I have prom-
ised to take Eureka to hear her. Fancy a lec-
ture of any sort at Celeron! Would it be ir-
reverent to quote: ‘Can any good come out
of Nazareth?’ *?

But poor Mrs. Roberts was not thinking of
the quotation. ¢‘Christian Science!’’ she re-
peated her tones expressing such unqualified
dismay that her son exploded into laughter.

““Why, my dear Mamma, what is the matter?
I didn’t say we were going to join the cult;
even Eureka, who seems to be ready for any-
thing absurd, hasn’t got so far as that, yet; we
are going for the fun of it, of course.”

¢“But, Burnham, what a strange idea to hunt
up a talk on Christian Science and leave such a
program as we have here to-day!”’
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¢“Oh, the program be hanged! begging your
pardon, Mamma ; but all the same you are being
programmed to death on these grounds; there’s
so much of it, don’t you see? Something go-
ing on every minute from the time one’s eyes
are opened in the morning away into the night;
I don’t know but they keep it going all night;
I never saw anything like it! It sort of turns
a fellow against it.

‘“What’s that? You wouldn’t think I had
enough of it to turn me in any direction? Why,
Mommie dear, you are growing sharp, sticking
pins into a chap in that fashion; I’m astonished
at you!

‘“But in spite of your ill treatment I’'m aw-
fully sorry to leave you alone; wish I’d known
of it earlier and I’d have made other arrange-
ments.’”’

Whereupon he kissed her eyes, kissed her
nose, kissed her chin, and went gayly off to
Celeron.

This state of things lasted for a couple of
weeks, and then one morning, Eureka came into
one of the little reception-rooms where her
mother was sitting, with the daily paper in her
hand.

““‘Chautauqua Daily Assembly Herald,”’ she
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read aloud and laughed. ‘‘Think of this insti-
tution running a daily, and such an ambitious
sheet as this, too, with a high-sounding name!
It’s convenient, though. Have you seen it this
morning, Mother? I bought one so I could
study things up; I’ve reformed, don’t you think.
I told Burnham last night that I had wasted all
the precious hours on him that I should, trying
to keep him out of mischief; and that after this
he must play alone, for I was going to work.
Do you know that one can study anything under
the sun on these grounds? Look at these book-
lets, besides the announcements in the papers.
I have schedules of all the summer-school
courses and there are hundreds of them; they
begin with the babies and move straight through
to octogenarians. There’s a woman in her
eighties out west somewhere who was inspired
here to get an education, and entered college
last fall; honest, I’m not spinning yarns, it’s a
real ‘tale of history’ as our little Maudie used to
say. I’ve been inspired by it to go to work.
I shall take up some study, to-morrow. Why
don’t you look delighted? You’ve always
wanted me to go on with my education; now that
I have resolved to do so I ought to be com-
mended.’’
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‘‘Are you in earnest, Eureka?’’

¢Of course. Don’t you know that I am al-
ways in earnest about everything? Burnham
says that is my worst fault; that I’'m too in-
tense.”’

Mrs. Harrison sighed. ‘‘I’ve never been able
to determine whether you were very much in
earnest about most things, or not quite in earn-
est about anything,’’ she said.

““That’s a doubtful compliment, but I'll pre-
tend that it was meant for one, thank you. I’'m
in earnest this time, at least. I'm going to take
a course in ‘Literary and Dramatic Expres-
sion,” if you please; I'm reading from the
booklet; doesn’t it sound cultivated? It means
learning to read, you know. I shall have Pro-
fessor Clark for a teacher; he is the best reader
we ever heard at college, and there were dozens
of them that year. I said then I’d like to take
lessons of him if I ever had a chance; and the
girls hooted at the idea of my having a chance.
I wonder what they will say now?”’

‘““You can read aloud now better than most,’’
her mother said. ‘‘Your father used to think
80, and he was the best reader I ever heard.”’

‘“‘He was prejudiced in my favor,”’ Eureka
said softly, a tender smile hovering over her
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face, completely changing its expression. After
a moment she spoke again in her most business-
like tone.

¢‘I intend to make a business of this matter of
reading aloud. I have a brilliant idea stolen
from that Christian-Science woman we went to
hear, much to your dismay. I never realized
until I heard her that money could be made by
such easy methods. I tell you, Mother, those
Christian Science people are sharp in business,
whatever may be said of their logic. They have
all sorts of ways of money-getting and disciple-
making at the same time. A very fine reader
goes out to read by the hour to a very suscep-
tible and very rich old lady. She selects her
most seductive passages and reads aloud in her
most charming manner. The old lady absorbs
the doctrines, and the reader absorbs the cash;
see? I can read their Christian Science puz-
zles in a way to befuddle the very elect if I try;
and I shall not have to try very hard; they seem
to me to be written for the express purpose of
muddling what few brains some people have.”’

Burnham Roberts had sauntered into the
room in time to hear that last sentence.

“I’'m amazed,”’ he said. ‘‘After what we
heard the other day I didn’t imagine that you
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would go back on the Christian Scientists in that
fashion.”’

“I’m not going back on them; I’m immensely
interested in their ways of working. What I
said was that their books seemed to be written
for the purpose of muddling brains; viewed
from that standpoint they are a success.”’

Burnham shrugged his shoulders. ‘¢ She is
sharp this morning,’’ he said, looking whimsi-
cally from her to her mother. ¢‘I’ll tell you
what is the matter with her, she has decided
to become a yellercutor.’’



CHAPTER VI

¢‘IN SPITE OF THINGS?’’

It was Mrs. Ruth Burnham who found her,
down on the shore away below the bell tower,
curled a limp heap in the grass, her head bowed
over almost to the ground, and her tremulous
voice sobbing out: ‘“Oh, mother, mother,
mother! if 1 could only go to you!’’

“My poor child!’’ said Mrs. Burnham, bend-
ing over her. ‘‘What has happened? Are you
hurt? are you ill? What can I do to help
you?’? ,

The girl came to a sitting posture with a
quick gasp, then started to her feet brushing
away tears and controlling her sobs with a
strong effort. '

I beg your pardon,”’ she said hastily. ‘I
thought I was quite alone and too far away
for anybody to see or hear me. I ought not
to_”

“Dear child, you have done no harm in any

way. Sit down, please, you look too miserable
82



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 83

to stand. We are quite alone. I strayed out
of the beaten path away down here, much
farther than I meant; it looked so pleasant. I
think I used to come here years ago. I could
not help seeing that you were in some kind of
trouble, and I thought I might do something
to help you.”

“‘No one can help me,”’ said the girl in a kind
of passion of despair. She had dropped to the
grass again because she was trembling too
much to stand. But she controlled herself, and
spoke more quietly.

““That is I mean—that I am not—that I ought
not to need help; only—"’

“Only you are away from home and mother,
poor child, and miss them. I know all about
it. Where is your mother, dear?’’

“In heaven,’”” said the girl and her eyes
filled.

““Oh!”’ said Mrs. Burnham, and the girl told
her, long afterwards, that she knew then for
the first time how much of tenderness and
sympathy could be put into a single monosyl-
lable.

““Forgive me, dear, I did not think. Will
you tell me about it? Sometimes it helps to
talk things over. Where is your home, dear?”’
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She dropped on the grass beside her, and laid
a soothing hand on the girl’s brown one.

“T have no home,’’ said the tremulous voice.
“They are all gone; father and mother, and
home. There is only me.”’

“My poor little girl! but you have friends,
relatives?’’

““Yes, I live with my uncle, father’s brother.’’

‘““Here, at Chautauqua?”’

¢“Oh, no; they live in New York; we are only
here for a month.”” Instantly Ruth Burnham
thought of Flossy Roberts and her lovely New
York home, and her lovely nature that kept her
reaching out always after those less fortu-
nate than herself. Was not here a chance to
help this unhappy child? But she must talk
commonplaces to her until she was herself
again.

“It is a delightful place to come to for a
month, isn’t it? Especially to those who live
in cities.. I hope you are enjoying it and tak-
ing in great draughts of air and strength for
the winter?”’

There was a question in the tone but she did
not expect an answer; she meant to talk on
quietly for a few minutes to give the girl a
chance; and to learn incidentally and by de-
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grees in what ways she most needed help. The
vehemence of the reply surprised her.

““No, I am not enjoying it; I hate it.”’

Then she sprang to her feet apparently dis-
mayed over her outburst, and spoke rapidly.

I ought not to say such things, I don’t know
why I do; forgive me, please. I must go
home.”’

But even as she spoke she reeled and would
have fallen had not Mrs. Burnham’s arm
saved her.

¢¢Sit down,’’ she commanded gently. ‘‘Don’t
be frightened, you are only faint; you sprang
up too suddenly. Lean against the tree, and
inhale this; you will be better in a few
minutes.’’

““You are very good,’’ the girl murmured as
she held the costly trifle to her nostrils and
breathed in gratefully its pungent odor.

The clock in the bell tower struck the hour
and produced another start.

“T ought to go home this minute,’’ the girl
said. “‘I didn’t think it was so late.””

“You are not able to go yet; the color has
not come back to your face.”’

““But I must go; I was to have supper ready
by half-past five without fail; because they have
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an appointment for the evening, before the lec-
ture.”’

She made a second attempt to rise, only to
reel back with a despairing murmur:

¢“Oh, I don’t know what is the matter with
me.”’

“I do, my dear; you have been over-
taxed in some way, and Nature is taking her re-
venge. Did you eat your dinner to-day, as
usual?’?

A faint color showed for a moment on the
girl’s face as she said:

¢“Not a mouthful; I couldn’t.”’

‘] suspected that. Will you let me prescribe
for you? I want—’’ But she was stopped by
an exclamation of dire distress. The girl had
torn the rather shabby white dress she wore,
a long, zig-zag, mud-stained rent, difficult to
mend ; but the dress hardly looked worth mend-
ing and the distress on the owner’s face was so
out of proportion to the injury that Mrs. Burn-
ham was puzzled. Could it be that the girl’s
circumstances made it necessary to attach so
much importance to so small a loss?

¢“It must have caught on that root,’’ she said.
¢‘But never mind, we can pin it up so that you
can get home in it nicely.”’
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““But I am afraid I cannot mend it,’’ the girl
said, pitifully. ‘It has grown so thin that it
will not hold the stitches, and my aunt will—
Oh, I don’t know what to do!”’

This ‘'was genuine distress, and hinted at a
state of things that distressed the listener;
clearly here was an opportunity for a helping
hand if one could but find just how to use it
with the least pain. Then, as the girl at-
tempted to stand, and grew dizzy again and
dropped half sobbing to the grass, she remem-
bered the sentence she had been about to speak.

“My dear, you are not fit to get supper for
"any one to-night, and I am going to take charge
of you; consider me your aunt for the time
being; then it will be your duty to obey me.”’

The shadow of a smile flitted across the girl’s
face but Mrs. Burnham could not know that it
marked to her the amazing difference between
her aunt and this stranger.

“I am expecting my son at any moment now;
they are out driving and he was to come this
way and pick me up. The carriage is two-
seated, so I am going to carry you home with
me for a little rest and refreshment; we can
attend to the dress, too. The children’s nurse
is gkillful with her needle and she can have the



88 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

rent mended by the time you are ready to go
home.”’

¢QOh,”” said the girl, “I wish I could; you
can’t know how much I should like it, but I
must not; really I must go home at once; my
aunt would be so—so—and supper must be
ready promptly to-night; they are not to be at
home until just in time for it. Oh, what is the
matter with me? If I am going to be ill, what
shall I do!”

This last sharp outery was caused by a re-
turn of the dizziness and deathly faintness as
soon as she tried to stand. At that moment
there appeared around a bend in the road two
horses and a two-seated carriage, with Erskine
Burnham as driver. A peremptory motion of
his mother’s hand brought him promptly to her
side; meantime, she spoke to the girl.

““You are not going to be ill, my child; but
you are going to be sensible and let me give
you a little care. I will send a message to your
aunt at once, so she will not be frightened.
Help her to the carriage, Erskine, she is faint;
and drive at once to the hotel, please.”’

Eureka and her unfailing companion, Burn-
ham Roberts, were together on the porch when
Erskine Burnham’s carriage rolled down the
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driveway. Eureka leaned over the railing to
call gayly to its occupants, but changed her
mind and said, instead:

““Who in the world has Aunt Ruth picked up
now? That woman is getting to be the great-
est! She is taking lessons of your mother.
‘What a shabbily dressed girl! Dear me, it’s
an invalid! Erskine is almost carrying her.”’

““Great Scott!’’ said Burnham, ‘‘what eyes
the girl has!’”’ Eureka gave him a glance of
half amused contempt. ‘Do you always see
eyes?’’ she asked.

‘‘Not always, nor often, such eyes as those.
I wonder who the creature is.”

She almost wondered it herself, lying among
the pillows of a luxurious couch in a charming
room being waited upon by the deftest of hand-
maids whom they called ‘‘Nurse Norah.”” Mrs.
Burnham’s first care had been to learn the
address of the rooms where the aunt was doing
“‘light housekeeping,’’ and despatch two of the
children with a note.

“‘Tell her aunt that we’ll take the best pos-
sible care of her and send her home before
dark, so she need have no anxiety,’”’ the girl
heard her call after the messengers, as they
scurried away, and she gave a little half hys-
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terical laugh. If they could know how absurd
it was to think of her aunt feeling anxiety about
her!

““If she could only lose me forever and for-
ever it would be the happiest day of her life,”’
she said aloud. She believed herself to be quite
alone, but Mrs. Roberts, who had slipped softly
in at Mrs. Burnham’s suggestion, heard the
words, felt their pent-up bitterness and stopped
midway in the room, perplexed. How much,
or how little did that mean? Was it the cry
of a heart half broken, or the sentimental wail
of a foolish, selfish girl? There were almost
equal chances for either. After a moment’s
thought she went forward and knelt beside the
couch.

¢“Are you feeling better, dear?’’ she asked.
“Don’t try to sit up; I am Mrs. Roberts, the
one who met you in the hall, you know.’’

¢TI am better, thank you,’’ the girl said, ‘‘and
you are all very, very kind, but I truly think
that I ought to go home just as soon as I can.”’

‘“Just as soon as you can, you shall,’’ said
Mrs. Burnham from the doorway ; she was fol-
lowed by a maid bearing a tray; she pushed a
small table near to the couch and arranged
dishes on it as she talked.
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““Now, for a girl who declined to eat her din-
ner I order this bowl of bouillon, steaming hot;
it will put new life into you; after that, some
of these tiny biscuits and a sip or two of
chocolate; all girls like chocolate, don’t they?’’

Presently she seated herself, continuing to
chat pleasantly, and to note with satisfaction
- the eagerness with which the girl swallowed the
hot bouillon, like one half famished. Before
the meal was concluded, she was called from
the room.

“T am leaving you in good hands,’’ she said,
looking back from the door. ‘‘My friend, Mrs.
Roberts, has mothered several girls and knows
all about them.”’

““I can’t think why she is so good to me,”’
the girl murmured looking after her with lov-
ing eyes. ‘It feels like a little bit of mother,
and sometimes I miss her so awfully! It
frightens me to think that the desolation seems
to grow worse.”’

This sentence gave Mrs. Roberts the opening
for which she had been wishing and for the
next half hour she exerted all her skill to learn
the needs of the girl thus suddenly thrust upon
their attention.

But there proved to be a quiet reticence about
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her, a sort of gentle dignity that attracted, even
while it put aside all strictly personal ques-
tions. Yet she was frank, apparently, and
seemed to tell her whole story.

““I am just Hazel Harris,”’ she said, ‘‘an or-
phan, with no one in the world of my own name
or blood ; my father’s half-brother, the only one
he had, lives in New York and I have come
there from California to live with him, and that
is all.”?

““Then your aunt is this uncle’s wife? And
you are at Chautauqua for the summer?”’

“Only for a month.”’

‘‘That seems a short time, yet a great deal
can be accomplished in a month. I wonder
what you are going to let Chautauqua do for
you in that month?”’ The girl stopped her
slow sipping of chocolate and looked thought-
fully at the small lady opposite her.

‘“What I am going to let it do for me?’’ she
repeated wonderingly.

““Yes. Don’t you know that opportunities
do for us what we let them? Sometimes we
just let them slip.’”” In her heart was a sigh
for the boy who was letting them slip.

‘I never thought of it in that way,”’ the girl
said. “‘I’'m just enduring Chautauqua.’’
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““My dear! that needs explaining.”’

“It is easily explained,’”’ said the girl, sit-
ting erect and speaking rapidly. ‘‘The place .
is beautiful and wonderful in ever so many
ways, but I am not in it, nor of it; I don’t be-
long; I just stand on the outside, so close to
the edge that I am almost pitched off, and
watch it going by. Do you think even heaven
would be a good place to you if you stood for-
ever and ever on the outside edge and just
looked on?”’

‘I shouldn’t,”’ said Mrs. Roberts earnestly.
‘I should know that I was in my Father’s house
and had a claim on all its joys.?”’

It was not the sort of answer the girl had ex-
pected. It quieted her excitement, and flushed
her face with a new thought. She gave a little
embarrassed laugh and was silent for a mo-
ment; then, as the thought took hold of her she
said :

“It is different, isn’t it? That will be
Father’s house and I shall know that I belong
inside; thank you.”

““Then you are His child?’’

““Yes, oh, yes! I should die if I hadn’t that;
and having it nothing should make me unhappy
for very long, should it? But it is very hard
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to remember all the time. I find that T want
my good things here, too.”’

““You have a right to them, my dear; be sure
you take what belongs to you, and part of your
inheritance is at Chautauqua; be happy here.”’

The girl looked startled.

“In spite of—of things?’’ she asked breath-
lessly. ‘Do you think I could?”’

“In spite of everything, my child. Your
Father means you to get good here, and hap-
piness.”’

“Then I will try for it,”” said the girl
gravely, with a marked air of conviction and
decision. ‘I had not thought of it in that way
at all; I thought I had a right to be miserable,
and I hugged my little miseries and made much
of them. I won’t any more. Thank you; oh,
thank you so much! Now I’'m sure I ought to
go home; I feel real well and strong; all the
faintness is gone. Do you think I might have
my dress?’’

As she spoke, she looked down at the flowing
robes of the silk wrapper that enveloped her
and blushed and smiled.

T feel like an Eastern princess,’’ she said,
¢or like an enchanted maiden in fairyland. I
was afraid I should waken suddenly and find
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all the lovely lights gone out of the world; but
I shall not; you have made them stay. Oh, I
thank you. You do not know what you have
done for me.”’

Just then came Nurse Norah with the shabby
little white dress, wonderfully mended and
delicately pressed; the soil of the woods washed
away.

I didn’t think it could ever be made to look
nice,’’ the girl said, surveying it with delighted
eyes.

In the doorway was Burnham Roberts asking
for his mother, and looking at the girl.



CHAPTER VII

POSSIBILITIES

He followed his mother into the hall with a
question: ‘“Don’t you want us to see your little
protégée home, Mamma? Eureka and I are
going to walk, and will be glad to take care of
her.”’

But Mrs. Burnham had heard the question
and turned to explain. Erskine had kept his
‘horses for the evening; he and his wife were
going to drive to Mayville and row home by
moonlight. Their route lay directly past the
cottage where the child lived, and they could
drop her there; it was really too far for her
to walk, in her present state.

¢¢She is singularly interesting,’’ Mrs. Roberts
said, when they had watched their guest de-
part. ‘

“Isn’t she?’’ echoed Mrs. Burnham. ¢I
don’t know when I have met a young person
who took me so utterly by storm.”’

‘““We must know more of her,”’ said Mrs.
926
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Roberts. ¢‘I think she has great possibilities.’’

Burnham Roberts, who was still awaiting the
movements of Eureka, exploded into laughter
over this.

“You two ladies are the limit!’’ he explained
as they looked at him inquiringly. “‘You are
always finding singularly interesting persons
with possibilities. That is mamma’s forte
especially, and I think, Aunt Ruth, that you and
she are well mated. Now to me this new speci-
men of yours is just a big-eyed girl going about
to see what she can find.”’

“Very well,”” his mother said, smiling, ““I
think she will find it, and I hope she will.””

‘““Well really!’’ was Mrs. Bradford’s greet-
ing to her niece. ‘‘Seems to me you have been
creating quite a sensation; fainting away on
the grass in a public place and having letters
written about you by ‘Ruth Burnham,’ whoever
she is. T hope you told her that you got into
such a temper that you couldn’t eat your din-
ner and that was what made you faint.”’

““You came back in a lovely carriage,’’ said
Josephine, ‘‘for all the world like a second
Cinderella; only the prince was a married man
with his wife beside him, wasn’t he? What a
pity!” !
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I do wish, Josephine, that you wouldn’t try
to fill the child’s mind with absurd ideas about
romantic adventures. What would a man do
but bring a girl home in his carriage who had
fainted away before his mother’s face, and com-
pelled her to look after her? The fact that she
brought her illness on herself, even if it were
known, wouldn’t hinder people from taking care
of her of course. I see nothing but a very
commonplace incident in it. Are you all right
now, Hazel ?”’

“She is looking wonderfully well for an in-
valid.”” This was Isabel’s comment. ‘‘Her
eyes shine like diamonds. Are you sure you
didn’t play sick, my dear, so as to get to see
the world? Did you dine in state in the large
dining-room?”’

“No,”’ said Hazel, ‘I took my dinner on a
couch in Mrs. Burnham’s room, and couldn’t
hold up my head to take it.””

“Humph!’’ said Josephine. “‘I think they
might have taken you in to dinner with them
since they set out to be so nice. All rich people
are snobs, anyway.”’ :

“‘Don’t spoil her vision, Josephine, with your
sordid suggestions. Let her dream it out for
one night; she has been in fairyland; one can
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see that by a look at her face,”” remarked
Isabel.

““She ought to be in bed,”’ said her aunt.
¢“That will be better for her than visions and
compliments. A good night’s rest will make
you all right.”’

‘I have been in heaven,”’ said the girl aloud,
in the privacy of her own room, ‘‘and, oh, I
must be different after this; it is my oppor-
tunity and it will do for me what I let it; my
Father means me to get good here. That is
wonderful; I must never forget it.”’

Her face was very sweet as she moved about
the place, making ready for bed; she had been
uplifted by a new thought.

One looking on would have felt sure that
nothing in her surroundings had given her
thoughts an uplift. The entire attic was her
room; it was large enough to serve, as it had
done for years, as the dumping ground of the
house. Broken chairs, rickety tables, worn-out
trunks, discarded packing boxes, any and every-
thing which by reason of breakage or mutilation
of some sort had fallen into disuse had by de-
grees found their way to the attic and lay in
distorted heaps in the various corners. Cer-
tainly the room had furniture enough such as
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it was, and yet the word ‘‘bare’’ would have
been the very one used instinctively in describ-
ing it. In the few feet of space that Hazel had
chosen for her room a pitiful attempt had been
made at order and daintiness. One of the
rickety tables had been set up with a packing
box under one end to do duty in place of a miss-
ing leg. It had been covered with a sheet of
pink paper, and over it spread a fragment of
discarded muslin curtain, carefully darned and
pressed. On this dressing table the girl had
arranged her incongruous toilet belongings.
A small, exquisitely framed hand mirror that
had belonged to her mother’s happy girlhood;
a plain, common hair-brush and comb, a cake
of cheap toilet soap lying in a dainty silver
soap-box that had been hers from childhood.
A pin-tray of delicately carved foreign wood
holding the few very plain bits of jewelry that
had escaped the wreck of their home. For the
rest, the furnishings were meager enough. A
common cot made up with the usual common
furnishings of cheap attic rooms in summer
resorts, a barrel-head, with a cloth spread over
it, for a toilet stand, a small enameled washbowl
and a tin pail for a pitcher, made up the list of
absolute necessities.
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Mrs. Bradford when she first looked at the
rooms offered for light housekeeping had not
thought of the attic as a possible sleeping place,
and probably would not have considered it had
she not been, as she expressed it, at her wits’
ends. It had been discovered that her ideas
as to prices obtaining in country summer re-
sorts did not correspond with facts. She had
written many letters and studied many descrip-
tive rental lists, and had more than once been
almost on the verge of despair, yet had never
relinquished, even for an hour, her determina-
tion to spend a month at Chautauqua with her
family. But there had to be compromises.
Mr. Bradford in one of his firm moments had
settled it that they must take the vacation with-
out him. It was too long a trip in any case
for him to take for two weeks and he could not
afford it.

At first his wife was heart-broken, but after
many arguments with herself she persuaded
herself that it would really be better for him
to run down to the shore for each week-end, and
for a day now and then through the week, than
even to go to Chautauqua.

“TIt would be taking his vacation piecemeal,
you know,”” she explained to the skepticel
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Josephine, ‘“so spreading it out through the
season ; and he would have the sea air which he
likes so much, and nothing to tempt him to any-
thing but rest.”’

“‘Yes,’’ Josephine admitted, ‘‘if Father would
only go to the shore every week-end through the
summer it might be better than ten days at
Chautauqua. But, Mother, he won’t do any
such thing; he’ll stick in town and work.”’

‘‘He simply must do it,”’ Mrs. Bradford said,
setting her lips firmly.

But Josephine had continued skeptical and
had spoken her mind to her sister that even-
ing.

¢Mother thinks she can make Father take a
little care of himself this summer, but I know
better. He will stay here and slave himself
to death for us; just as he has done all our
lives. I hate it! The reason I want to go to
Chautauqua is to see if something won’t grow
out of it that will help me to earn my living.”’

‘““How could Chautauqua help you in any
such way?’’ doubting Isabel had asked.

¢T don’t know,’’ was the half-irritable reply.
¢If one-third of what I have heard about it is
true, it ought to bristle with ideas for people
who are willing to work. Anyhow, that’s what
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I’'m going to try to find out. If I don’t suc-
ceed, I'll turn nurse girl, or shop girl, or some-
thing, as soon as I get home; see if I don’t.”’

Isabel had laughed. ¢‘I shall see,’’ she said
significantly.

She had heard much such talk before; she
did not expect anything to come of it. She too
‘‘hated’’ the state of things then existing, but
she saw no way out save the one that she knew
held her mother’s hopes, the determination that
one of them should make a marriage rich enough
to affect the fortunes of the entire family.
Being people with a certain amount of refine-
ment they never mentioned this darling scheme
of their mother’s, except in jest; and being girls
with a background of honor they hated all such
ideas as beneath them; nevertheless Isabel had
a miserable belief in her heart that their mother
would somehow dominate them both. So, after
other compromises in the matter of dress and
traveling outfits, in the closing days of July
they had reached Chautauqua and spent a per-
plexing day trying to make the accommodations
to be had match a very limited purse; limited
as it was; Josephine was miserable over it be-
cause of her shrewd suspicion that her father
meant to sacrifice quietly all his ‘‘week-end’’
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days at the shore in order to supply it. From
three rooms and a kitchen as being the least
that they could possibly manage with, they had
dropped to two rooms, then to one, with a tiny
kitchenette. As a matter of fact, it was Hazel
who had given the casting vote for that one
room. It was after her aunt had said despair-
ingly,

““I am sure I don’t know what we are to do;
I don’t see but we might as well give it up and
go back home. We could manage in this one
room, three of us, with a cot for Josephine, and
you sleeping with me, Isabel, but four in a room
is out of the question.”’

“I don’t know,’”’ Isabel said, slowly pacing
off the room as she spoke. ‘‘There’s a chance
for two cots, one at the side and the other at
the foot of the bed.”’

“Yes,”” said Josephine, ‘‘and three of us
could line up in the hall while the fourth one
got ready for bed; she could shout through the
keyhole, ‘Next,” as soon as she was ready to
hop in.””

“Do for pity’s sake be quiet, Josephine,’”’
said the harassed mother. ¢‘If those people
downstairs should hear you, what would they
think of us!’’
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Then Hazel had spoken.

‘“Aunt Sarah, isn’t there a place for a cot
for me in that attic where the owner said we
could put our trunks?’’ She never forgot the
instant look of relief that flashed in her aunt’s
face.

“‘Sure enough!’’ she said cordially. ‘‘How
bright you are, Hazel, to think of that. It
must be a large attic, for she said there was
plenty of room for all the luggage. A cosy
corner of it might be fixed up for a sleeping-
room, I should think, and if we did it ourselves,
it ought to be without much additional expense.
I think an attic is a real cosy place to sleep,
especially in the summer time. In fact, I
shouldn’t in the least mind it myself if I were
younger.’’

Josephine had demurred. ‘‘But up there
alone, away from us all? I think it would be
forlorn.”

‘‘Nonsense, Josephine. Hazel isn’t a child,
nor a coward. How far away from us would
she be, pray? You speak as though the house
were a castle.”’

‘““We might have two cots up there,’” Isabel
said meditatively, ‘‘for Hazel and me; we could
keep each other company, and that would leave
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a princely space for you and Josephine,
Mother.”’

‘‘Nonsense!”’ Mrs. Bradford said again, more
sharply than before. ‘‘You’ll do no such thing;
I don’t care to ask them to build their house
over to accommodate us; one cot in the attic
is all the extra I can think of asking, and if you
feel so dreadfully about it I can go up there
myself and sleep.”’

Then Hazel had made haste to explain that
she was not at all timid, that she would not be
lonesome because she would be sound asleep,
and that she really liked the idea of a corner
quite to herself; and her aunt seemed more
pleased with her than she ever remembered to
have seen her.

But it must be admitted that the ﬁrst sight
of that attic dismayed them all. Josephine and
Isabel exclaimed over it as impossible, while
their mother was gloomily silent. Hazel was
the first to recover and to persist in the pos-
sibilities of the room. Moreover she carried
her point, because her aunt was more than will-
ing that she should, and moved to the attic that
evening. It certainly had possibilities; hornets
and bats had set up housekeeping in the raft-
ers and been apparently unmolested for ages.
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Rats and mice, of which Hazel had a foolish
horror, scurried to and fro almost under her
feet in their panic at her invasion. But she con-
quered her fears, or kept them in subjection
and was not actually unhappy in her retreat, at
least not all the time. She had known all the
while that the dominant feeling which made her
accept this corner was not named self-sacrifice,
but selfishness. It was her one chance for
“‘being rid of them all,’’ part of the time. She
put it thus baldly, to herself, ashamed of her-
self the while, for Josephine and Isabel were al-
ways kind and occasionally considerate, but
she could not help feeling that she did not
belong to their world, and escape from them at
times seemed almost a necessity.

It is true that when on an unusually warm
night, such as rarely visits Chautauqua in Au-
gust, she felt compelled to keep head and ears
closely covered to shut out the sound of little
nibbling teeth all about her, or the rattle of a
roll of papers on the shelf above her head. She
told herself that she was paying too dearly for
privacy, and that she would not stay in that
attic another night; yet with daylight her
courage revived and she invested in two five-
cent mouse-traps, one for the shelf and another
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to place just below her pillow and tried again.
For that matter, what else was there for her
to do?

There were other trials besides that attic at
night when bats and mice were abroad; day-
light brought its full share of them. Economy
in every sense of the word was the order of Mrs.
Bradford’s light housekeeping scheme ; and poor
Hazel who had been trained in a different school,
or rather in no school at all so far as housework
was concerned, was forever ‘‘wasting milk and
eggs’’ in alarming fashion and using an appall-
ing amount of butter. Her experience in this
line was so unpleasant that the girl gave up the
use of these standard articles for herself as
much as possible; and presently added fresh
fruits to her list of denials. There came to
be reason for Isabel’s statement that Hazel’s
eyes grew larger every day. She annoyed her
mother by announcing that her cousin was not
looking even as well as she did in New York,
and that ‘“Father’’ would be distressed over
her.



CHAPTER VIII

THE CII'IAX

“‘SHE is bound to distress somebody,’’ Mrs.
Bradford said irritably. ‘I never in my life
knew a girl with a more ungovernable temper;
just because I said the other day that fresh
fruits were ridiculously high-priced for the
country, she flushed up to her hair and hasn’t
touched a peach since.”’

Then Josephine: ¢‘Well, Mother, you said
it just after Hazel had helped herself to a dish
of them, and you know you added that it would
be well for us to remember that, and not serve
them as though they were apple-sauce. I think
I should have done just what Hazel did; or else
I should have taken three times as much, for
spite; I think that would have been my style
of temper.”’

““Then you would have proved yourself a
rude, hateful-acting girl, just as she did,”’ Mrs.

Bradford said firmly. ‘‘But I would risk your
109
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doing any such thing; I brought you up, thank
goodness.”’

Which phrase, by the way, suggests one of
Hazel’s heaviest trials.

‘T should think even your mother could have
taught you better than that!’’ was one of Mrs.
Bradford’s especially trying exclamations—
there were others like unto it, all of them con-
taining to Hazel’s excited nerves a covert sneer
for the mother whose memory she adored.
There were hours when she found all these ex-
periences so hard to bear that in the privacy
of her attic room she told herself with bitter
weeping that she could not endure it any longer.

Such a climax had been reached on the day
that she flung herself into the grass by the lake
ghore and sobbed out her bitter cry for
“‘Mother.”” Not that it had been a great trial
that called it forth, but rather the piling up of
many petty ones. Before Mrs. Bradford’s table
economies reached what Josephine called the
““gtarvation point’’ a method of relief was dis-
covered. It waslearned that among the numer-
ous boarding houses scattered over the grounds,
certain of them furnished fairly good meals for
twenty-five cents. They were named lunches,
to be sure, but on occasion they would serve ex-
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cellently well for dinners. Pencil and paper to-
gether with a vigorous exercise of Josephine’s
computation powers proved that seventy-five
cents would afford three of them better din-
ners than that sum would produce in the
kitchenette.

“‘But there are four of us,’’ objected Isabel,
“‘and that would mean a dollar each time.”’

“That’s true,’”’ Josephine agreed. ‘‘And a
dollar seems a great deal more than seventy-
five cents, some way. We might take turns,
though, and the fourth one eat the scraps at
home that don’t count. That’s the way some of
the poor families in New York do; honestly it is.
Mother, you needn’t look so disgusted; Nettie
Goodwin told me that some girls in her grade
actually took turns in dresses. They found that
one of the children was coming to school for a
month, and then dropping out on a plea of ill-
ness while the other one wore that same dress
to school. That could be managed better with
dresses than dinners, though, couldn’t it?’’ and
Josephine giggled.

“I don’t think it is necessary to compare
yourself with the slums,’’ Mrs. Bradford said
with dignity. But Josephine’s nonsense had
given her an idea. She was extremely anxions
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to secure the occasional dinners; not for their
sakes, but for the opportunity it would afford
her daughters to make some desirable acquaint-
ances. Since she knew in her secret heart that
she had come to Chautauqua for the sake of its
possible social advantages for her girls, she
must of course embrace every opportunity. It
was an actual fact that her expenses were
planned on such narrow margins that while she
could see her way clear to the occasional
seventy-five cents’ outlay for outside lunches, to
make it a dollar troubled her. Couldn’t the tak-
ing turns be managed in some way? Hazel un-
wittingly opened the way. She remarked one
day on the almost universal custom obtaining on
the grounds among the smaller boarding-houses,
of serving the heavy meal at midday. She
should not think that city people would like it;
for herself, she never cared to eat meats and
hearty foods at noon, and did not believe she
should ever learn to do so. Mrs. Bradford
opened her lips to argue on the greater health-
fulness of the midday dinner where it could be
managed, then suddenly closed them again.
Was not here an opening for her plan? The
very next day the plan matured. Mrs. Brad-
ford announced boldly at the breakfast table
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that she was going to the Arlington for lun-
cheon; Mrs. Adams, the lady across the way
whom she met yesterday, said they served ex-
cellent noon meals there, quite good enough
for dinners; she had seventy-five cents to spare,
and could take two of them with her; since Hazel
so entirely disapproved of heavy lunches, ‘‘sup-
pose we leave her to eat whatever she pleases
and you two come with me? There is plenty in
the house to make a good dinner for one, and
Hazel can eat it to-night while we take our light
suppers. How will that do?”’

Isabel exclaimed in astonishment, and Jose-
phine laughed over it as a joke.

‘‘Mother is actually doing the slum stunt!’’
was what she said; but her mother frowned.
As for Hazel, after a moment of surprised si-
lence, she said it would be all right so far as she
was concerned ; it was quite true that she did not
care for meats and vegetables at noon.

The girls, finding their mother in earnest,
made some vigorous protests, but in the end
Mrs. Bradford carried her point. The second
time the experiment was tried was the day of the
climax. It came about in this wise. Mrs.
Adams, the lady across the way, who had intro-
duced them to the Arlington, stopped at the side
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porch on an errand which she presently made
known.

‘Do you lunch at the Arlington to-day? We
thought we should, too; it is too warm to do any
cooking. I wonder if I may venture to ask a
favor? I notice that your maid doesn’t go with
you to luncheon, and I was wondering if I
couldn’t borrow her to sit with Baby while I am
gone? Of course I would pay her a little some-
thing for her time; though he is always sound
asleep at that hour, and she could read or sew,
all the while. There is really nothing for any
one to do, but I couldn’t leave him in the house
alone, you know. Would it be possible do you
think for me to make an arrangement with
her, or is she busy for you during the noon
hourt”’

Mrs. Bradford was very much embarrassed,
was confused, was at an utter loss what to say
in reply. The simple truth—if it had been
simple truth—that she kept no maid, and that
her niece did not go with them to dinner because
she did not enjoy warm meals at noon, did not
even occur to her to say, because she knew that
the real reason for Hazel’s not going was to
avoid that additional twenty-five cents, and to
save the child’s one respectable dress from a



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 115

too frequent appearance at all hours of the day.
How could one make such explanations to a
stranger? She hesitated, grew red in the face
and stammered some unintelligible words before
she finally got out the statement that it would
not be convenient for Hazel to leave home at
that hour. Mrs. Adams went away perplexed,
half offended, and with a feeling that the Brad-
fords were queer, and she would better have as
little to do with them as possible. And then
Hazel, who had been within hearing all the
while, and who was more angry than she ever
remembered being in her life before, pushed
open the door of the kitchenette, her eyes ablaze
and her voice unsteady.

‘“Aunt Sarah, why did you not tell that
woman that I was your niece?”’

““Well, really I’? said the astonished and much
annoyed aunt. ‘‘I suppose I did not consider
it necessary to explain our family connections
to the neighborhood. I didn’t think anything
about it. You needn’t go into a rage over it,
though ; there is no disgrace in being taken for a
maid; very respectable girls are often maids.
If you hadn’t been eavesdropping you wouldn’t
have heard anything to disturb you.”’

‘T was not eavesdropping, and you know that
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I don’t stoop to such things; I was about the
work that you told me to do; and I’m not angry
over being called a maid; I wish with all my
heart that I was somebody’s servant working
for wages. What humiliates me is to live with
a woman who resorts to all sorts of subterfuges
to save the food I eat; and who tries to palm me
off on her acquaintances as a hired servant, to
keep up false appearances; I was brought up to
be honest.”’

Then there were two very angry people in
that hall.

“You were brought up to be impudent,”’
blazed Mrs. Bradford. ‘I never heard such
impudence in my life, nor was ever so insulted;
the idea of your actually accusing me of lying!
I wish your uncle who thinks you are such a
jewel could have heard you talk to me! Let me
tell you, miss, that if you were my servant you
wouldn’t be standing there very long. I should
pack you off bag and baggage before you had a
chance for any more impudence. But unfor-
tunately for me you are my husband’s niece
and I must endure you; I shall see as little
of you as possible, though. Have the decency
to go out of my sight and stay out until you
cool down and are ashamed of yourself; you are
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like your mother in temper as well as in every-
thing else.”’

Hazel turned and went. The mention of her
mother’s name even in such connection brought
such a sense of pain and shame as to almost
overwhelm her. If her mother had been there
and overheard it all, how utterly disappointed
with, and ashamed of her child she would be!
The child could almost hear the low sweet voice
speaking the tenderly reproachful words:

‘“How could my daughter say such things to
her uncle’s wife, a woman old enough to be
your mother!’”’ And again, as Hazel tried to
Justify herself to herself,

¢TIt makes no difference about the provoca-
tion, daughter. My Hazel is a follower of the
meek and lowly Jesus, and he is the only
standard by which to measure life.’’

¢“And I have broken faith with him,’’ said
the girl aloud with a burst of tears. Then she
fled to her attic.

The outcome of it was that within the hour
she sought her aunt with words of apology.

¢ Aunt Sarah, I want to beg your pardon for
what I said; it was very wrong.”’

““And false,’”” said Mrs. Bradford pointedly.
“I want you to especially remember that you
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accused me of falsehood. Still, I accept your
apology; we will say no more about it; when
people allow themselves to get as angry as you
were, they are quite apt to forget the truth.”
After that they went their separate ways, each
believing that she had spoken truth. Hazel was
sure that her aunt was trying to pose before
this new world of strangers as a lady of ample
means who did ‘‘light housekeeping’’ for amuse-
ment, and kept a maid to attend her; and Mrs.
Bradford did not for one moment believe that
she had allowed her neighbor’s inference to
stand because she wanted to deceive ; but merely
that she was taken by surprise and had not
known what to say. The fact is that Mrs. Brad-
ford really believed herself to be a strictly
truthful person; and she was consumed with in-
dignation over the charge of falseness. So the
peace arranged that morning was rather a sur-
face one. 'When, later, Hazel was told that she
had better eat her luncheon right away so as to
close the kitchenette from the flies, she replied
with cold dignity that she did not want any lun-
cheon ; then she had immediately drawn down the
kitchen shade and made the room as dark and
cool as possible and fled to her attic. And her
aunt had banged the door of her own room a
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little as a sort of escape valve to her feelings
and told the walls that if that ill-tempered girl
wanted to sulk all day without any dinner she
was welcome to do so. After that, she made
ready and went out to join her daughters by
appointment at the Colonnade, and go to that
dinner-luncheon. A little later, Hazel, in her
one white dress very skimpy and slightly
soiled, stole out and made her way by the least
frequented avenue to the shore and the grass
where she had abandoned herself to bitter
wailing. S
A more lonely and desolate girl than this
one of eighteen years might have been hard
to find. There are many it is true infinitely
worse off so far as the mere necessities of life
are concerned, but for desolation and at times
an almost suffocating realization of it, Hazel
Harris easily stood first. The contrast be-
tween her present surroundings and her past
could hardly have been greater. The only
child of parents whose all but idol she was,
they had lived for the purpose of having every
wish of hers gratified if possible, even before
it was spoken. Always with uncertain income,
as the families of landscape artists are apt to
be, they were yet at no time touched by pov-
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erty in any of its sordid aspects. They were
economical—or thought they were—to-day,
because it was necessary; but they were lavish
in the extreme to-morrow when a picture had
just been sold; and thought as little about the
to-morrows of the distant future as the robins,
or the snow birds. The wonder is that they
had not spoiled their daughter; perhaps they
had loved her too much for soil of any sort to
touch her. Perhaps it was because with all
their unworldliness, and what might by some
be called improvidence, they had yet a simple
abiding trust in God as their heavenly Father
and Jesus Christ as their Saviour and Guide;
and had trained their daughter to unquestion-
ing obedience to his will, that she came to her
seventeenth year as sweet a flower as ever
bloomed ; always in the shielded atmosphere of
parental love and companionship; loving books
and study as well as her mother had done; lov-
ing flowers and ferns and all beautiful effects
of sunlight and air and dew as well as her
_ artist father did. She studied books and Na-
“ture in their company and was their constant
companion in all their rovings—and they trav-
eled a great deal-—caring almost too little for
any other companionship.
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And then, suddenly, trouble and sorrow
swooped down upon them out of a clear sky.
The father was severely hurt in an automobile
accident, and after six months of endurance
that taxed all his powers, he died. Then it was
found that doctors’ and surgeons’ and nurse’s
bills had more than swallowed their tiny sur-
plus. There were five more, never to be for-
gotten months during which Hazel and her
mother struggled bravely with poverty; selling
pictures almost from house to house; pictures
that were dearer to them than any other
earthly things; and they had the unspeakable
pain of knowing that their acquaintances
bought out of pity for them. The frail little
mother shivered and shrank from the ordeal;
she grew daily paler and thinner, while Hazel
from being a cherished flower that was ex-
pected only to give out fragrance, blossomed
into responsibility and burden bearing. There
were a few dear weeks in which her mother
asked her advice, followed her suggestions,
and called her, not only her blessing and her
treasure, but her staff to lean upon; and then,
all unexpectedly to the girl, her mother slipped
away and left her alone! Alone and poor.
Their little hoard of money was gone; there
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were no more pictures to sell; most of the
curios had been already sold; during that last
hard year they had refrained as much as pos-
sible from buying clothing, and their supply
had never been large. So at seventeen poor
Hazel found herself not only alone and penni-
less, but almost destitute.

The only relative, with whom her father had
carried on a fitful correspondence through the
years, was his half-brother, Joseph Bradford;
whom in boyhood he had looked up to as an
older brother, and had always loved. In his
prosperous years he had sometimes sent his
brother substantial proof of his continued re-
gard. Hazel had heard all sorts of pleasant
stories having to do with the boyhood of those
two; but of her uncle’s family she knew little,
save that her mother and her Aunt Sarah did
not love each other; even this she learned by
inference, rather than direct statement.  But
there was no denying that she began life in her
uncle’s home prejudiced against his wife; for
how could any woman be worthy of affection
who did not love her mother, the dearest,
sweetest woman who ever lived?

““I hope I shall never have to stay at Aunt
Sarah’s for even a week,”” she had said one
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day to her father, her eyes flashing over some
word in her aunt’s letter that the quick-witted
girl saw was a covert criticism of her mother.
““I know I should almost hate her.”’

Her father had laughed indulgently; he did
not love Aunt Sarah himself.

“Don’t you worry, Pussy,”” he had said
with his arm about her. ‘‘Daddy is going to
get famous one of these days; he is going to
paint a picture that will set the world on fire;
and when money and fame come pouring in,
your Aunt Sarah will discover that we are the
choicest people in all the world.”’

But the picture that was to bring wealth and
fame was never painted; for soon after that
her father went away.



CHAPTER IX

THE PROBLEM

Evureka Harrison was taking a walk “‘all
by her lonesome,’’ as one of the children of
their party put it; she belonged to a group
who would have liked nothing better than to
relieve the lonesomeness; but Eureka would
have none of them that afternoon. She
wanted to be by herself; she had problems to
think out, one especially, of such a character
that no one must be allowed to intermeddle.

It occurred to her as a curious coincidence
that Burnham Roberts should have an engage-
ment that afternoon which did not include
her; she had wondered how she should dispose
of him, and behold, he had disposed of himself
and gone driving with his mother without so
much as suggesting that she accompany them.

She walked rapidly down the long tree-lined
avenue leading from the college to the center
of life. Turning by the colonnade she walked

through one of the main avenues toward the
124
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amphitheater, where half the world was gath-
ered for an afternoon concert; she did not
mean to be beguiled by the concert. As she
passed the ¢‘School of Expression,” she
smiled over certain conceits of Burnham’s that
had to do with her work there. He did not half
like her spending so much time over lessons
and practice; more than once he had assured
her that she read quite well enough to suit
him, and he did not like to have her manner
spoiled. What more did she want if he, and
all her best friends, liked her reading as it
was? But she wanted a great deal more, and
knew that she did. She was enjoying the les-
sons wonderfully, and had no little pleasure
in the thought that she would surprise him
and others one of these days by showing them
how far from ‘‘spoiled’’ she was. She was
also enjoying to the full the innumerable side-
lights thrown out concerning great pieces of
literature, in prose and poetry, and the in-
sight she was getting with regard to books in
general. ‘

“It is like taking a course in literature,’’
she told Burnham, and he had replied with
a shrug of his handsome shoulders that if
there was any one thing of which he was more
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tired than another it was a course in litera-
ture.

““You are tired of everything that is worth
while,’’ she had flashed back at him; to which
he with unfailing good nature and impudence
had replied:

‘“‘Except you, of course you mean.”’

She smiled absently as she recalled all this,
and then her face shadowed again over the
problem. What was she going to do with her
lessons in reading? True, they were most
enjoyable in themselves, even if she did noth-
ing with them; but they were expensive. She
was using for them the money that her aunt,
who had wanted her at Long Branch this sum-
mer, had sent for her personal use; but she
could think of a dozen ways to use it that
would have been better for herself as well as
her mother unless—but that meant the prob-
lem.

Her plan had been to establish herself as a
reader for private citizens of wealth and
leisure. Half-blind elderly men who wanted
the daily papers read to them understandingly
and eternally; middle-aged and would-be lit-
erary ladies who did not know what to read
nor where to find out. Such would, by de-
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grees, find her out, and she would see to it
that once found, they would hold on to her.
She knew how to hoodwink the dear souls into
thinking that they really knew a good deal
about the book she was skimming for them.
“It is an art to know how to skip,’’ the Pro-
fessor had said one day in class; she was
learning how to skip. There were other de-
partments in her plan. One, the thought of
which delighted her, was the training of little
children' to love good literature. Picking it
out for them bit by bit; introducing them to
Longfellow and Bryant and Lowell, and even
Browning and Shakespeare before they were
supposed to be old enough to know that such
names ever existed. What delightful work it
would be to turn an immortal poem into a
prose story that would capture the imagina-
tions, and hearts of little seven- and eight-
year-olds, and afterwards introduce them to
the poem and its author. She was charmed
with the idea as it developed in her mind, and
was sure she knew already of mothers by the .
score who, once they understood her scheme,
would be glad to pay her for giving their chil-
dren such an opportunity. She would set
about working up her class the very day she
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reached home. She would borrow the phrase
“The Children’s Story Hour,”’ from this rich
Chautauqua program, also she would contrive
in some way to get in at some of those story
hours herself, in order to learn either how to
do it, or how not to do it, one lesson would be
almost as helpful as the other. Oh, she was
sure she could succeed and money could be
made out of it that would be sufficient to re-
lieve some of the anxieties that daily pressed
her mother. All this she would do if—and
there was the problem again that she was not
yet willing to definitely think about, although
she had come out for that express purpose.
She was nearing the Hall of Philosophy now,
and she allowed her thoughts to go back to the
last meeting she had attended there. It had
been a twilight Sunday vesper service, when
air and sunlight and shimmering leaves and
singing birds had done what they could to en-
hance the charm of the whole. The place itself
was unique, a many-columned hall roofed over
but open on all sides to sunlight and all the
witching influences of nature; blue sky arching
above it, blue lake glimmering in the near dis-
tance, and at vesper time the westering sun
making a glory in the sky, while yet its linger-
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ing beams were dancing among the leaves of
the tall old trees. How beautiful it was!
Eureka, who was at all times more susceptible
to the influences of the beautiful than most of
those who knew her well, imagined, had felt
almost immediately on that Sunday afternoon
the strange and tender spell that the ‘‘Hall
in the Grove’ has power to weave around
those whose hearts are attuned to such minis-
try.

She had laughed a little at the ‘‘Four Girls’’
when they went into raptures the Sunday be-
fore about the vesper service. She and Burn-
ham instead of attending it had chosen to take
a long tramp along the lake shore.

““Why should we have been there?’’ she had
asked in response to the exclamations of re-
gret. ‘“We had a lovely walk and that service
isn’t different from other prayer-meetings, I
presume, even though they choose such a high-
sounding name for it as vesper service.”’

“It is not like any prayer-meeting in the
world,’’ her mother said almost indignantly.

““Why not? Don’t they sing, and pray and
talk? What is that but a prayer-meeting?’’

‘“She doesn’t understand!’”’ Mrs. Harrison
said this with a despairing look at Mrs. Dennis,
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who suggested that one must attend a Chau-
tauqua vesper service in order to appreciate
it.

““There is something about it that words
will not describe, my dear.”” This was said to
Eureka.

¢‘Besides,”’ said Mrs. Roberts musingly, ‘‘the
Bishop is there, you know.”’

Bureka’s response to this, was an outburst
of laughter, and an exclamation.

““The way you said that, Aunt Flossy, was
irresistible! I wish Burnham could have heard
it. Honestly the way that mother and Aunt
Marian and—well, all of you, and hosts of
others for that matter—say ‘The Bishop’ is
just as a devout Roman Catholic would say
‘The Pope.” Hearing you, one wouldn’t sup-
pose that there was another Bishop in this
whole round world, ever had been, or ever
would be.”’

“No,”” said Mrs. Burnham calmly. ¢‘That
is not the thought; there are bishops a-plenty,
but ours is THE Bishop. Go and hear him at
vespers, Eureka, and you will understand.”’

So, on the following Sunday, Eureka went
to vespers, Burnham Roberts in her train.

“I am going to this meeting for your
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mother’s sake, not mine,’’ she had said as they
sauntered down Clark Avenue, being passed
continually by hurrying throngs anxious to
secure seats in the hall.

“‘Indeed?’’ he had said. ‘‘May I be allowed
to ask how your presence at a vesper service
is supposed to benefit my mother? Except of
course as your presence anywhere is a benefit
to all concerned.”

‘““Save your pretty speeches for occasions
where they will tell better; it is not my pres-
ence that your mother cares one penny for; it
is yours. I chanced to discover that she was
particularly anxious to have you hear the
Bishop at this meeting; so I decided to ask you
to escort me to it as the easiest way of pleas-
ing her.”

As she said this, Burnham was looking at
her with a curious smile on his face, the full
import of which she did not understand; then
he said:

““Do you know I think you are awfully good
to my mother? a great deal better than you are
to your own.”’

This had vexed Eureka, she could not have
told why, save that it always made her angry
to have it hinted that she was not good to her
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mother. So little attention did she pay to the
subtle workings of her inner self that had she
been told that her anger arose from the fact
that her conscience owned to the truth of the
charge, she would have been surprised and un-
believing.

To Burnham she had responded sharply.
¢Much you know about it! I do, and especially
leave undone, a thousand things for my
mother’s sake that you never hear of. As for
yours, I suppose you think I don’t know that
your mother would ten times rather see youn at
vespers—or that matter anywhere else—with-
out me than with me; but you see I did not
know how to get you there without my obnox-
ious presence, so I came.”’

He had laughed good-naturedly, as he always
did at her thrusts, and then he had said quite
seriously something that puzzled her.

‘“We don’t either of us understand our
mothers very well, I am afraid.”’

There had been no time to question as to his
meaning, for they were within sound of the
voices in the Hall, and they came, a moment
later, under the spell of the service. Organ
and cornet were playing and hundreds of
voices were singing the evening song:
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“Day is dying in.the west,

Heaven is touching earth with rest;
‘Wait and worship while the night
Sets her evening lamps alight

Through all the sky.”’

Following the song, a voice firm and far-
reaching with a certain quality in it that de-
manded reverent attention gave forth the
startling command with which the responsive
reading opened: ‘‘Above all things and in all
things, O my soul, thou shalt rest in the Lord
alway, for he himself is the everlasting rest
of the saints.”’

Eureka had not expected to care for the serv-
ice; she had honestly sacrificed the long walk
that she especially enjoyed at that hour, to a
good-natured desire to please both her mother
and Burnham’s by their presence there. But
there was something compelling in the words to
which she was listening—in the voice that was
uttering them. ¢‘Thou shalt’’—actually it was
a command !—*“rest in the Lord alway.’”” Was
her consciousness speaking to her soul order-
ing this to her? Suppose she could obey and
““rest in the Lord?’’ The word ‘‘rest’’ did not
in any sense describe her; she was restless,
dissatisfied, unhappy, a great deal of the time;
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oh, in truth most of the time; nothing satisfied
her; nothing ever had, fully and lastingly.
““Thou shalt rest in the Lord alway.”’ Had
the Bishop put a special emphasis on that word
‘““‘alway’’ or was it because it proclaimed a
tremendous fact? ‘‘For he himself is the ev-
erlasting rest of his saints.”” Was that it?
Was it the explanation of all unrest that people
were continually seeking it in the wrong place?
Was there such a thing as rest in God? What
a solemnly glorious thought! God. Certainly
he could rest a person if he would. ‘‘Come
unto me and I will give you rest.”” Did a
voice speak that word just then? Only the
voice of her childhood memory speaking to her
soul. She was standing at her father’s knee
beside his study chair repeating the verse she
had just learned: ‘‘Come unto me all ye that
labor and are heavy-laden and I will give you
rest.”” It was true then; for that call was the
voice of God; he was offering rest. ‘‘For he
himself is the everlasting rest of his saints.”
But it was all for the saints. Yes, but this
child of Christian parents had been carefully
trained. She could seem to hear her father’s
voice in answer to her childish question. ‘A
saint, daughter, is one who has set apart his
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life as belonging to Jesus; chosen him, you
know, for his Saviour and Guide.”” But all
people who had chosen him, and followed his
teachings did not rest. Her mother? O dear,
no! that word would never be used in describ-
ing Mother. Aunt Ruth? Well, certainly
Ruth Erskine Burnham had borne some
peculiarly terrible trials very well indeed; and
her face in these days wore a calm that sug-
gested rest. And Aunt Flossy? The ecritic
ran rapidly over Flossy Shipley Roberts’ life
story as she knew it from her own mother and
from observation, and decided that Aunt
Flossy certainly was different from most other
people. More quietly happy perhaps, in spite
of annoyances and discomforts; more sure of
all things working out toward the final right.
¢‘Still, she worries a good deal about Burn-
ham,’’ commented this merciless critic. There
was Aunt Marian, too. Eureka knew the his-
tory of Marian Wilbur’s skeptical girlhood,
and of the rocks and shoals of her early mar-
ried life. She had heard of her troubles as a
stepmother, and she knew also that her step-
daughter, Grace, adored her now; not only
permitting but seeking her aid and influence
in the rearing of her own children. It had to
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be admitted that Aunt Marian had made the
sort of success in life that her girlhood had not
promised.

On the whole, the ‘““Four Chautauqua Girls”’
being passed upon in rapid mental review wit-
nessed well for the honor of their Lord; yet
they did not satisfy the critic, who did not
realize that she was seeking the perfect satis-
faction that can be found only in the Master.

At that point, Eureka’s attention had been
again arrested by the voice of the Bishop.
He was leaning forward with clasped hands
and speaking to his audience earnest, tender
words, as friend with friends. He was voic-
ing in strong phrases his ever deepening love
for Jesus Christ his Saviour, his Master, his
Lord. Witnessing to his unfailing guidance
through a long full life. “‘I believe in him,’’ he
said, ‘‘in his divinity, in his deity, in his
humanity, I believe in him through and through
with my heart and mind and soul; I committed
myself to him; through a long, full life he has
kept the trust; I am persuaded that he will
keep that which T have committed unto him.”

Listening to the strong, calm voice, full of
that assurance which is born of knowledge,
studying his face, recognizing the look on it as



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 137

reflected power, the critic came suddenly to the
conclusion that here was one who rested in the
Lord, and realized in daily living that He was
‘‘the everlasting rest of his saints.”” And if
there was one, could there not be others?
Why were there not many others? Were there
many? Was there a place in the world where
she could find a company of them, a great
throng, each bearing on his face and in his life
the truth that he was at rest in the Lord?

““Ye are my witnesses saith the Lord.”” Oh,
the pity of it! Witnesses, lame and halt and
blind !



CHAPTER X

THE PROBLEM SOLVED

Eurera scarcely heard the prayer, although
if she had listened it might have answered
some of her questions. Her mind—not her
heart—was busy with the words of the hymn
that had just been sung. They were familiar
enough to her, but she had never thought of
them before.

‘¢ Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without thee I cannot live.’’

‘When one really stopped to think of them
those were wonderful words. Did any person
living feel that he could not live without a
sense of (od’s nearness! It amazed her.
She moved restlessly in her seat. Almost for
the moment she felt as though she could not
live because he was. She felt afraid of him!
Burnham Roberts glanced down, and drew her
wrap more closely about her; the wind was

drawing in fresh from the lake, and he evi-
138
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dently thought she had moved because she was
cold. What would he have thought if she had
told him that she was afraid? Afraid of God!
She had never before realized his presence;
now it seemed to her that he was there. She
stole a look at the Bishop as he prayed. Did
she imagine it, or was ‘‘the fashion of his
countenance altered’’? Was that the ‘‘rest”’
of which he had been talking that she saw shin-
ing on his face? It recalled the words: ‘‘For
he himself is the everlasting rest of his saints.”’

When he spoke. those words of final petition
did he look straight at her, or did she fancy
that? ¢‘The Lord lift up his countenance upon
thee, and give thee peace.’’

She made only one comment as they moved
with the crowds down the avenue. ‘‘I under-
stand now why they call him ‘The Bishop’ in
that distinctive way; there is but one.”’

But though Burnham asked a dozen ques-
tions, trying to get at her meaning, she would
not explain. Perhaps she could not have done
80, in words.

The memory of that vesper service and the
thoughts it had awakened came back to her
with force that afternoon as she sat in the de-
serted, silent hall. She made an effort to live
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over again the peculiar sensations that the
hour had given her; partly because she did
not understand, and felt that she would like
to study them, and partly because she wanted
to put off the consideration of the problem.
But they refused to return at her call. She
began to ask herself that other question. Why
was she continually turning away from a thing
that must be thought about? It was really
very weak and silly in her! She arose pres-
ently and walked on; giving a half-amused
glance at the ‘‘Athenian lamps’’ as she left .
them, wondering if their use in this day could
awaken other sensation than that of fun.
Across the park was ‘“Alumni Hall.”’ She
stopped a moment to survey it, and to read the
many announcements on the bulletin board
near which she stood. Alumni Hall was the
home of the ¢“C. L. S. C.”” about which one was
beginning to hear so much; the hum of it was
all over the grounds; and it was much in evi-
dence on the bulletin board; they seemed to be
having class gatherings of all sorts. One class
in particular loomed into prominence in all
manner of ways.

The bulletin at which she was looking read:
¢¢.187’s take notice! Business meeting of im-
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portance to-day at four.”” ‘‘Remember the
Reception for the Class of 87 in the Hall, to-
morrow at three.”” ‘‘Committee of ’87 ban-
quet requested to meet in their room to-day at
three-thirty, sharp!’’ She remembered to
have noticed a call in the morning paper to
“All '87’s to ‘watch out’ for the class break-
fast.”” Also, that arrangements were in prog-
ress for a special class reunion at which ‘‘every
87 was expected.”’

‘“Really!”” she said, as she read the bulle-
tin, ‘‘that must be an aggressive class. I
wonder why they are so much in evidence? I
wonder if I couldn’t manage somehow to get
invited to look on at their doings? I mean to
look into that Reading Circle, before long, any-
way. If they really succeed in getting up a
class spirit—and this looks like it—a homesick
girl who missed what was her due, might find -
a little comfort in it. What if I should join
it? Burnham and I might read the books, to-
gether, especially if—’’ At that moment a
carriage came into view on the main road just
ahead of her. Two ladies were in the back
seat and the driver, holding the reins lightly,
was half turned toward the ladies, as though
more interested in conversation than in driv-
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ing. He lifted his hat to Eureka as they
passed, and she saw that it was Burnham. He
had his mother in the back seat, and beside
her the lovely ‘‘invalid’’ whose eyes had ar-
rested his attention the moment he saw them.
He was looking into them now, and saying
words that made their owner laugh out joy-
ously. The carriage had drawn near enough
for Eureka to hear the laugh. It came to her as
they swept by that there was room for her on
the front seat beside Burnham, and that Aunt
Flossy might have asked her, knowing how
fond she was of driving; only, she understood
perfectly that Aunt Flossy would rather—here
she pulled herself up sharply and walked on
very fast; plunging presently in among the tall
trees of the deeper woods. Seating herself on
the gnarled trunk of one that had been lately
felled she determined at last to give her un-
divided attention to that which had called her
away out here alone.

It was her brother, Neal, who had, that very
morning, caused her to feel the necessity for
such consideration. Neal and his wife had
come to Chautauqua for August as he had
promised, and had found it so much more to
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their mind than they had expected, that there
had really been no room for the discontent his
wife had imagined she should feel.

She had even heartily commended the ‘‘Man-
agement’’ as she made ready for the entertain-
ment given by the Coburn players, for ‘‘being
sensible enough to cater to several classes of
people, those who knew what was worth hear-
ing as well as those who imagined that they
did.”” This was high praise from Mrs. Neal.
Both she and her husband had managed to
keep themselves so happily busy as to find
little time for the mother for whose sake they
thought they had come. Neal’s action there-
fore in seeking his sister out that morning with
laborious care and proposing a walk together,
had been all the more marked. Although
Eureka had responded with alacrity, leaving
the dollie she was dressing for his young
daughter and going with him away down the
hill to a rustic seat near the lake shore, she
did not help him at all to get started in the
‘“little talk’’ which he proposed, but threw
pebbles into the water in utmost unconcern,
and waited with a lurking smile in her eyes
for what might develop. She knew Neal so
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well that she was sure he had been set a task
that was not to his liking, and that he did not
know how to perform.

At last, after several blundering efforts to
approach the subject naturally, he blurted it
out in the baldest form.

“I say, Reek,’’—this, by the way, was the
only nickname that had ever been bestowed
upon Eureka. No one had ever apparently
thought of such a thing as calling her ‘‘Eurie’’
the pet name of her mother’s girlhood, and one
that was still used by her special friends.
Early in their girl and boy life together, Neal
had begun to call his sister Reek, ‘‘for short.”’
He still used the name on rare occasions and
Eureka, who would tolerate it from no one else,
rather liked it from him.

‘I say, Reek, what are you going to do with
that chap you are toting around with you all
the time?”’

Eureka raised her eyebrows at him in won-
dering surprise and sent another pebble shim-
mering over the water before she spoke.

¢“Is that a conundrum, Neal? If it is, I give
it up.” :

¢Oh, now, Reek, don’t be naughty and bother
a fellow. I brought you out here on purposec
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to talk with you about it. Of course you know
whom I mean, all right. There’s only one who
is eternally at your elbow. Burnham Roberts
is a good-enough fellow, I've always liked him
better than some do, but he isn’t your kind, of
course; isn’t half-way your equal to begin
with; and doesn’t mean anything, anyhow;
never does, you know. He’s simply an awful
flirt; and I don’t know a meaner name. A girl
flirt is bad enough, but when a fellow descends
to that sort of thing it’s atrocious. It’s the
worst thing about Burnham; I believe that fel-
low would get up a flirtation with a pump
handle if there was no girl around. The ques-
tion is why do you let him flirt with you?’’
Eureka shivered inwardly. She hated that
word ‘‘flirt’’; it did not belong to Neal’s nat-
ural vocabulary, she knew it was one of his
wife’s words. She replied quietly enough.
““Do you think he is flirting with me, Neal?’’
‘““Why, sure. What else is there to, think?
I don’t mean he is making love to you; I told
Mother, or—that is, I know well enough that
you wouldn’t allow any silliness; but you see
it looks like it to people who don’t know you;
and he is all the time keeping away good
friends that you might have; of course they
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suppose that everything is fixed up between
you. Then, when he gets tired of you and
throws you overboard—well, not exactly that,
of course, but when he drops it and gets to
going with somebody else where will you be?’’

Despite her indignation Eureka could hardly
suppress a smile: she had recognized her
mother’s hand, even before Neal made his slip,
but her mother would never have put it so
baldly.

“‘She ought to have done the talking her-
self,”” mused Eureka, beginning to be half
sorry for the mother who was being so lamely
represented. Aloud, all she said was:

¢ According to you I should think even in
such a terrible event I would be just where I
am now.”’

““No, you won’t; not by a long shot. A girl
can’t go around with a boy from morning till
night for weeks and months, rowing and play-
ing tennis, and concert-going and church-going
and all the rest of it, and then suddenly give it
up without setting tongues to wagging; that’s
human nature. If you were a rich girl, they
would say you jilted him, but as it is they will
say he jilted you; that’s as sure as preaching.
Although anything serious between you is ab-
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surd, of course, and I told Mother that you
wouldn’t marry him even if he wanted you to,
. that won’t hinder people’s tongues; and it is
never good for a girl to get herself talked about
in that way.”’

To say that Eureka was indignant is putting
it mildly. She felt herself outraged, humili-
ated. It was insufferable in Neal to sit there
calmly saying such things to her; foreseeing her
the subject of coarse and gossiping tongues!
It was horrid in her mother to set a man who
did not know how to talk on such matters, to
preaching at her! She felt like blazing out at
him as the one and the only one who dared
to use offensive language about her; but she
did not. She held herself to outward calm
and gave attention to another pebble. The
very quietness of her manner deceived her
brother; he began again with renewed con-
fidence. ‘ ,

““Mother feels it, Reek, very much. You
ought to think of her; we are the only ones
left to look after her now. She cannot bear
to have the honored name, father’s name,
smirched by common gossip; Mother hates such
things, you know. For that matter I cannot
say that Katherine and I relish having our
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family name made the subject of gossip as is
being done already. Oh, I know you are
simply amusing yourself, but you are doing it
at our expense, don’t you see? I wonder that
a girl with as keen a brain as yours doesn’t
think of that. It isn’t as if you cared; if your
heart was in it the least little speck, I'd shoot
the fellow before night for presuming to trifle
with you; but as it is, I must say that I think
for you two to go on in this way without regard
to the feelings of either mother, is rather too
bad.””

Then Eureka rose up; she had endured all
she could; here was Burnham’s mother being
thrown at her again, and it was insufferable;
but she did not mean to let Neal know how he
had hurt.

‘““Well,”’ she said as she threw her last and
largest pebble with sure far aim and watched
its widening circle, ‘‘what do you propose to
have me do? Shall I entice the youth out in a
boat and contrive to tip it over and have him
quietly drowned? Or shall I look up some
other victim and elope with him, in order to
spare the other mother? Either way would
make talk, of course. I don’t see from your
standpoint how that part of it is to be avoided;
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but either would materially change the char-
acter of the talk; which would you advise?”’
Neal had risen also. He looked sorrowfully
at the sister whom he fancied he understood,
and sighed heavily as he said:
“I see.l have failed, as I feared I should.
I may as well confess that Mother wanted me
to talk things over with you and try to make
you see that you were doing yourself, as well
as the rest of us, a great wrong. I told her
it wouldn’t do any good; that you didn’t listen
to me, nowadays, and seemed to care for mno
one’s society but Burnham’s and that—’’
But here Eureka had turned away and an-
swered gleefully the call of children’s voices
from the hill, and challenged them to catch her
in a race along the shore. They came joyfully
up and bore her away in triumph. And here
she was, a few hours afterwards resolved upon
reaching a decision before she went home.
Should she, or should she not, marry Burn-
ham Roberts? This was the momentous prob-
lem that had been haunting her for days, and
had reached a climax through Neal. He had
done her good service in one respect; he had
cleared her vision. She saw now as she had not
before the position she occupied in the eyes of
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others. Neal believed that she was merely
amusing herself; he was mistaken; the idea of
amusement had not entered into her thought.
Her first impulse was born of a good-natured
desire to help Aunt Flossy by keeping Burn-
ham out of mischief. Burnham must laugh
and talk and sing and drive with some girl;
that was a foregone conclusion; he had begun
when he still wore kilts. Aunt Flossy foresaw
dangers, indeed had warded off several while
he was yet a high-school boy ; but the propensity
increased with his years and made no end of
trouble. Eureka, looking on amused, yet piti-
ful for the mother, had suddenly decided to
come to the rescue. Since Burnham must have
a special girl-friend, why not one with whom
there could be no trouble? Forthwith she set
herself to like or appear to like the things that
he liked; to read the books that he read, sing
the songs he called for, and in short entertain
him. She succeeded so well that he presently
cared steadily for no other society, although
there were frequent lapses for a day or two .
under the spell of a nmew and pretty face.
Meantime, a surprise came to Eureka in that
she was finding pleasure in that which she had
begun as a sort of sacrifice. Soon after this
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discovery she began to realize that Burnham,
too, was far more in earnest in his friendship
than he had probably meant to be. He was
really taking many things for granted; ap-
propriating her at all times as a matter of
course; looking grieved when she failed him
at any point, feeling positively wronged if she
planned anything without him. He had a way;,
too, of referring to their future quite as if it
were a settled matter that they were to spend
it in each other’s company. At first she had
received all such advances with mock serious-
ness, but several times he had startled her by
seeming almost hurt. Neal had precipitated
matters also by taking it for granted that
Burnham cared nothing for her; if Neal, then
others. People believed, did they, that Burn-
ham Roberts was merely flirting with her, and
that she might be ‘‘cast off’’! She held her
head high, even over such a thought. And
then—Neal to hint that she was doing what
might sully the honored family name! Why
not show them all? She was not in love with
Burnham Roberts, not in the silly sense that
many seemed to mean, but she liked him very
well indeed; quite as well, probably, as she
could ever like anybody. He could never be
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to her what her father had been to mother;
of course he could not! The strange girl
actually smiled over the idea of one cultivating
for a man like Burnham Roberts the same sort
of regard that her splendid father had
awakened! Still, there was a great deal in
Burnham to grow fond of. It is true that the
word she hated applied to him; but, married
men did not flirt; at least decent married men
did not, and she was not afraid for Burnham.
There was one very sore point; ¢‘ Aunt Flossy,”’
as she had been taught from childhood to call
her mother’s friend—had never looked with
approval upon her; every added day made this
plain to the girl who had begun by trymg to
help her save her son.

¢¢Still,”’ she said, as she rose up from the
stump of the gnarled old tree, ‘‘when once we
are married and she begins to see that my in-
fluence over him is for good and is strong, she
will feel differently, perhaps. Anyway,’”’ and
she drew herself to her full height and stepped
proudly at the thought, ‘‘it is no descent in
the social scale for even a Roberts to marry a
daughter of Dr. Harrison. As for money,
thank goodness Aunt Flossy is superior to all
such ideas.”’
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And as she walked rapidly homeward, she
told herself that the problem was solved.
Neal, and all the rest of the world, should be
shown just what they both meant.



CHAPTER XI

OLOTHES AND PERPLEXITIES

MEaNTIME, the youth who was the subject of
the problem that had sent Eureka Harrison
distraught to the woods for half a day, was
managing his own affairs quite to his satisfac-
tion. He began with the drive, the sight of
which being enjoyed had hastened Eureka’s de-
cision.

He had been so fortunate as to overhear his
mother say that she was going that afternoon,
without fail, to look up their little new friend.
Ten minutes afterwards he came to beg her to
drive with him and try a pair of as fine ponies
as he had seen in some time. His mother,
being at all times eager to secure his company,
still looked doubtful.

‘I cannot go far,’’ she said hesitatingly, ‘“be-
cause I have pledged myself to a bit of effort
for this afternoon. I’ll tell you, Burnham, I’ll

take a short drive, of half an hour say, then
164
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you can set me down at the little cottage on
Terrace Avenue where that child who was here
the other day, is staying; I want very much to
have a talk with her.”’

‘““Won’t she be at the amphitheater?’’ ques-
tioned Mrs. Burnham.

““I fancy not. From something she said, I
got the impression that she did not attend the
afternoon sessions very often.”’

“All right, Mother,”” Burnham said and
went away whistling to order the ponies.
When he could get speech with his mother
alone he presented his plan.

““Why wouldn’t it be a good idea to take
your little protégée for a drive, Mommie? She
looked to me as though she didn’t have too
many of them. You could have your talk while
driving, better than in one of those tucked up
little places on Terrace Avenue.’’

That would be very pleasant, his mother
said, but would he want to take the time, and
miss the lecture?

Obh, he wasn’t going to the lecture; he wanted
to give those ponies a fair trial; he had some
thought of buying them. Which statement
brought a troubled look into his mother’s eyes;
the things that Burnham Roberts thought of
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buying were named legion; and most of them
did not have his father’s approval.

- ““You will not care for ponies when you get
where you can use your machine again,”’ she
reminded him; to which he agreed, and for the
dozenth time expressed his mind about the
folly of prohibiting automobiles on Chautauqua
grounds. It was ridiculous! What if there
were innumerable children there? Couldn’t
they train them to keep off the roads? Chil-
dren were everywhere. He would so like to
take her for a real spin into the country; with
horses one couldn’t go but half-way to any-
where before it was time to turn around and
get back. To all of which his mother agreed,
and hoped he would forget that he thought of
buying the ponies.

He had already forgotten it, and was won-
dering if the little girl had ever taken an auto
ride, such a one as he could give her, and how
large her eyes would be if he had a chance to
show her how it felt? Meantime, his mother
was thinking how lovely it was in Burnham to
remember that lonesome-looking little girl and
plan for her pleasure.

She found Hazel at home and alone, as she
had hoped that she would; she wanted to know
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more of the child before making the aunt’s
acquaintance. Since the family lived in New
York she hoped to be able to do much for the
girl, if on further acquaintance she developed,
as the first interview had promised.

The first glimpse of her face as she answered
Mrs. Roberts’s knock, suggested sadness, but it
brightened instantly as she recognized the
" caller; and at the suggestion of a drive her
eyes sparkled wonderfully. They were very
noticeable eyes, and proclaimed her changing
moods with remarkable power. Almost in-
stantly the joy in them faded as she said:

“I can’t tell you how very much I should
like to go, dear lady, but—I don’t believe I
can.”

‘““Am I to be told why not?’’ Mrs. Roberts
asked winsomely, ‘‘or is that a state secret?’’

The girl laughed. ¢‘It ought to be a secret,”’
she said, ‘““but I believe I will tell’ you; it is
because I have nothing suitable to wear. I
mean,’’ she went on quickly, reddening under
the surprise which Mrs. Roberts could not keep
from her face,—she had not expected the.ques-
tion of dress to seriously trouble the kind of
girl she had taken this one to be—*‘I mean that
my white dress and—and my waist I have not
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had time to iron, and the—the other one is so
warm that I could not endure it to-day. It
is made to wear just with a jacket.”’

Mrs. Roberts was puzzled. Was this abject
poverty, or was it ignorance? She longed to
understand, and to help the child.

““My dear,” she said sweetly, ‘‘I know you
will forgive me for being so persistent; I do
want you to enjoy a drive on this lovely day.
I know all about how suddenly summer ward-
robes give out sometimes, especially here in
the country where one brings but few clothes;
but may I not suggest that any sort of a shirt-
waist will do nicely for just an afternoon
drive? Your morning waists, you know, of
gingham, or any kind.”’

She stopped, uncertain what to say next, for
the expressive eyes had suddenly filled with
tears which the girl struggled to keep back;
yet the ludicrous side of this interview also
evidently presented itself, for the next second
she laughed as she attempted further explana-
tion.

“I am not wearing any kind of morning
waists this summer, dear lady; they all grew
too small for me, and wore out. At work I
just wear this.”” ¢‘This’’ was a blue and white
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check apron of a coarse, sleazy material that
enveloped her from head to foot. It was made
rather low in the neck and with elbow sleeves;
it was by no means unbecoming, and for kitchen
wear was all that could be desired; but for an -
afternoon drive, Mrs. Roberts admitted to her-
self that a young girl might be pardoned for
thinking it not suitable. But what unusual
poverty of wardrobe it suggested for one of
her appearance and manner! She must cer-
tainly have been used to a very different state
of things.

As Mrs. Roberts hesitated what to say next,
Hazel spoke quickly, her face crimsoning the
while.

She had caught a glimpse of a man in the
carriage trying to hold in check two eager
horses; what must he think of her for detain-
ing the lady so long, and what would he say
to the story she would have to tell him! ¢I
ought not to have said anything about dress,
but I did so want you to understand that I
would be glad to go if I could.”

¢TI think I must have you with me, my dear,’’
was Mrs. Roberts’s answer. ‘I want it very
much, and I have a plan to propose. My long
pongee coat is in the carriage not being used
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at all. May I bring it in and will you put it
on with the heavy skirt? it buttons closely and
will take the place of a waist nicely; then we
will have our drive in spite of the un-ironed
dresses.”’

She had decided to be persistent and gay; to
act as though it were the commonest thing in
the world for a girl to have absolutely no dress
to wear.

Hazel exclaimed and demurred; she was em-
barrassed, she was distressed; she was almost
ready to cry; or to laugh hysterically, she
hardly knew which; but it ended in her being
gently coerced; and before many minutes she
was tripping down to the carriage in a skirt of
heavy brown suiting, and a lovely pongee coat
that covered it completely, and changed her
into a stylishly dressed young woman. Her
simple little hat was not unbecoming; Jose-
phine’s skillful fingers had seen to -that, and
her gloves, fortunately, matched it well.

Just what her aunt would say when this
beautiful drive was over and this beautiful
coat that fitted her to perfection had been laid
aside, she did not know; she resolved not to
think about it, but to take the joy of it all while
she had the chance. Was not this the lovely
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lady who had said to her: ‘‘Your Father means
you to get good here, and happiness?’’ Was
not this part of his plan?

No one who had a glimpse of Hazel’s face
that afternoon could have failed to see that she
was getting happiness in full measure. She
bubbled over with the joy of it. Every bird
and flower and bit of color that she saw—and
she seemed to see them all—contributed to her
pleasure.

““You should be an artist,”” Burnham Rob-
erts, the observant, said as he smiled in-
dulgently at her ecstasy over a flame-colored
shrub by the roadside; ‘‘perhaps you are?’’

She sobered instantly. ‘‘I am nothing,’’ she
said gravely. ‘‘Nothing but an ignorant girl
who must always stay ignorant, now; but my
father was an artist.”’

““Ah, that accounts for the artist-soul shin-
ing out in his daughter.”’

““Do you mean that?’’ she asked eagerly.
“Do you really mean that you think my love
for all beautiful things in nature and in life
everywhere, may be because I have inherited
the taste from my father?’ .

Burnham, who was unaccustomed to being
taken seriously in any of his nice-sounding
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random speeches, was half embarrassed. He
laughed a little as he said: ‘““Why, yes, I sup-
pose so. Why not? Isn’t that an orthodox
view of heredity, Mother?’’

Then, for as much as three minutes his
mother had a chance to talk, while he appeared
to be giving undivided attention to his horses.

But Mrs. Roberts did not accomplish the ob-
ject that she had in view that afternoon; at
least not fully. Thinking it over afterwards,
talking it all over with Mrs. Dennis, who also
was much interested in the young girl, she ad-

~mitted that she knew very little more about
Hazel than she did before the drive.

¢“The child was so intensely happy,’’ she
said, trying to explain, ‘‘so deliriously happy, I
might say, over the fresh air and sunshine and
every sight and sound she saw and heard, that
I had not the heart to try to pin her down to
the commonplace inquiries that I wanted to
make; though there is enough of the common-
place in her life. The girl is actually im-
poverished, apparently; I do not yet under-
stand why.”’ '

Then she told of the long-sleeved work apron
and the apparent poverty with regard to that
necessity of a young woman’s wardrobe, shirt-'
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waists; and then, under questioning, of the de-
vice resorted to to supply the deficiency. Mrs.
Dennis was interested, and also very much
amused. )

““Theideal’’ she said. ““‘So you lent her your
thirty-dollar pongee coat, to do duty in lieu of
a shirt-waist? You dear little woman! You
are Flossy Shipley, still, and will be to the end
of the story.”

¢‘She looked lovely in it,”” Mrs. Roberts said
thoughtfully. ¢‘I didn’t know it was so pretty
until T saw it on her. But, Marian, what do
you suppose can be the explanation of such a
state of things? People who haven’t money
enough for the common necessities of life do
not as a rule come to summer resorts like Chau-
tauqua.”’

“‘Unless they come to earn their daily bread,”’
Mrs. Dennis said. ‘‘Perhaps that is the ex-
planation; a poor relation, you know, brought
along to do the drudgery.’’

““But ‘poor relations,’ even, would surely be
provided with decent clothing!’’ said Mrs.
Roberts, dismayed.

“Don’t be too sure of that, Flossy dear.
You have never been very conversant with how
the other half lives, the moderate medium
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half T mean; I know about it by experience, re-
member; though to be sure my aunt would have
gone without a new calico gown every spring of
her life if she could, in order that I might have
one; but she was an aunt in a thousand. I'm
curious to know how you managed with the
lovely pongee coat. Did the child wear it into
the house and you follow her in and get it?
She couldn’t shed it at the carriage, of course,
since she had no waist on.”’

““Oh, she had!’”’” Mrs. Roberts explained
eagerly. ‘‘A perfectly fresh and neat blue
work apron; the child is a lady, every inch of
her. She slipped the coat off in the quietest
way as we turned the corner into Terrace Ave-
nue and patted it lovingly as she laid it on the
seat, and said to it—not to me, mind you, but
to it. ‘Thank you, darling; you are beautiful
and I have worn you for two whole hours; I
shall never forget you.” Wasn’t that original,
and pathetic? She is certainly a very inter-
esting girl; I am quite determined to know more
of her. Burnham was lovely to her, Marian;
he couldn’t have been more attentive if she
had been a princess. He exerted himself to
entertain her; and as she is not the kind of
young lady to whom he is accustomed it rather
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surprised me. He certainly helped splendidly
to carry out his mother’s wishes.”

Mrs. Dennis flashed a swift half-amused
glance at her friend, the thought of her heart
being, ‘‘I wonder if it is really true that ‘love
is blind’? Doesn’t she know that Burnham
couldn’t help being attentive to a pretty girl,
if he tried ever so hard?’’ Aloud, she said
with apparent irrelevance. ‘‘Where is Eureka
this afternoon?’’

Mrs. Roberts’s face instantly shadowed,

¢TI don’t know,”’ she said. ‘I heard her tell
her mother at dinner that she was going on a
long tramp. Marian, what am I going to do
about that? Isn’t there anything that I can
do? You don’t think it possible that it can
ever amount to something serious, do you?”’

Mrs. Dennis tried to laugh; she was rather
fond of Burnham, and Eureka annoyed her not
a little.

“I don’t know,”’ she said. ‘‘It is impossible
to surmise what Eureka Harrison thinks about
anything, or what she may do next. But I
don’t believe there is anything that any of us
can do except to let them judiciously alone.
~ To appear to attach importance to such a mat-
ter is often the way to produce a crisis. Ihave
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been afraid that Eurie would accomplish what
she doesn’t want to, just by worrying at Eu-
reka. I really don’t think you two mothers
can alter things, and you ought not to borrow
trouble, you know.”’

Mrs. Roberts sighed. ¢“‘Yes,”” she said,
‘“‘there are two of us; Eurie is just as anxious
as I am to separate those two; the fact is that
they are utterly unfitted for each other, and
anybody can see it.”’

Mrs. Dennis thought—but did not say—
““They are utterly unfitted to marry; either
each other or any other until both are radically
changed.”’” But of what use to trouble Flossy
with this? She would try fo turn her thoughts
elsewhere.

““We four mothers certainly brought our
perplexities with us!’’ she said with a little
laugh. ‘‘Burnham and Eureka keep you and
Eurie busy; and there is Ruth consumed with
anxiety because her grandson—whom she some-
times believes to be her son, Erskine, back
again into childhood—has found some play-
mates of whom she does not approve. As for
me, Grace’s baby with his fondness for getting
up an imitation of croup on the slightest provo-
cation keeps me in nightly fear. And now, I
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have a letter that brings its share of anxiety.
You have heard me speak of Dr. Dennis’s
home-missionary brother, Harlan, who has been
in Utah for so long? He is so much younger
than Dr. Dennis that he has always been
thought of more as a son than a brother. He
is a dear fellow; I have never seen him, but his
letters to me always begin, ‘Dear sister
Marian,’ though he seems like Grace’s brother,
instead of her uncle. Three years ago he lost
his wife; and since then has been very lonesome
and sad; he has two children, a boy and a girl,
but of course they were away at school. And
now, don’t you think, after all these years he
is coming KEast. This letter announces the
probable arrival of the children and himself
on these grounds in a day or two; think of it!
and Dr. Dennis on the other side of the world.
Some benevolent deacon who used to know
Harlan’s wife very well, has planned it all;
they are to be guests of the Presbyterian Mis-
sion House. Only think, Flossy, what respon-
sibility for me; a girl and boy to be practically
mothered! Suppose they refuse to be moth-
ered?’’

““But suppose they don’t,”’ Mrs. Roberts
said, smiling. ‘‘What an opportunity for you!
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I could almost envy you. In any case, Marian
dear, you know you ‘ought not to borrow
trouble.” ”?

Then both ladies laughed.
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CHAPTER XII

SOME SETTLED THINGS

Bur~uAM RoBERTS never remembered to have
enjoyed a drive better than that one in which
he was supposed to have sacrificed himself
for the sake of his mother’s protégée. Hazel,
as he began to call her in his secret soul, was
simply charming. When she laughed, her eyes
were irresistible; when she was serious, they
were heavenly. Here at last was a girl who
satisfied one’s ideal, and he meant to find ways
to cultivate her acquaintance. Nor did it once
occur to the volatile youth that he had in the
course of the last six years cultivated the ac-
quaintance of at least half a dozen other girls
who were ‘‘simply charming.’”’ For the pres-
ent there was but one girl in the world. The
all important question was how should he man-
age to meet her again without loss of time?
Fortune favored him; on the morning after the
drive he came face to face with her as he was

leaving the post office. He saw her face flush
169
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as she caught sight of him and cculd not know
that it was because she was wearing a jacket
that she knew looked too heavy for the day.
He joined her at once, congratulating himself
openly.

“I was just trying to plan an excuse for call-
ing, and being afraid that you did not receive
calls at such an early hour. Do you?’’

¢Oh, no!”’ she said breathlessly “T don’t
receive calls at all.”’

He raised his eyebrows at that. ‘‘Really?
That sounds dreadfully inhospitable. How
then are your friends to meet you?’’

Hazel laughed a little. “‘I didn’t mean quite
that,’”” she said. ‘I don’t want to appear
rude, but I am just a young girl in my aunt’s
family; I have no friends here, so of course—?’
he interrupted her.

‘“Are not my mother and I your friends?
Do you mean that you will not count us in that
list?”?

¢Oh, no, indeed!”’ she said eagerly. ‘Your
mother has been perfectly dear; and I am so
grateful to you for that lovely drive, and for—
but you see—’’ Her confusion was lovely.
But he broke into the embarrassed pause.

“Very well then, that part is settled; let
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us understand that we are friends for all time.
I understand also about the calling. If your
aunt has too many friends for the close quar-
ters that obtain in summer lodging houses in
the country, so that you feel yours crowded out,
. we’ll meet under the trees, as the squirrels do;
or in my mother’s sitting-room at the hotel,”
he made haste to add as he saw her face
shadow—*‘she will always be glad to see you.
Now, about this evening; do you go to the con-
cert?’’

““No; or—yes, perhaps. What is the con-
cert?”’

‘““What a disloyal Chautauquan not to know
the program! The concert is a choir-render-
ing of the Sleeping Beauty. Do you turn
here? You will be at home before I have time
to tell you about the sleeping beauty. Do you
know the story?’’

“I never heard of it.”’

““Then suppose we walk toward the lake
while I tell you about it? It will not detain
you long; you are not in special haste this
morning, are you? Haven’t you so much time
to spare for your friends?’’

She laughed a little at the pretense of re-
proach in his tone; but she hesitated. There



172 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

was no work really pressing just then, and
nothing had been said about her quick return;
but her aunt was always annoyed when she
was longer in coming than her errand war-
ranted; besides, how could she explain her ab-
sence?

“Let me persuade you,’”’ he said, almost
making the turn. “‘It is just the morning for
a walk, and you will enjoy the concert better
if you get a touch of the story beforehand; you
must certainly hear it to-night; part of the
music is delicious.”’

Hazel made a sudden reckless decision and
took two steps forward; he noted it and felt
triumphant. Then he began to talk.

“It is an old tale of the days of the fairies.
There is a beautiful princess who is the central
figure; she is the lovely daughter of a great
king and was destined by the good fairies to
happiness; they promised all sorts of delight-’
ful things at her birth. They spun the web of
her life at her cradle, and as they spun they
sang:

¢¢ “We give thee beauty, we give thee power.
And happy years, and that happiest hour
When to a tender loving heart
Another love beats counterpart.’’
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“‘They knew, you see, that the flower of real
happiness blossoms at just that time. But a
wicked fairy who hated her family and plotted
revenge came to overturn all this, and vowed
at her cradle that:

¢ ‘Ere the buds of her youth are blown,
Ere a score of her years have flown,
She must wither and droop on the earth;
She must die!’”’

¢Oh!”’ said Hazel pitifully.

“Yes, but listen: The good fairies inter-
vene and although they have not power to
break the spell entirely they promise this:

‘¢ ‘Though the spell and its potent sway
Close her eyes and in slumber enshroud her;
Yet shall there dawn a day
‘When a young voice stronger and louder
Than spell of witcheraft rings through the silent
years—
Then she wakes! Then she hears!’ ”’

““Oh!”’ said Hazel again, this time with a
delicious little laugh. ‘‘What lovely nonsense!
Do they sing all that?”’

““Yards of it; I have just given you a hint.”’

““Did the wicked fairy have her will?”’

““Yes, indeed, for a hundred years! But she
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awakened. He came, the knight with the
young, strong voice, and said to her:

¢¢ ¢Yield thy form to my arms that enfold it,
Yield thy mouth to my life-giving kiss.’

‘“‘Instantly her soul awakened; and the
knight explained about the hundred years of
slumber. Then this is the concluding number.’’

By this time they were quite near the lake,
but it was deserted that morning the pro-
gram attractions being too great for even the
careless ones to lose. Burnham glanced
swiftly about him and finding that they were
practically alone, let his fine tenor voice tell
the story in song.

¢ ‘@reat love has guided our steps
Has lighted our way.

It beckons, it leads to a haven of rest,
To a goal, to a home.

We ask not whither, we follow its potent behest,
‘We hasten, we come.’ ”’

He had reason to be flattered with the effect
of the song on his audience. A lovely flush
overspread Hazel’s face, and her breath came
in little catches of surprised delight.

““The music fascinates me,’’ she said when
he stopped. ‘‘I never heard any just like it.”’
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‘“You must hear it to-night,”’ he said, mak-
ing a movement toward the walk,—for their
momentary solitude was over. A troop of
young people were rushing gayly down the hill.
Burnham was glad to see them; another mo-
ment of quiet and under the spell of those
lovely eyes he might have said something that
would have spoiled all his plans. He con-
tented himself now with asking:

““May I call for you this evening?”’

¢Oh, no!’’ Hazel said quickly. ‘‘No thank
you; it will not be in the least necessary. I go
there often, you know; and if I am not ready
when the others go, I shall not mind going
alone; I am used to it.”’

“But I am not proposing to come because
it is necessary, only because I want the pleas-
ure of it. Why may I not call and accompany
you? Is your aunt the wicked fairy who has
bewitched you into not wanting any friends?
If so0, let me be the knight who will break the
spell.”’ '

She laughed a little, and flushed under his
gaze. She was confused and happy and fright-
ened.

“Oh, I want friends!’’ she said under her
breath, and there was unconscious tragedy in
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her voice. .‘‘I don’t think anybody in the world
can want them more; but—"’

““Then let me be your friend, and escort. I
promise to shield you carefully from -all the
pomps and vanities of this wicked Chautau-
qua; I am prepared to guard you with drawn
sword if mnecessary; knights always wear
swords, you know.’’ )

He accomplished his purpose and made her
laugh again; her laugh was very charming.
But his next words frightened it away.

“I am to begin, remember, by coming for
you this evening at half-past seven.’’

“Indeed, Mr. Roberts, I cannot go at all if
you persist in that; my aunt I am perfectly
certain would not approve, and I am here in
her care; I have no one else in all the world.”’

“I won’t do anything to trouble you, but
please make me understand. What is there
_for any one to disapprove? Can you think of
anything more commonplace than my sugges-
tion? Am I to infer that your aunt objects to
- all company for you? or do you mean me
to understand that I am especially obnoxious to
her?” v

Hazel was already ashamed of her vehe-
mence, and broke into a little laugh as she said:



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 177

¢TI think you must suppose me to be an idiot.
All I mean is that my aunt is not accustomed to
think of me as a grown person; in her eyes I
am just a child who does not yet know how
to behave well away from her elders. I have
never had any company of my own since I came
to her home, and the idea of my going out
with a gentleman or receiving a call from one
would be simply frightful to her. I wonder
if I am at all succeeding in making you under-
stand?”’

“I think you are,”’ he said gayly; but the
gayety was to cover a rush of very different
emotions. He felt the strongest possible de-
sire to take this girl in his arms and say:

¢ ‘Yield thy mouth to my life-giving kiss.’ ”’

“It’s all right,”’ he added cheerfully as they
mounted the hill. ¢‘I think your aunt has a
touch of—the other fairy about her, but we will
not undertake to break the spell rudely, lest
she might consider a strait jacket necessary.
But you will come to the concert to-night, will
you not? I want you to hear that music. I
think the south side will be the better place to
secure seats, perhaps the third-aisle section.
Suppose you try to find one there? IfI chance
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to see you and can be of service I shall be
glad.””

He was lifting his hat ceremoniously now,
preparing to leave her at her corner. Crowds
of people were passing; let them pass. All the
world might make note if they wished, of a
gentleman lifting his hat to a lady in courteous
good-bye.

Hazel went home in a flurry. Her aunt
would be sure to make note of her long ab-
sence; what would she ask, and what would
she reply?

It was better than her fears. Her aunt was
absorbed and annoyed by some bills that had
just come in, and did not consider time. She
was, however, in anything but an amiable hu-
mor. How can one be amiable who has bills
to pay of unexpected magnitude, and no money
with which to pay them? Her directions
throughout the morning were crisper than
usual, and she was harder to suit. It is true
that Hazel may have called for a greater ex-
penditure of patience than usual; she felt in a
flutter of excitement; something wonderful had
happened: she had a friend! ¢For all time,”’
he had said. Then he meant, somehow, to see
more of her. How could he? Should she go
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to the concert? Yes, she would. She must
hear the whole of that story, despite the fact
that she had nothing bright and pretty to wear,
like other girls. The brown skirt and jacket
did very well, though, for evenings; it was al-
ways chilly at night in the amphitheater. But
should she go around to the south side? She
often did, because she liked it better; still, to-
night, it would look as though— Then her
aunt startled her and made great scarlet waves
rush over her face by saying sharply:

“‘Hazel, what is the matter! I have spoken
to you three times without being noticed; you
act as though you had been bewitched.’’

She did go to the concert. She was much too
late to go with the others who rushed away early
to secure good seats, so she went alone; but

* this was her own fault. Isabel offered to wait

and dry the dishes if she would only hurry, and
her aunt told her to pile up the dishes and
leave them until morning if she wanted to.
She did nothing of the kind; the dishes were
washed and dried and the kitchenette put in
perfect order before she left it. She was very
late, she told herself, and of course no one
would be looking for her to come at such an
hour, but she went around to the south side,
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the third section from the choir. All the world
had apparently done the same and no vacant
seat was visible anywhere, but Burnham
Roberts was. He stepped out of chaos; one
moment she saw nothing of him, the next, he
was moving beside her down the incline. As
they neared the front, two boys, each the richer
by a quarter of a dollar then he was an hour
before, suddenly slipped out of the excellent
seats they had been occupying and skipped
away. .

Despite the heavy brown suit which, being
much worn in all weathers and being shoddy in
the first place, was growing shabby, Hazel
had never looked prettier than she did that
evening. Josephine, recognizing her from the
extreme north side of the amphitheatre, be-
came suddenly and anxiously aware what a
very pretty girl her cousin was.

‘‘Dangerously pretty,’’ she said with a little
sigh. Josephine was years older than she, and
knew something of this dangerous world.

-Under the spell woven by the music and the
ring in their ears of those closing words:

‘‘Great Love has guided our steps, has lighted our
way,—

It lives! it is HERE!"”’
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Those two, Hazel and her ‘‘friend,’’ left the
amphitheater together. She made no demur
when he placed her hand on his arm and
guided her away from the moving throngs to
the quieter street where she lived. They
walked rapidly, he talking pleasant common-
places and she almost silent. Once he referred
to the speed they were making.

“I am taking you home by the shortest
route, in order to reach there before the ‘other
. fairy’ does, lest she be roused to action. Do
you understand?’’ Then, without waiting for
answer, ‘‘Did you like it?”’

“‘The music? Some of it was delightful; but
it was too sad. Think of it,—a hundred years
asleep!”’

¢“A hundred years can be compressed, some-
times, into a single week.”” He left her to
puzzle over what he might mean by that, and
asked if she liked to watch ball games. Was
it possible that she had never seen a game!
Then she must go to-morrow; it promised to
be an exciting affair. He would like nothing
better than to call for her if—then he felt the
tremor of her hand on his arm and added
hastily:

‘“‘Never mind, I understand; we are not
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sufficiently accredited as yet; I shall boldly
bring my mother, some day, and call upon you.
But at least I may secure you a seat for the
game? Remember that your friend will be
watching for you. Good night.”’

Returning, he met the woman whom he had
discovered to be Hazel’s aunt and mentally
shook his fist at her. ‘“Old vizen!’’ he mut-
tered. ‘“If I don’t find some way soon to
checkmate you I'm not the fellow I think I
am.”’

When her aunt and cousins reached home,
Hazel was in her attic. They saw the light as
they approached the house.

¢TI believe that child did not go out, after
all!”’ her aunt said. Josephine considered this,
and decided for the present to be silent.

Hazel in her attic, indifferent to bugs and
bats and even mice, her eyes shining like stars,
her cheeks very crimson quoted softly from the
cantata, words that had clung to her heart:

‘“‘Guarded and guided by the hand of love,
Such was thy past, such shall thy future be.”’

She did not know what she meant by ap-
propriating them; except that first line, that
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had been true of her life; she did not mean
anything, only she had a friend.

It was about that time that Eureka Harrison
who had not attended the concert, turned her
pillow resolutely as a token that she meant to
stop thinking and go to sleep. As she did so,
she told herself emphatically, ‘‘Now I have
settled that, and I don’t need to keep thinking
it all over; I am to marry Burnham Roberts.”’



CHAPTER XIII

FORCED INTO ARGUMENT

Wrire early morning Eureka Harrison be-
gan to plan her new departure; for many
months Burnham Roberts had been the one to
seek and petition for her company; now she
must meet him a trifle more than half way;
she must show him that she understood and
appreciated his attentions. For a day or two
she had scarcely seen him, but this she be-
lieved had been by her own arrangement.

At the breakfast table she challenged him to
go with her to the hall to hear a remarkable
woman. Those breakfast-table chats by the
way, were among the pleasantest hours of the
day. Those of ‘‘Aunt Ruth’s party’’—as the
younger ones called this gathering of the four
families—who were staying at the hotel had
special tables assigned to them. Eureka and
her mother, as guests of Mrs. Roberts for the
season, were of course at her table, and as the

morning meal was most unceremonious, differ-
: 18¢
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ent members of the party straying in as suited
‘their convenience, it often happened that Eu-
reka and Burnham, both being laggards, break-
fasted alone together. ‘‘And planned their
mischief for the day,’”’ Mrs. Harrison was once
heard to remark in a discouraged tone.

Eureka was well pleased that it happened
thus on that particular morning.

‘‘Have you been taking a trip to New York,
or what became of you?’’ was her opening
charge. ‘I haven’t so much as seen you for
days.”’

“I beg your pardon,” Burnham said gen-
ially, ‘it is only two days since we had our
latest quarrel. I have simply been pursuing
the even tenor of my ways; devoted to my
mother, and Chautauqua, as usual. I had my
mother out driving for one entire afternoon;
I must do that oftener, by the way, it is better
for her than so many lectures. Then I at-
tended an excellent concert which I believe
you eschewed. Now that I think of it, you
seem to be the one who should render an ac-
count; I have not seen you in any of your usual
haunts.”

““I have been very especially engaged with
an important matter demanding solitude. I



186 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

remember, now you speak of it, that I saw you
out driving. Your mother had that pretty
protégée of hers with her, did she not? Did
you find her eyes as large as ever?”’

““Larger if anything, and very wide open.
I never knew a child to be so observant of color
and form and beauty generally; it was interest-
ing to note her delight in what we call the
commonplace. Shall I have the pleasure of
preparing this orange for you?’’

While he did so, he was wondering what
Eureka would think of the pongee coat episode,
all the details of which he perfectly under-
stood. He knew that he would not tell her
about it; not yet—she did not know Hazel well
enough to be sympathetic; but he believed that
there was that in her which would make a good
reliable friend when once she—

He did not finish the sentence in his thought.
Eureka was talking; it was time that he gave
her undivided attention.

‘““Well, have you promised to take her driv-
ing again this morning—don’t halve that
orange, please, I like it better whole—or will
you go with me to hear Mrs. Wells? She is
said to be well worth hearing.”’

¢“Is that designed for a pun?’’ he asked with
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the slightest perceptible shrug of his shoulders.
““Who is Mrs. Wells? Does she yellercute?”’

‘“‘Burnham, aren’t you tired of that foolish
word? it doesn’t mean anything, you know; not
here at least, where all the public readers are
of acknowledged ability. Mrs. Wells is a lec-
turer.”

¢¢Oh, I think I have heard of her; a woman-
suffrage ranter is she not? That is a shade
worse than yell—I beg your pardon—than the
average public reader.”’

They were not getting on; Eureka was grow-
ing vexed; she was almost tempted to ask her-
gelf—if she possibly could—only she would
not; that matter was settled.

“Mrs. Wells speaks on Mormonism,’”’ she
said drily. This time he shrugged his shoul-
ders outright.
- ““Oh, Mormonism! Why do they let a

woman come to a place like Chautauqua to
maunder over that subject? What can she -
say that we don’t know already?”’

“Go and hear her and you’ll discover; if
all that I have heard about her is true, you
know a great deal more than I fancy you do
if you find that she doesn’t tell you anything
new.”’
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Clearly he was not getting on with Eureka
as well as usual; and he should need her help
if his plans carried. Why was he irritating
her in this way, anyhow? He knew nothing
about the Mormons, and cared nothing about
them. Why not spend the morning in the hall
if she chose? He pulled himself together and
spoke in cheerful tones.

“Oh, I’ll go and hear her if you wish, and
tarn Mormon if you say so, or do anything
else this morning that your highness elects; I
was never more entirely at your service.’’

It occurred to Eureka as she made ready for
the lecture that she had not managed herself
at all well that morning. If they were mar-
ried people it could hardly have been worse; .
ghe had heard husbands and wives spar at each
other, and catch each other up in the way she
had done to Burnham, but engaged people she
did not believe ever had such scenes; much less
those who were not yet even engaged; she
ought to be ashamed of herself. Then this in-
consistent creature sighed over the dreary
prospect before her of interminable years of
breakfast-table sparring, perhaps, after they
should become husband and wife! :

The hall was packed, and every outside seat
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was taken. Burnham was compelled to forage
for chairs at a neighboring building.

‘““What people they are here to rush to
things!’’ he commented as he came across the
road with two chairs. Eureka’s crisp reply
was: ‘‘That is because they find things worth
rushing to.”’

“‘She is never sweet,”” Burnham said to him-
self; and he thought of one who seemed always
sweet.

The large audience was intent upon the
speaker, who was a woman well fitted to com-
mand attention. No one would have thought
of describing her as handsome, yet there was
that in her face which attracted even the
thoughtless. Perhaps it was strength of char-
acter that instantly drew one’s attention; per-
haps it was the conviction that here was a
woman to be trusted, to be relied upon. Burn-
ham Roberts who might have represented the
most heedless of her auditors whispered his
first thought to Eureka:

¢“She will never be hanged for her beauty,
will she?’’ And was amused over the reply
that she instantly flashed back at him.

‘‘Perhaps she will for her brains.”’

After that they listened. The strong, clear,
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penetrative voice fairly compelled attention;
8o did her use of the English language; every
word seemed to be marshalled into the place
that had been waiting for it, and when the
speaker closed, one man standing near Burn-
ham and Eureka must have voiced the feeling
of hundreds as he exclaimed: ‘‘Every adjec-
tive that woman uses weighs a pound!”’

“That is true,’”’ said Burnham, smiling,
‘‘and she knows where to place them.”’

““Aren’t you almost inclined to think you
heard something that you didn’t know before?”’
Eureka asked mockingly, as they moved slowly
with the crowd.

““Well, if she is sure of her statements she
made some that deserve thinking about.’’

¢Did she impress you as a woman who would
be likely to make careless statements?”’

“No, I can’t say that she did; but that
arraigning of the United States govern-
ment was in rather bad taste, don’t you
think??”’

“If she told the truth, why shouldn’t it be
arraigned?’’

““Do no good.”

““That will depend on how many thoughtful
men were among her listeners who will go home
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to make their influence and their votes tell, as
they have never done before.”’

““And also on how soon universal suffrage
obtains,’’ said an incisive voice just at their
side, and Eureka welcomed and introduced
Mrs. Blanchard, a class acquaintance.

““You think the women would set this thing
straight at once, do you, if they could only
vote?’’ Burnham Roberts said, good-natured
sarcasm in his tones.

““Oh, we’ll help as soon as we get the
chance,’”’ was the cheerful reply. ‘‘Meantime,
a few more women like Mrs. Wells could accom-
plish wonders. What did you think of her
four indictments against the Mormons, Mr.
Roberts?”’ '

‘‘Rather fierce,”” Burnham answered, smil-
ing. ~

““Fierce? I should think so! Isn’tit dread-
ful to have an institution flourishing in the
name of religion that is traitorous to the gov-
ernment which tolerates it? I’m glad she was
able to prove her charge by facts; so many
people seem not to understand anything about
that part. I thought at first that her second
indictment about their being a law-breaking set
was too much like the first one, but she made
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her point all right; and wasn’t she strong on
her proofs?’’

¢‘She could hardly help being,’’ Eureka said.
¢ An organization that flaunts its immorality in
the faces of the very children, even teaching it
in their catechisms, is bound to furnish abun-
dant proof of their law-breaking propensities.
I wish all the men who content themselves by
calmly stating that ‘polygamy is a dead issue,’
could have heard her this morning; they would
surely be ashamed to ever say it again.”’

As it was not yet a week since Burnham
Roberts had been guilty of making that very
statement he appreciated the thrust. He did
not feel like talking about the Mormons, in
truth his thoughts were elsewhere, but it
seemed to be necessary to rouse himself to
some word, so he said:

“Don’t you consider her statement about the
Mormon church throttling business, absurdly
overdrawn? I don’t know of any legitimate
business being interfered with by Mormons.’’

Mrs. Blanchard was roused at once.

¢Oh, Mr. Roberts that’s just the trouble,—
you men don’t know; if you attended mission-
ary meetings and read up on these points, as
we women do, you would know how many times
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business is throttled by them. You didn’t
hear this woman, yesterday, did you? Were
you there, Miss Harrison? Ob, that’s too bad;
she was wonderful! some of the incidents she
gave illustrated this point perfectly. Dear me!
I could have illustrated it for her. I know a
man living sixty miles away from Utah, who
allowed his daughter to attend our mission
school. He was a member of the Mormon
church, you understand, and was presently
called to account for his dreadful sin. He had
backbone enough to say that his daughter was
happy there, and he meant she should stay.
He was running a little store, at the time. Mr.
Roberts, how long do you think it took for the
Mormon power to turn every bit of patronage
from that store? Just two days!”’

““That is because Mormonism'is so splendidly
organized that they can reach their people all
over the country at a few hours’ notice,’’ inter-
posed Eureka. ‘‘It is one of the excellencies
that our voters admire.”’

Burnham Roberts laughed; he recognized
this also as a thrust at him.

‘““Well, that is one way in which they inter-
fere with business. Another store was opened
there by a loyal Mormon and every bit of pat-
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ronage straightway went to him. The man
whose business was ruined moved to another
town and tried to get work by the week, or
day, in some of the shops; not one of them
would have him although they were advertis-
ing for help! he had been advertised as un-
trustworthy ; neither Mormon nor Gentile dared
to employ him after that. He went from town
to town hunting work, in vain, until he got as
far as Denver. Finally he decided to make an-
other trial in business for himself in a little
place not very far from Denver; he invested
all his savings in goods to stock a little store,
only to find that he could not get his goods
carted either by railroad or horse power!
Then he harnessed his own team and resolved
to get them there himself. Don’t you see he
had plenty of backbone? He was determined
that the Mormons should not crush him be-
cause he chose to send his daughter to a good
school. He started with his load for the little
town and was never heard of again! People
who know all about the Mormons are per-
fectly aware that mysterious disappearances
are not uncommon. Wasn’t his legitimate
business effectually throttled for him, Mr.
Roberts?”’
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¢“‘Isolated cases do not prove anything,’’ said
that gentleman with dignity.

““QOh, ‘isolated’! I told you that you did not
read missionary literature. Mrs. Wells could
spend every morning this week giving similar
accounts of happenings that have come under
her own observation. So could I, for that
matter; I lived in a Mormon town, once, and
know by personal experience what I am talking
about.””

““I don’t care so much about the men,’’ said
Eureka. ¢‘Most of them went into it with their
eyes open, or with plenty of chances to have
them opened, if they cared to take the trouble;
but I'm sorry for multitudes of poor victims
among the women. What are their lives worth
to them?”’

“I know,” said Mrs. Blanchard. ‘‘The
‘poor fool-ies.” Wasn’t that an original sen-
tence? ¢‘Always when there are fool-ers there
are fool-ies.” That’s a woman’s rendering of
Shakespeare, Mr. Roberts; expressive, isn’t
it1”

““The women needn’t remain fooled if they
don’t like it,”’ quoth Mr. Roberts, deciding to
generalize, since he must needs say something.
He was sorry that he said it; a storm of indig-
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nant protest rattled about his ears. When he
could distinguish between exclamations, Mrs.
Blanchard was saying: ‘‘Dear me! you ought
to have heard Mrs. Wells yesterday; she took
up that point and riddled it.”’

¢‘She has riddled a good many remarks that
our dear politicians are fond of making,”’
Eureka said. ‘‘There will be no excuse for a
person who comes to Chautauqua being fooled
by them any longer; that is one comfort.’’

Eureka’s tones were so caustic that Mrs.
Blanchard glanced at her in surprise, while
Burnham roused himself to contend.

‘“Now, really, I should like to understand
why a woman couldn’t eschew Mormonism if
she chose, just as she could Methodism, or any
other ism. It may not be the easiest thing in
the world to do, but if she finds herself victim-
ized and hasn’t backbone enough to get out of
it, she doesn’t deserve sympathy.’’

Mrs. Blanchard smiled calmly on him as she
said: ‘‘Mrs. Wells would tell you that the
first all powerful reason is that she has all her
life been a ‘fool-ie’ trained to it, and believes
with all her heart—just because she is a fool °
—that her future life to all eternity depends
on that one man to whom she belongs. What
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chance is there for such as she? Moreover,
suppose she could by some miracle be freed
from such shackles, enough to act, and could
get away; trained as she has been, how will
she support herself and her children? Where
will she look for direction and help? But we
~ need not argue about supposed cases. Don’t
you know, Mr. Roberts, the histories of those
who have been brave enough to try to escape,
and have lived to tell their own stories? They
were not lacking in courage, were they?”’

“I am not arguing at all,”’ Mr. Roberts said
briskly. ‘I am simply being entertained. I
believe you two ladies think I am a Mormon
emissary sent here to spy out the land; or at
the very least a Mormon sympathizer; whereas
the fact is that I have not the slightest desire
to join that handful of curious people, and have
no interest whatever in their peculiar religious
notions. I am even prepared to admit that per-
haps we have been too lenient of their follies,
and that it is time for our government to look
into their teachings more carefully. Am I ac-
quitted?”’

He was smiling, but Eureka knew that he was
annoyed. Mrs. Blanchard laughed and said
she was glad that Mrs. Wells was converting
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him, and that it was quite time, for he must
remember that the ‘‘handful of curious people
called Mormons’’ now numbered considerably
over a million in our own country, and were in-
creasing rapidly. At that point they reached
Ramble Avenue, and to Burnham’s relief she
remarked that she must leave them there; so
once more he and Eureka were left to them-
selves. '



CHAPTER XIV

PUZZLING QUESTIONS

Bur they did not get on well. Eureka had
been stirred to the depths of her nature by what
had been revelations to her, and she felt as
though she could not endure Burnham’s ap-
athy; but levity was worse. When he bent
toward her and said whimsically: ¢‘Did she
really think I was perhaps planning to turn
Mormon and marry seven wives ?’’ she answered
coldly that she did not understand how any
person with a heart could trifle over a subject
so full of human misery as that; especially if
he had any respect for women.

It is probably fortunate that at that mo-
ment they were again interrupted by people
from the intersecting street. Among them
was Mrs. Dennis and Eureka’s mother.

‘““Were you there, Eureka?’” her mother
asked, as though there could be but one place
to have been. ¢‘Did you ever hear anything

‘likeit! I feel as though I had been to the pit!”’
199
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Before any reply could be made, Mrs. Dennis
interposed.
¢“Eureka, may I introduce my brother? Miss
Harrison, Mr. Dennis. Mr. Roberts. Don’t
talk Mormonism to him, though, if you want
to get quieted down in time for dinner; he is
a missionary from Utah, and is ready to flash
at the mention of the word, ‘Mormon.’ »’
Eureka gave the stranger a swift compre-
hensive glance, and found him tall, pale, and
uninteresting. ‘“But I don’t believe,”’ she
added to this after a moment, ‘‘that the Mor-
mons like him a bit better than he does them.”’
There was still a little time before dinner,
and as Burnham was sincerely anxious to get
to a better understanding with Eureka, he
urged that they walk on down to the shore and
get refreshed; she being anxious for precisely
the same thing, agreed at once. And then they
quarreled outright; about the strangest thing!
It was a very small boy, one of those who
~ were often in Eureka’s train, who began the
mischief by wading out into altogether too
deep water and getting stuck in the mud. Or-
dinarily he was a plucky little chap who knew
how to get out of trouble as well as into it;
but the water surging about him frightened
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him, so instead of making an effort to get out
he stood still and yelled. It was the dinner
hour in many cottages and that part of the
shore was almost deserted, so there was no one
to depend on but the two who were not far from
him. Eureka, who did not realize that the
chief difficulty was mud, was very much
alarmed.

“Do hurry!”’ she exclaimed. ¢‘See how high
the waves are! they will cover him before you
get there. Oh, what if they should carry him
away out! he would surely drown! Burnham,
why are yousoslow!’’ Shewhirled toward him
as she spoke and was amazed to see him stand-
ing there calmly, hands in his pockets. As she
turned he called out: “‘Come on, Willie, that’s
a brave boy; pull out the right foot, then the
left, you can do it.”’

‘“‘Burnham Roberts!’’ FEureka almost
screamed the words, ‘“aren’t you going in after
m!”

“I hadn’t thought of it,’? he said composedly.
“That mud doesn’t seem to be exactly suited
to low shoes or to my style of trousers.”’

She made a gesture of disgust; the very im-
maculateness of his toilet down to his shining
shoes and light-colored silk hose offended her.
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““You can stand there and think of clothes,”’
she said, ‘‘when a little child is in danger!
I think you are a coward as well as a dude,
and I'm sorry to have to own you for an ac-
quaintance. I shall go after him.”’ She was
suiting her action to her word but with a quick
spring he caught her arm. ‘‘Eureka, you must
not! you do not understand; really there is no
danger.”’

She tried to twitch herself from him but he
held her arm as though his hand were a vise,
while he tried to explain what she would not
heed. At that moment there came running
from a boat house in the distance a stalwart
workman who plunged his stout rubber boots
into the thick black mud, fished out the boy
with a single mighty stroke and sent him yell-
ing home. Eureka, freed from the vise, turned
and walked rapidly down the shore toward the
avenue that led to the hotel. Burnham fol-
lowed, uncertain whether to try to speak, or
to keep silence. Then came an experience that,
if it had been carefully arranged beforehand
for effect, could not have been better planned.

A little girl had for some minutes been
leisurely rowing toward them from across the
lake. She looked very small to be managing a
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boat, but both Burnham and Eureka knew that
she understood it. She was the eight-year-old
daughter of a woman who washed for some of
the guests at the hotel, and often rowed over,
quite by herself, for the clothes.

“I don’t often trust the clean clothes to
her,”’ the mother explained, ‘‘because she is a
frisky little thing like the rest of ’em—she’s
only eight—and might spatter ’em. But she
can’t do no mischief to dirty clothes so I let her
go for ’em. O dear no! I ain’t a mite afraid
to have her; she’s rowed a boat ever since she
was two.”’

It happened just as Eureka, who was almost
breathless with fast walking and indignation,
was turning to climb the hill. The ‘‘frisky
little thing’’ had risen for a better view of
something on the farther shore—her very
familiarity with the boat making her careless,
—and, whether she slipped on the wet floor,
or turned suddenly dizzy, or how it happened,
no one knew; but she pitched backward into
the water. She was quite a distance from the
shore, but they both heard distinctly her wild
frightened cry, as she disappeared. Eureka
stood still, transfixed with terror; the sturdy
workman was nowhere to be seen, and there
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was no one else. Yes—a man was rushing
down to the water’s edge throwing back coat
and waistcoat as he ran. Another second and
he was in the water, swimming with long,
masterly strokes despite his impeding clothing;
gshe had not known that Burnham Roberts
could swim like that under any circumstances.
She held her breath and watched: He was
making for the very spot where the child had
disappeared; no, there she was! he was almost
by her side! would he reach her before she
sank again? Could he save her if he did?
Boats there were in plenty all along the shore,
couldn’t she take one and row out to them?
She ran frantically down to the water’s edge
only to find that the boats were securely locked.
She screamed for help, and waved her arms
frantically as though if people could not hear
they could surely see. Very soon they did
both; people were running from all directions,
men, women and children; like wildfire had
gone forth the word that something had hap-
pened; and all the time Burnham Roberts was
swimming with powerful strokes toward the
shore, holding by one hand in that vise-like
grasp a little unconscious weight.

There were literally hundreds to receive
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them, to work over the child, to assure her res-
cuer that she was ‘‘coming round all right,”’
and to hurry him away in a carriage, in a
dozen carriages if he had accepted all that ea-
gerly offered. Presently Eureka saw him
whirled away, looking white and exhausted.
Then she turned and walked up the hill alone;
she was rid of her companion without the need
for rapid walking; and she had called him a
dude and a coward.

She did not see him again until after break-
fast on the following morning; then she went
straight toward where he stood on the South
veranda, looking bored. All the morning he
had been surrounded by a crowd of young
people eager to make him into a hero. He had
re-translated a dozen different stories of the
rescue, and from out the tissue of fantastic ex-
aggerations picked the few simple facts; he
was utterly tired of being a hero and tempted
to disclaim even the desire to save a human
being from drowning. He had not appeared
at the breakfast table, and his mother had re-
ported that he did not rest well during the
night and had a headache; but that he assured
her he was all right, and that the headache had
nothing whatever to do with the exposure of the
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day before. No indeed he had not rested in
the afternoon; he went to the ball game! she
had never before known him to be so deeply
interested in a game played by entire strangers.

To all this, Eurcka had listened in silence
and compunction. Had his headache to do with
the unjust and unwomanly treatment he had
received at her hands? She had been miser-
able about it ever since; she had wondered how
it was possible that she could have used such
" language as she did; she told herself that it
would be very hard indeed for him to forgive
her; and all the time she had no doubt but that
he would; she believed that he cared enough
for her to forgive anything. As she decided
this, she felt a little sting of compunction be-
cause she could not bring herself to care for
him as he did for her. _

She swept the children who were about him
and who ran toward her, out of her way with
a word.

¢‘No, Charlie, not this morning. Some other
time, Louise. Run away now all of you, I want
to talk to Mr. Roberts.”” Then she turned to
him. ‘I can’t tell you how glad I am to see
you out as usual after your dreadful expe-
rience yesterday. Before I ask anything about



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 207

it I want to beg you to forgive the cruel and
hateful words I said; of course you know that
I didn’t mean them, but I can’t think how I
could have spoken as I did, even under wild
excitement.’’

He was not diffusive in reply, although he
said kindly that she must not let it trouble her,
it was really of no consequence ; sane people did
not take offense at what their friends said un-
der the pressure of strong excitement. The
words were all that they should be, but some-
way, the manner was not Burnham’s. When
she tried to question him about the rescue he
broke in impetuously.

“Suppose we agree to forget all about that.
I have been interviewed and interrogated ad
nauseam; the most absurd and extravagant
nonsense has been talked about it. You and
I know that I simply swam out and picked up
a little girl who had tumbled into the lake; and
that is all there is of it.””

Eureka was bent on one more question.

“I won’t talk about it, Burnham, if it an-.
noys you; though I still think there is a good
deal of it, but I am dreadfully anxious to un-
derstand why it was that you were so utterly
indifferent to the terror of that dear little



208 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

Willie Powell, and then three minutes after-
wards so wutterly reckless of yourself for the
sake of that little girl. Was it because one
was a boy, and the other a girl?”’

He looked at her for a moment without
speaking,—but with a curious smile. When
he spoke his voice was coldly polite.

I beg your pardon, is it possible that you
did not know that the little chap in the mud
was only in danger of a whipping that he richly
deserved, for going in wading at that for-
bidden point; and that the little girl would cer-
tainly have drowned if some one had not
reached her speedily?’’

¢TI did not know, I mean—I did not think—?’
Eureka began humbly, and in some confusion,
but he had turned from her with a cordial:
“‘Good morning, Mr. Dennis,’’ to that gentle-
man who was ascending the veranda steps.
¢‘Can you equal such a morning as this in Utah?
To excel it would hardly be possible.’”” Eureka
felt herself dismissed.

It was all very unlike Burnham; he had evi-
dently been more hurt by her words than he
cared to own; but she felt that she had never
before liked him quite so well. She decided
that she must be willing to be treated coldly
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for a little while; he really had abundant rea-
son for so treating her, and she must continue
to show him that she was both sorry and
ashamed. Had she known that Burnham’s un-
usual manner had nothing whatever to do with
her she would have been astonished beyond
measure. :

The truth was that he had trials and per-
plexities that morning, with which he felt she
could not sympathize.

Despite the advice of the physician and the
entreaties of his mother he had persisted, on
the afternoon before, in getting out of the warm
- pack in which he had been placed, taking an-
other cold bath—this time in private,—and go-
ing off to the ball game, in which he was, pre-
sumably, so interested that he spent the entire
afternoon watching it. As a matter of fact he
gave extremely little attention to the game.
He occupied one of the excellent seats he had
secured, and sternly held the other against all
intruders until the game was near its close;
then he deserted both seats and walked about
the grounds, to see if by any possible chance
the one he sought could have escaped his eye.
It had been in vain; Hazel was nowhere to be
seen. In the evening, instead of taking him-
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self early to bed, as would have become a youth
who had been through such an adventure in
the morning, or, failing in that, instead of go-
ing down to the parlors to enjoy the reception
being held there, he went off by himself, none of
his intimate friends knew whither, for the en-
tire evening. Of course he knew that he went
first, and with remarkable promptness, to the
band concert; a function that he generally ig-
nored. At its conclusion he had taken an ap-
parently aimless walk about the grounds, re-
turning late to the amphitheater where what
he called a ‘‘stupid recital’’ was in progress.
His testimony with regard to the recital is not
to be considered worth anything, because he
gave his attention almost entirely to the peo-
ple who went and came, or who walked very
quietly around the great building. It had all
been in vain. Hazel was not in 'the amphi-
theater, had not been during the evening; of
that he felt certain; she was not among the
promenaders outside, she did not sit on the
little porch of the little cottage at the extreme
end of Terrace Avenue, although the little cot-
tage was quite dark, and she was presumably
not within. He went home at last, disap-
pointed and in doubt what effort to make
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next toward the accomplishment of his wish.

The perplexity remained with him on this
Sunday morning. How should he contrive to
meet Hazel again? Why had she disappointed
him the day before? Could it be because she
did not care to follow his suggestion? How
should he find out? How should he secure
opportunities to teach her to care? It was
questions like these that were repeating them-
selves in his brain all the while the young
people were trying to make a hero of him; all
the while that Eureka was trying to make him
forgive her. As yet, no answer had been given
to any of them.



CHAPTER XV

ALMOST

Evrera made another effort later. Was
Burnham going to the morning service? Of
course he was; no one would fail to hear the
Bishop. Certainly the Bishop was to preach
that day. Didn’t he know that it was the Bac-
calaureate sermon? Why, for the graduating
class of course; the Shakespeare class; he to
talk about being a loyal Chautauquan and not
know that!

“They say it has a very large representation
here. Don’t you think it would be a good idea
for us to join the class of 19162 It is forming
now. Why, it is a four years’ reading
course. Where have your eyes and ears been
that they haven’t had so much knowledge
drilled into them? Doesn’t that seem a dread-
fully long way to look forward? Nineteen
hundred and sixteen! it seems as though one
would feel so old by that time! But the read-

ing circle takes my fancy; systematic reading
212
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is always so much better than the haphazard
way, don’t you think so? The books are won-
derfully well chosen; I've been looking them
up. What do you think about it?”’

What Burnham Roberts thought was: ¢I
wonder if Hazel likes systematic reading, and
could be induced to join a Circle?’’ Aloud, he
said that he had not given the matter any
thought, and had no opinion to express. This
was disappointing; the Burnham Roberts that
Eureka knew would have been likely to reply
that he was ready to read the Chautauqua
books, or any other books that chanced to suit
her fancy.

However, he went with her to the amphithea-
ter, and watched the marching in of the multi-
tude that represented the class circles of the
years gone by, as well as the very large rep-
resentation of the Shakespeare class, without
making any cynical remarks. In truth the oc-
casion left no room for cynicism. Eureka was
at first enthusiastic; then, as the long proces-
sion in college gown and cap filed down the
central aisle keeping step to the roll of the
great organ, in spite of her belief that people
could control all outward sign of emotion if
they chose, her eyes suddenly filled with tears.
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It was all so vivid a reminder of college days
and of the Commencement week about which
she had dreamed and planned and of which
she had failed. There must be many girls,
yes and women and men, scattered over the
earth who had wanted the college outlook and
striven for it perhaps, even as she had done,
and failed; it was grand in the Bishop to have
conceived this plan by which already multi-
tudes must have been inspired to seek and
secure higher education; but it was grander
still to have opened it to the multitudes upon
whom the daily cares of life, and the daily
necessity for toil pressed so steadily that no
regular college course was possible for them;
yet here in this carefully superintended read-
ing circle they could have a real outlook upon
it all. It was glorious in him to think of it,
to persist in it, to push it in spite of all the
obstacles he must have encountered; in spite
of the criticism and good-natured raillery that
he must have had to endure; that form of dis-
couragement was so much harder to bear than
the sneering kind; for her, at least, and hav-
ing had already her share of the ways in which
even well meaning people can discourage new
enterprises, that they did not originate, the
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girl made sure that the Bishop had lived
through many of them.

She resolved to set in motion plans for a
select Chautauqua Circle among her friends
as soon as she reached home. Even if Burn-
ham decided to spend the winter in New York
—and she did not believe he would—he could
easily run down one evening in a week for the
circle; he would like that; it would be a defi-
nite time in which she would be sure to be at
home. All this, unless he should want—but
she would not think about that; there would be
time enough for such plans. She was sure she
did not want to be married yet, not for several
years, perhaps. What was the need for haste?
But a Chautauqua Reading Circle she would
surely join without delay.

So would Burnham Roberts; almost at the
same moment he settled that he would get up
one in New York, early in the fall, composed of
people who suited him; he was not clear as to
how many members it should have, nor who all
of them should be; but the name of one would-
be Hazel Harris.

The sermon came to Eureka as a surprise.
She knew the Bishop well, by reputation; she
had read his addresses, she had heard him
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speak informally several times; she knew that
he was peculiarly happy in his use of the Eng-
lish language, she knew that he was capable of
a very scholarly effort; she expected that an
address to a ‘‘Literary and Scientific Circle”
would be profound and learned in the highest
degree. She even fancied she could select the
text, and had amused herself, as she waited in
one of the small parlors for Burnham, by tak-
ing up the Bible and running over some of the
majestic passages of Isaiah.

“I’'m picking out the Bishop’s text,”” she
said to Erskine Burnham, who passed through
the room and glanced inquiringly in her direc-
tion. ‘‘How would this do?’’ and she read it
well.

““This is the purpose that is purposed upon the
whole earth, and this is the hand that is stretched out
upon all the nations; for Jehovah of hosts hath pur-
posed and who shall annul it? His hand is stretched
out and who shall turn it back?’’

“Wouldn’t that give him scope for his
powers of oratory?”’

When, an hour later, the Bishop announced
his text, Erskine looked over at Eureka and
smiled. These were the words: ‘‘And the
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Lord added to them day by day those that were
being saved.”’

What chance was here for masterly argu-
ment or brilliant display of oratory! Eureka
was disappointed. When a man was capable
of great things why should he choose small
ones? Wait, was this small?

The Bishop’s singularly incisive voice made
every word reach her distinctly far away as she
was among almost the outermost seats of the
great amphitheater. Yet he was already lean-
ing over the desk and talking in familiar tone
as friend talks with friend, but what tremend-
ous things he was saying!

““The message of the morning is God’s word
to you now and here. Will you be added this
day to those who are being saved? The story
of Pentecost is the story of the sunrise of a
new day in the world’s history. The tongue
of fire perpetuated the ministry of Jesus
through the Holy Spirit of God, as light and
energy in the souls of men.”” A ‘‘common-
place text!’”’ Eureka had mentally called it
that—she never could again. Salvation, as the
preacher obliged her to look at it, and think
about it, was a wonderful thing!

““Salvation,”” said the speaker, ‘‘personal
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and social, national and racial, reaches out
beyond the planet we live on and takes an
interest in suns and stars and spheres and pos-
sible occupants of visible but, as yet by us, un-
explored worlds, where all that is basest among
us has been outlived, or is unknown, and all
that we dream at our best is beautifully and
blessedly real and celestial. Celestial and yet
there; commonplace and familiar, never even
challenged or doubted, because it is an es-
sential feature of the heavenly -civilization.
Oh, for a glimpse of it! oh, for a taste of it!
We may have both. If by faith we look for
it, if by love we taste, and if by will we grasp,
we may become, each one of us, an integral
part of that celestial civilization here and
now.

““To-day look up and see!
To-day reach out and grasp!
To-day remember Christ, and rest.’’

Was there any use in trying to call such
thoughts, such schemes, such possibilities, com-
monplacel

“Oh, for a glimpse of it!”’ That, Eureka
knew had been her instinctive mental exclama-
tion, as the speaker with a few bold strokes



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 219

made that other world glow before her; the
world where her father lived. His next sen-
tence had fairly stunned her: ‘“We may have
it, here and now.”” Her mind went off into a
study of that tremendous statement.

Theoretically she believed it; wait—did she?
Why of course! she was no infidel; she had
been carefully taught. The basic truths of
theology were as A. B. C. to her. Besides—
there was father. Of course it was true.
Well, then—was she a fool? This was where
her logic led her.

When she came back from her mental exer-
cise, the Bishop was speaking directly to the
class. What was that he was saying about
love?

¢“Self-love is one thing and selfishness is
quite another. Self-love of the true type re-
quires self-knowledge. What are we living
for? Is it for bodily ease, and comfort and
self-enjoyment, and recognition, and tributes
of praise? Really, what are you living for?
The development of a wholesome wide-reach-
ing civilization, or merely success for your own
narrow little selft You need to be saved.
Selfishness accepted and never resisted is hell.”’

Involuntarily Eureka glanced at her compan-
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ion. Burnham’s face was grave, even a trifle
anxious; was he listening? Did he feel him-
self in any sense described? Frankly she be-
lieved him to be one of the most selfish persons
she had ever known. All his life, so far as
she had known it, he had thought about, planned
for and indulged himself. Could he help feel-
ing somewhat the force of the Bishop’s awful
words:

“‘Selfishness accepted and never resisted is
hell?”’

Then almost as though an audible voice had
asked, came the question:

‘““What about Eureka Harrison?’’

¢“11’? said Eureka’s inner self as though an-
swering a questioner, ‘I gave up everything
for others. Why am I not a college girl my-
gelf, pray!”’

““That is true, you made one great sacrifice
for your mother; but haven’t you been mak-
ing her unhappy in a hundred petty ways ever
since? In thousands of trifles that make up
your life have you not in a sense taken re-
venge for the very great sacrifice you made?”’
This was plain language. Eureka had never
before allowed herself to speak such plain
- words to herself. Was the accusation in any
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sense true? But she must listen again. The
Bishop was speaking to this Shakespeare class
about its motto: ‘‘To thine own self be true.”’
“It is an earnest word,’’ he was saying, ‘‘a
word of wisdom ; one need not be a Shakespeare
in order to say it, to hear it, to adopt it, and
to obey it. It is a law for every sphere in life,
from the humblest miner in the lowest, nar-
rowest levels under ground, to the astronomer
who mounts his observatory at night for royal
"converse with the remotest stars of space.
And to be at your best—Read Shakespeare?
Oh, yes, but FOLLOW Christ. His words are
full of light, and they burn and glow with
love; and he is near us! he is to-day what he
was on earth. Study his words and works,
and ways. How beautiful it would be if every
one in this class would to-day repeat in his in-
most soul this solemn pledge:

¢ “Witness ye men and angels now
Before the Lord we speak;
To him we make our solemn vow
A vow we dare not break.

¢¢ “That long as life itself shall last
Ourselves to Christ we yield;
Nor from his cause will we depart
Or ever quit the field.” ”’
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The solemnity of the words was doubly em-
phasized by the Bishop’s rendering. Their
effect on Eureka, the effect of the entire serv-
ice indeed, was utterly unlike what she had ex-
pected. Accustomed all her life to religious
services, familiar as she was with the very
hymn that had just been repeated, she had
never thought of such a thing as making its
words personal.

“Ourselves to Christ we yield.”” How often
~ in the choir of her father’s church she had sung
that line without even noticing its solemn
meaning! Why should it take such hold upon
her now?

For the second time the voice of a man to
whom she had never spoken, who did not know
of her existence, had reached her conscience
and pressed upon her the claims of Jesus
Christ. What if she should heed? Suppose

she should decide to say then and there, to
God, that:

““Long as life itself shall last,
Myself to Christ I yield.”’

““As long as life itself,’’ that meant forever,
and forever and FOREVER! there was no end
to life. If she should, would it make a differ-
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ence at once and forever? Would it make a
difference that Burnham Roberts would like?
She was beginning to try to recognize his claim
upon her, his right to be always considered.

She glanced up at him almost timidly as, the
brief after-service concluded, they joined the
throngs who were surging up the aisles, chat-
tering, many of them, like magpies unmindful
of the fact that the soul of the great organ
was at that moment athrob with exquisite har-
monies intended for their ears; unmindful also
of the fact that they had been called to stand
face to face with a question so momentous that
it concerned all their future for both worlds.

Burnham’s face was grave enough, and he
made no attempt to add to the ceaseless chat-
tering going on all about them. Had he felt
the power of the question that was still throb-
bing in her consciousness:

““Will you be added this day to those who
are being saved?’’ The unanswered ques-
tion. Would Burnham like to have her an-
swer, ‘“Yes?’’ Would he join her in the vow
that they ‘‘dare not break?’’ If he had but
understood it, that moment was even more
solemn for him, than for the girl at his side.
It was his opportunity. He had never been
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able to influence Eureka very much in any line;
but she was nearer to the most important de-
cision in life, that day, than she had ever been
before; and it happened that a word from him
would have turned the scale.

But he did not speak it; he was silent, more
silent than she had ever known him to be when
they were alone together; nor did his face en-
courage conversation; it was almost moody.

His thoughts were busy, but it was not the
morning service nor the momentous question
that held them. It was simply ‘“What can
have become of that girl? How shall I man-
age to find out? How shall I shape things so
that I can see her again?’’

Eureka gave over trying to draw him into
conversation, his moody absent air irritated
her; he seemed almost not to notice what she
said; if he wanted to be silent and sullen, let
him; she was in no mood to help him; she
needed to be helped, instead; only—there was
nobody to help her. Oh, well, never mind.
She made a strong effort to throw off the
thoughts that oppressed her. She joined some
of the younger and gayer members of their
group, at the next corner, and chatted and
laughed with them merrily.
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““We ought to give the more earnest heed to
the things that were heard lest haply we drift

away from them.’”” Kureka simply ¢‘drifted
away.”’



CHAPTER XVI

STORM

MeanTiME, Hazel. Trouble that seemed to
her overwhelming had fallen upon her. It
fell, too, through her cousin Josephine, who
had always been kind, and who tried, spasmod-
ically, to plan for her pleasure. But Joseph-
ine had not moved for the purpose of mak-
ing trouble; she was herself sincerely and
sorely troubled.

She had not recognized the young man who
had seated Hazel in the amphitheater on that
memorable evening of the concert. Her calls
at the great down-town store where her father
was head-bookkeeper were rare, but they were
hardly more so than were Burnham Roberts’s,
although his father was a leading member of
the firm and the son was supposed to be arrang-
ing to belong to it. Burnham Roberts had no
objection to the money that his father’s place
in the business world secured for him, but he

hated business;—at least he thought he did—
226 '
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and ignored it as much as possible; comforting
himself with the belief that there was time
enough; some day he would ‘“buckle down and
be nothing but a clerk in a store.”” Meantime, -
he avoided the store so successfully that even
the head-bookkeeper hardly knew him by sight.

But it was his appearance with Hazel that
had troubled her cousin. She saw at a glance
that he had the air and manner of a man of the
world ; where had the child picked him up? Or
had they just chanced to come down the in-
cline together? No, they were acquaintances;
she became convinced of that as she watched;
occasionally they exchanged words and smiles,
and they left the amphitheater together.

Josephine was with one of the young women
whose acquaintance she had made at the cook-
ing school; and this lady, after taking note of
the fact that her companion’s glance wandered
frequently to the south side of the amphithea-
ter, asked:

" ¢“Isn’t that your pretty cousin over there in
front of the post? Don’t you think she is very
pretty?’?

““Yes,”” said Josephine, ¢‘I think so. Do
you know who is sitting beside her?’’
““The man, do you mean? No, don’t yout
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I supposed he was a friend of the family, I
have seen him so often with your cousin.”’

She felt the little start of dismay that Joseph-
ine gave as she asked quickly, ‘Do you re-
member when and where you have seen them?’’

““Why—Ilet me see—was it yesterday? No,
it was this morning; they were walking down
by the lake near the pier; I noticed them par-
ticularly because they made such a handsome
couple. Don’t you really know him at all?
Well, he’s a fine-looking fellow, anyway; your
cousin has shown good taste.”’

““You spoke of seeing them often; do you
remember any other time, especially?’’ Joseph-
ine’s manner expressed such unmistakable
anxiety that her companion could but respect
it and try to be accurate.

““Perhaps I should not have said ‘often,” I
only meant several times. I saw them out
driving yesterday afternoon; at least he was
driving; your cousin was on the back seat with
a lady.”’

¢‘Are you sure it was Hazel?”’

‘“Why, yes, I am. Don’t you think she has
a very distinctive face? I don’t believe one
would be likely to mistake any one else for
her. I had a chance to see her distinetly for
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they stopped at the post office and I was stand-
ing outside. I confess that I stared, espe-
- cially at her lovely coat; it attracted me almost
as much as her face.”

““Her ‘lovely coat’!’’ repeated Josephine,
dazed.

““Yes, she had on a perfectly beautiful
pongee coat, heavily embroidered; I don’t
think I ever saw a handsomer one. I am very
fond of pongee.”’

Then Josephine knew that she must tell her
mother! But it was no feeling of unkindness
toward Hazel that made her sure of it. The
child was beautiful, although her aunt did
not think so; beautiful and young, and ignorant
of the world about which Josephine ‘believed
that she knew so much. It hardly seemed
possible that a girl could be so ignorant as not
to know that she must not talk and walk and
drive with a strange young man, to whom she
had probably not even been introduced; be-
cause—who could have introduced her to one
like him? Hazel knew no one, and went no-
where except on errands, and occasionally to
a lecture or concert. Could it be that she was
a deceitful little thing who slipped away when
they thought her at home, and made acquaint-
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ances where she chose? Josephine did not be-
lieve it for a moment; she believed that Hazel’s
beautiful eyes were true; but—O dear! Mother
must know all this right away. She joined
her mother and Isabel at the corner and went
home with them in a flutter of anxiety. Per-
haps Hazel ought to be looked for at once;
only—how could they find her, or him, when
they did not know even his name?

It was a great relief to see that light in
Hazel’s attic; she was safe then for the night;
it would do to wait until morning; she must
try to plan how best to tell the tale. She
planned a great deal, lying awake for two
hours to do so, but after all she blundered
sadly.

To begin with, there could hardly have been
a more inopportune time than that Saturday
morning just as Mrs. Bradford had discovered
that her weekly bill for eggs and butter and
cream, exceeded the allowance she had made
for them by nearly two dollars, and that all
fruits were higher priced this week than they
had been before. She told Isabel sharply that
she must wash out her white dress herself;
they simply could not afford to have it laun-
dered; and when Hazel spilled the hot water,
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she chided her with vehemence, assuring her
that she acted all the time as though her mind
was somewhere else.

“‘Dear me, I’'m afraid it is!’’ sighed Joseph-
ine who thought she saw her opportunity;
for Hazel was just starting for the milk stand.

¢‘Mother I’ve got to tell you something very
—well, disagreeable I guess is the word. I’'m
afraid Hazel doesn’t know as much about how
- to behave as we supposed she did.”

“‘Goodness knows I never thought she knew
much about behavior, or anything else!’’ re-
torted the worried housekeeper. ‘‘What has.
she been doing now?’’ The emphasis on the
“now,’’ implied a multitude of offenses to back
up this one, whatever it was.

“Did you see her last night at the am-
phitheater? No, you couldn’t from where you
sat; I was on the upper circle, with Miss Car-
son, and Hazel was just across from me on the
South side, with a young man.”’

““With a young man!’’ Mrs. Bradford’s tone
was ominous. ‘‘What young man?”’

“That’s the question. Miss Carson didn’t
know him, and I never saw him before; but she
said she had seen him with her several times.”’

““Who said she saw him with whom? You
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mix up your pronouns so wildly, Josephine,
there is no understanding you.””

‘““Why, Mother! it is perfectly plain what I
mean. Miss Carson said she had seen that
young man with Hazel a number of times; out
walking, and out driving; and then last night
at the concert.”’

To say that Mrs. Bradford was astonished,
fails to describe the situation; she was over-
whelmed with astonishment, with indignation,
with dismay,—and poured out so much of it
in incoherent exclamations, questionings and
forebodings that Josephine regretted her rash-
ness. She tried to smooth matters.

“Of course, Mother, it is nothing but a little
heedlessness on her part; she probably met him
somewhere and was pleased because he showed
her a little attention.”

¢¢ ‘Pleased!’ ’’ echoed Mrs. Bradford; and
¢¢ ‘Heedlessness!” Would one of my girls al-
low a strange young man to take her to places,
and walk about with her? I have no patience
whatever with such talk as that. Hazel, come
here!’” This call in her most vehement tone
was for the girl who, breathless with haste,
stepped on the porch with her bottles of milk.

¢Oh, Mother!’’ was Josephine’s murmured
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protest, ‘‘let us have breakfast first.”” Mrs.
“Bradford did not even notice her.

¢“Come here,”’ she repeated, ‘‘and give an
account of yourself. This is a delightful story
I have been hearing about a member of my
family! It seems that while I thought you
safe at home, you have been traipsing through
the woods, and riding about no one knows
where, with a strange young man! What does
itmean? It simply cannot be possible, after all
the training that I have given you, that you
don’t know any better than to even go out driv-
ing with somebody you picked up on the
streets!’? :

¢Oh, Mother!’’ begged Josephine. All this
sounded so unlike what she had really told her
mother; she had said not a word about the
woods; besides, this was no way to talk to
Hazel; if father were only here he would know
just what to say.

““Josephine,’” said Mrs. Bradford with
severity, ‘‘I want you to be quiet; I am manag-
ing this affair, and I consider myself able to
do it without help. Hazel, how long has this
disgraceful thing been going on? Where did
you pick up a person who is not above impos-
ing on an ignorant girl and encouraging her to
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hide his existence from those who are taking
care of her? Begin at the beginning and let
me have the whole story.”’

By this time Hazel was in no state to begin
anything properly. From surprised embar-
rassment and annoyance, she had advanced
rapidly to burning indignation.

‘I have no story to tell,”’ she said, and her
eyes flashed. ‘‘You have no right to speak
to me in this way; I have done nothing of which
I am ashamed. The young man who overtook
me yesterday on my way from the post office
and walked a little way with me, and who was
kind enough to give me a seat at the am-
phitheater last night, is a friend of the lady
who took me to her room when I was ill, and
was kind to me in every way.”’

¢QOb, he is!”” Mrs. Bradford, instead of
being appeased was growing more indignant
every moment; for it must be admitted that
Hazel’s tone and manner were not conciliating.
¢ And who is she, pray? Some one you picked
up on the street, who took you home when your
fit of ill temper made you sick.”

¢‘She is Mrs. Burnham, of Philadelphia.’’

““Is she indeed! that tells me a great deal!
I am sure I never heard of her before, and
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never want to again; there are all sorts of
people in Philadelphia, as you ought to have
sense enough to know. The amazing thing is
that you consider this a sufficient introduction
to warrant all sorts of intimacies with a young
man. I must say I am not only ashamed but
amazed. I knew your mother had peculiar
ideas, but—’’ But then Hazel’s anger blazed.
Her aunt had never before heard the voice in
which she spoke.

“Don’t you dare to mention my mother! I
will not have her name disgraced by your talk.
My mother was a lady, and you are not; or you
would not say such words to a girl who has
given no occasion for them. I know I am de-
pendent on you for my bread, but I will starve,
rather than stand here silent and hear my
mother insulted.”’

Her aunt advanced a step toward her and
raised her voice. ‘‘Take care, Miss Impu-
dence, don’t you go any farther! Another
word of this kind and out of my house you go,
to earn your bread in the best way you can;
I give you fair warning that I have borne from
you all that I’m going to. Don’t speak at all!’’
for Hazel, already ashamed of her outburst,
had opened her lips—‘‘I don’t want to hear a
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word of any sort from you; all T ask is that
you go out of my sight.”

Here Isabel, who had been silent a very long
time for her, interposed daringly.

““But, Mother, that isn’t being fair; you
ought to let Hazel explain; I am sure she can;
we know that she hasn’t done anything that she
thought was wrong.”’

““Yes,”” chimed in Josephine, ¢‘I hadn’t the
least idea you would say such things to her;
I thought you would just caution her to be
more careful.”’

Mrs. Bradford controlled herself by a mighty
effort and spoke with ominous quietness and
coldness.

“‘Since when did you two discover that it
was your duty to bring your mother up? What
‘we all know’ is that Hazel is an ignorant
young girl who has had very little training
about anything; and that is all I am saying to
her. As a matter of course if she had known
that she was disgracing herself and us, she
wouldn’t have done what she did. However,
it is done now and we shall have to take the
consequences; the only thing we can do is to
look out for the future. I hope, Hazel, that
at least you understand that such doings must
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be put a stop to af once. So long as you are
in my house you must conduct yourself in a
proper manner; I will have no strange young
men hanging about, meeting you on the streets
and taking you nobody knows where. I wish
you were safe in your uncle’s care, instead of
mine, this minute! Now let us see if we can
possibly have some breakfast; and remember,
I want no more words about this from any of
you. We have had enough, in all conscience!”’

Mother and daughters sat down, presently,
to the belated meal, and went to talking at once
about the very subject that had been vetoed.
They were all much excited and talked with
vehemence. Mrs. Bradford, like most angry
people, had said more to Hazel than she had
meant; and now attempted to explain the cause
of her outburst.

“Of course I did not mean that Hazel was
bad! she is simply a little fool; but I haven’t
the least doubt but that the fellow is
thoroughly bad; meeting her on the streets
like any loafer, planning to do so; you needn’t
tell me it is all accident; I know better.”’

““Oh, Mother!’’ from Isabel, ‘I don’t see
how you know. I met Mr. Sellers on the street
last night, and he turned and walked with me;
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then he took me down the incline, and found
a seat for me; what if people should talk about
me for just that?”’.

¢““Mr. Sellers is a very different person,”’’ her
mother said coldly. ‘‘You have been prop-
erly introduced by people whom we know, and
your mother has no objection to your talking
with him. Still, I shouldn’t care to have you
go out driving with him, until I know more
about him.”’

This gave Josephine a new thought.

‘‘There was a lady with Hazel when she went
driving.”’

¢“Oh, there was! why didn’t you say so?”’

¢I didn’t think of it, Mother; I was anxious
for Hazel, and sure that father would think
we ought to keep her with us, and I forgot all
about the lady; but Miss Carson said Hazel
sat on the back seat beside a lady and this man
was in front, driving.”’

‘““Why did Miss Carson need to say anything
about it?’’ Isabel asked with an annoyed toss
of her head. “‘For all she, or the rest of us
know, the lady might have been his grand-
mother that he was taking out for an airing,
and they might just have picked up Hazel and
brought her home. I detest gossip.”
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Mrs. Bradford had reached the stage where
it was absolutely necessary to blame some-
body; this time it was Josephine.

“You did very wrong,’’ she said severely,
“not to speak of the lady at once. As Isabel
says, it would have put a different look on the
whole thing. Not that I think Hazel should al-
low herself to be picked up on the streets by
anybody who happens along, as though she
were a lost article; but I am glad you see it
your duty to kecp her with you; that is what
will have to be done in future. You have been
quite too willing to shirk the responsibility
thus far.”

Now Josephine knew that this was unfair,
and that her mother had been the one who had
planned that she and Isabel should be free to
go, without ‘‘always waiting for a third one.”’
But she held her peace, feeling with her mother,
that they had all said enough on the subject.
Of one thing she was very glad; that she had
said not a word about that pongee coat.



CHAPTER XVII

¢ 0oMMON’’?

HazeL waited for no breakfast; as soon as it
was possible for her to escape, she fled to her
attic and threw herself upon her cot; where
the hornets and mice, if they had been at home,
could have borne witness to such an outburst
of tears and sobs and exclamations of indigna-
tion and distress as that attic must seldom
have heard.

Mingled with her bitter indignation was an
almost overwhelming sense of shame at the
thought that she had appeared to others as
without self-respect; as bold; as everything
that her aunt included in that one hateful
word, ‘‘common.’”” Perhaps she ought not to
have taken that little walk to the shore, though
other girls did such things; she had met dozens
of them walking and chatting with young men;
still, they might have been old friends while
he was a stranger; but he didn’t seem so; he

seemed like the kindest friend any one could
240
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have. Was it possible that he too thought her
‘“‘common’’? Had he urged her to come to
the south side of the Amphitheater, that even-
ing, because he knew that he could?—that she
could be coaxed to do what other girls—re-
spectable girls with fathers and mothers—
would not do!”’

Poor Hazel! she did not believe it, she be-
lieved him to be true and noble and good;
nevertheless the thought rankled.

There was also another misery; she had
broken her pledge. Aunt Sarah had been
horrid, ‘‘perfectly horrid and mean!’” but so
had she. She had said things that ought not
to have been said; they might be true,—she
believed that they were,—but no girl pledged
to strive always for the ‘‘ornament of a meek -
and quiet spirit’’ ought to have soiled her soul
by speaking them.

It is good to be able to record that, before
that dreadful first hour in the attic was ended,
this girl so tried, so miserable, so true at heart,
slipped to her knees and sobbed out her
troubles and her confessions to the ear of Him
who has promised rest.

Nevertheless, she did not fully rest; she was
young and foolish; like many an older Chris-
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tian she insisted on picking up part of the
burden again and carrying it about with her.

Before noon, a kind of peace had been
patched up between her aunt and herself. She
had gone, with her eyes red and her face
swollen with weeping, and faltered out some
stumbling regrets for words that ought not to
have been uttered, and her aunt had tried to
be kind. :

She assured her that of course she had not
for a moment believed her to be intentionally
bad; if she had not at once flown into a passion
she would have understood that they were
simply frightened at finding her so hopelessly
ignorant of the world, and heedless of its dan-
gers. Why, her cousins were appalled at the
idea of her walking and driving about with an
unknown man! One thing she had certainly
proved; she was not to be trusted alone on
these grounds. Hereafter she must go out
with one of them, or not at all. As for the man
who had insulted her, there was no question as
to his badness; men understood about these
things if some girls did not; let him come in
her neighborhood if he dared! she would very,
soon see that he was sent about other busi-
ness. If he had presumed upon the notion
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that Hazel had no one to protect her, he would
find himself mistaken.

It cannot be said that Hazel was comforted
by this interview; she came away feeling her-
gelf almost certainly ¢‘common.”’

As the day waned, her humiliation deepened;
life had suddenly lost all its charm ; she thought
gloomily of the ball game which she had in-
tended to watch; she wanted no ball game.
She wanted nothing of any of them; if only
she could get away and go to mother! Oh, if
she could! mother would understand. She
cried, at intervals, throughout the long day;
surreptitiously in the early part of it, with
absolute abandon when the work was done and
she had drawn down shades and made the little
annex look deserted and then gone to swelter
in her attic. The rooms below were deserted;
the girls, after vainly trying to persuade her
to join them in going to the ball ground, offer-
ing to ‘“do the dishes’’ if she would, had de-
parted with half a dozen acquaintances, and
her aunt,—after urging the special features of
interest at the four o’clock missionary rally,
offering to wait for her if she would go, and
assuring her that they would all get supper
together when they came home, had finally gone
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away vexed, telling her as a parting message
that if she preferred to sulk, rather than to
act like a reasonable being, she could have that
privilege.

Hazel did not sulk, but she cried as she had
" never in all her troubles cried before; the utter
impossibility of explaining to either aunt or
cousins just how she felt, weighed on her like
a pall; their very kindness pressing it the more
closely. By evening, when outward calm had
again been achieved, eyes and face told their
unmistakable tale. She went to bed as soon
as she had finished the supper dishes,—Joseph-
ine insisting on helping with them and chat-
ting to her cheerfully about the wonders of the
ball game. Then, ‘“Won’t you go to hear Mrs.
MecCoy? People say she is very good.”
Hazel, by this time almost too much exhausted,
physically, to talk, could honestly say that she
would rather go to bed than anywhere else in
the world.

On Sunday she did not have to feign head-
ache as an excuse to remain invisible all day;
she had one that kept her a prisoner. Again
they were kind; Isabel hovered over her, bath-
ing her head with witch hazel, while Josephine
tried to make the attic look less dreary; and
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her aunt called up from the foot of the stairs
that they were to be sure and have Hazel come
down and lie on her couch; it was so much
cooler there. But Hazel would not; she was
thankful that the day was cool and that she
could honestly say the attic was comfortable,
and she would not stir from it for anything.
She protested earnestly and successfully
against the offer of each one to stay and min-
ister to her; she would not have them lose the
Baccalaureate sermon for the world! She
drew a long sigh of relief when at last they
departed, and fought her way alone through
a day of physical and mental pain; she was
almost glad when her head ached so hard that
she could neither think, nor cry, any more.
The next morning, despite the headache
which still continued though in a subdued
form, Hazel plunged into work with an energy
that augured well for Isabel’s white dress
which she had offered to launder, and persisted
in undertaking; in truth she added to the
regular Monday routine all the extras she
could, with a half-frightened feeling that it was
only by working to exhaustion that she could
manage to live. By Tuesday morning the girl
looked so white and worn, and had such heavy
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black rings under her eyes that Josephine re-
solved to interfere.

‘“‘Mother,’” she began with firmness, ‘‘don’t
you think it is going to be impossible to keep
Hazel in this little tucked-up house all the time,
unless she goes out with us? A girl of spirit
would be sure to resent such a thing anyway;
she wants to feel free to go and come when
she likes, of course, as the rest of us do. I
think it is all nonsense about not trusting her;
now that she understands, she will be care-
ful enough; and, anyhow, she does as she is
told, wonderfully well.”’

Mrs. Bradford looked annoyed, as she gen-
erally did when her daughters called her ways
in question and told what they thought; but be-
fore she could reply, Isabel, more diplomatic
than her sister, put in her word.

¢“She looks dreadful this morning! as though
she had had a fit of sickness, or was going to;
we’ll have her sick on our hands, next, and
father flying up here to attend to us all.
Wouldn’t it be horrid to have somebody real
sick in a little tucked-up place like this!”’ :

Then Josephine added, ‘Do, Mother, send her
on an errand somewhere. The air is delicious,
just a walk in it will do her good; she won’t go
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out with us; I tried to get her to go to the class
with me this morning, but I couldn’t.”’

Mrs. Bradford felt like saying that if the
gilly girl chose to be so obstinate she might
stay at home forever for all her; but that
reference to Mr. Bradford and his anxieties,
checked her; besides, the child really looked
miserable; what if she should sulk herself into
genuine illness? On the whole, Mrs. Bradford
decided to ignore former commands, and began
as soon as Hazel entered with a fresh supply
of milk. ,

‘‘Hazel, if you are through your breakfast I
wish you would run to the office with those let-
ters on my table. I want your uncle’s to go
by the early mail; you’ll have to get me a quar-
ter’s worth of stamps, too, and put some on
the letters; I’'m entirely out. You’ll find a
quarter in my purse in the left-hand drawer.”’

In this way it came about that Burnham Rob-
erts moodily waiting for change at the money
order window gave a sudden exclamation and,
forgetting his change, rushed over to the win-
dow where Hazel was waiting for stamps; he
had almost given up the hope of meeting her by
any of the ordinary ways. There was unmis-
takable eagerness in his greeting.
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¢““Good morning. Where have you been for
this long time? Why did you go back on me
in such cruel fashion when I begged you to let
me show you the ball game? and why weren’t
you out all day Sunday? You have been ill!”’
he added hastily and anxiously as she turned
startled eyes upon him.

She glanced about her nervously. For all
that she knew she might be doing something
very ‘‘common’’ at this moment; who was there
on the watch to make a note of it? She felt as
though she ought to rush away without a word;
but the postage stamps must be waited for, and
there were several others to be served before
her.

¢TI could not come,’’ she said, her voice low
and tremulous. ‘‘And I must not talk with
you. Oh, no,”’ replying to another anxious
question—‘‘I am not ill, I am only—miserable.”’

‘““What is it?’’ he asked with increasing
earnestness, and increasing gentleness. ‘‘What
has happened? Something I see that troubles
you very much. Am I in any way to blame?
What can I do? Are you waiting for letter
stamps? I have some; let me stamp and mail
those letters, then we will walk to some quiet
place where you can tell me all about it.”’



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 249

She held to the letters and spoke almost as
if in terror.

“No! oh, no! indeed I must not/ I cannot
walk with you any more, nor talk with you; I
must go at once; my aunt is—Oh, Mr. Roberts,
please! 1 cannot tell you anything.”’

She did not mean to; afterwards, she did not
understand how it was that she had. He was
not insistent; he did not try to take the letters,
nor to do anything contrary to her wish; but
he questioned her gently, ingeniously, while he
was taking the stamps from her trembling
fingers and affixing them to her letters; she was
sure that she did not tell him much, not any-
thing like the whole dreadful story; yet he
seemed to understand. When, after a very few
minutes he held open the door for her to pass,
himself remaining behind, all he said was:

“I shall see you soon, good-bye until
then.”’

To himself he said, as he stood looking after
the girl: ‘‘The old cat! the insufferable old cat!
if T don’t get even with you my name is not
Burnham Roberts.”” It is quite safe to infer
that he was not speaking of Hazel! Before
noon he did, what he had done all his life when
he reached a place of straits and was not sure
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which way to turn, went in search of his mother.
He chose his words with diplomacy.

‘“Mommie, do you know that you and I have
succeeded in getting your little friend into a
sea of trouble? It seems that it is not safe,
in this hotbed of gossip, to bestow ordinary
courtesies on acquaintances.’’

They were in his mother’s dressing-room,
and she turned wondering eyes on him from the
mirror before Wh‘ich she was arranging her
hair.

‘““What do you mean, Burnham? Which of
my friends is in trouble?’’

““The latest one,”’ he said lightly. ‘‘The
little girl we took driving; afterwards I had the
audacity to provide a seat for her in the am-
phitheatre, moreover, I met her on the street
and walked a few squares with her; and it
seems her aunt is a person of very limited
brains and large imagination. She chooses to
think that her niece has not only made some
objectionable acquaintances, but has been too
familiar with them; and the child is now prac-
tically a prisoner in that two penny annex
where we found her.”’

““The idea!’’ said Mrs. Roberts. ¢‘The poor
child! and I was just planning a way to have
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her with us for part of to-morrow, so as to give
her a better chance to see the procession, and
all the other functions.’’

‘“Glad to hear it,”’ said her som, speaking
gayly. ‘I have a great desire to see that re-
markable aunt meet her match; and experience
tells me that what Mrs. Evan Roberts plans
she will be likely to carry out, regardless of
ignorant persons who think they can hinder.”’

What mother but would be pleased with such
a word from her son? Mrs. Roberts smiled,
and knew that she would certainly try to carry
out her plans.

It was this chain of events that caused Mrs.
Bradford to be flying about her room that after-
-noon in frantic haste to make certain changes
in her toilet, that she had not meant to make
80 early.

A little girl rooming in the cottage of which
Mrs. Bradford’s rooms were an annex, had
heard and answered a knock at the side porch
door, and carried to that lady a card that she
had long coveted, bearing engraved on it the
name: ‘‘Mrs. Evan Roberts.”” Mrs. Bradford
knew that it would forever hereafter grace her
parlor table. She was practically alone in the
house; her daughters were away for the after-
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noon, and Hazel had retired to her attic, where
knocks at lower doors were not heard; so the
hostess arrived at last on the side porch, where
in pleasant weather her callers were received,
breathless from haste and profuse with
apologies for keeping her guest waiting. This
gave the caller time to recover from her sur-
prise and readjust her possible program for
the interview. Behold, the obnoxious aunt that
her son had deftly challenged her to conquer,
was the wife of her husband’s head bookkeeper!
She had met the lady before, and believed that
she understood something of her character.
Her hasty mental comment was: ‘“That poor
child! Now I understand something that
puzzled me.”’

Rapidly she reconstructed her mode of ap-
proach, and presently broke in upon Mrs. Brad-
ford’s rapture over receiving a call at last from
her ¢“dear friend,”” with a quiet: *‘Part of my
errand this afternoon was to see your niece
whom I met a few days ago. Is she at home,
and may I have the pleasure of a little visit
with her?”’

Then was Mrs. Bradford all but overwhelmed.
So that sly girl had actually come in contact
with Mrs. Evan Roberts and said not a word
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about it! When had they met, and how? Had
Mrs. Roberts heard of the gossip that was no
doubt afloat? If so, how should she find out
how much, or how little had been heard and
what attitude about it should she take with the
great lady? She was visibly disturbed; and
her guest, pitying her embarrassment, essayed
to explain.



CHAPTER XVIII

DILEMMAS

*I prESUME she has told you of making the
acquaintance of my dear friend Mrs. Burnham
who brought her home from the shore the day
she was not feeling well? It was through Mrs.
Burnham that I met her. I became interested
in her at once; one cannot help being interested
in young girls. Soon afterwards, I called; and
finding her at home alone, carried her with me
for a little drive into the country. I hope you
have forgiven me for running away with a
member of your family!”’

She was aiming fo put her hostess at ease, but
had simply added astonishment to her em-
barrassment. So this was the lady in the back
seat with Hazel when she was seen driving out
with a strange young man! If Mrs. Bradford
had only known ! what mattered it who the young
man was, since he was with Mrs. Evan Roberts?

_Still, despite a little flurry of indignation, Mrs.

Bradford was relieved. Part of her annoyance
254
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over Hazel’s supposed departure from the ways
of propriety was born of genuine anxiety for
the girl; she honestly believed that Hazel in her
ignorance had fallen a prey to the wiles of a
bad man; to find that he was a man for whom
Mrs. Evan Roberts was ready to vouch, was a
very great relief; and to realize that it was Mrs.
Roberts who had invited Hazel to drive—of
course because she knew her to be her niece,
was a joy almost too great to be believed. Hav-
ing been genuinely disturbed, the relief brought
her to the verge of tears and bewildering ex-
clamations.

“Oh, my dear Mrs. Roberts, how shall T tell
you what a load you have taken from my: heart!
I have been so distressed, and so uncertain what

-gteps to take; being away from my husband
with the responsibility thrown on me, of course
I felt it all the more. You know how neces-
sary it is for a young girl to see to it that her
good name is kept intact, and my poor niece had
not, I am sorry to say the kind of early training
that would make her careful. When I heard
that she had been out driving with a young
man, a total stranger, whose name, even, I was
unable to discover, you may judge how I felt.
The child is naturally so secretive that she did
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not even mention the drive to me, must less
your name; had I for a single moment supposed
you to be connected with it I should have un-
derstood, of course, and all my anxieties would
have been over; as it is, I am sure you can
realize what I have suffered, for of course you
know what gossip is.”’

Mrs. Roberts was not .sure of any such
thing; certain of this woman’s phrases bewil-
dered her.

““Do you mean me to understand,’’ she asked
quietly, ‘‘that your niece:has been the subject
of unpleasant gossip, and that my son with
whom I was driving out that afternoon has been
the innocent cause?’’

‘““Why, you see,”’ began Mrs. Bradford, em-
barrassed again as she saw to what such an un-
derstanding might lead. “‘I hadn’t the remot-
est idea as I told you that your name was as-
sociated with it in any way; Hazel told me
nothing; she is by nature so secretive that there
seems to be no use in trying to win her confi-
dence; I have to depend upon others; and this
is what came to me.”’

Here she leaned forward and dropping into
undertone gave an elaborate account of Hazel’s
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supposed indiscretions, and the distress of her
aunt and cousins.

‘I am sorry, indeed,’’ said Mrs. Roberts when
the story was concluded, ‘‘that my effort to give
pleasure to a little girl whose face and manner
I fancied, should have led to unpleasant com-
ments. T shall have to confess that it all seems
very simple and commonplace to me. The in-
stincts of gentlemen prompt certain attentions
to ladies of their acquaintance, of course, but
such do not as a rule furnish food for gossip.
Stil], I can see how you as a guardian felt the
need for being even more than careful. Our
misfortune was in not having met any other
members of the family on the day that I called
for your niece to drive with me.”’

““Yes indeed,’’ began Mrs. Bradford eagerly.
¢“If I had only known’’—She launched forth on
an earnest reiteration of her ignorance of the
Roberts name as associated with the matter and
the potency of it, if she had but known; to all of
which Mrs. Roberts gave slight heed; her mind
being busy with the problem of how, under the
circumstances, she could best proceed with her
scheme. Mrs. Bradford, too, was thinking, al-
most as fast as she talked. The problem with
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her was how further to present her niece’s story
to this woman who represented power. If Mr.
Bradford could secure an addition to his salary,
a large addition, because of the coming of an-
other member into his family to be fed and
clothed, it would be what she, Mrs. Bradford,
had long believed ought to be done. Why
should she not, having an unprecedented oppor-
tunity, talk from that standpoint? The diplo-
matist decided to undertake it.

Since Mrs. Roberts was so interested in Hazel
it was right that she should know all about her.
The poor child was left penniless and destitute;
she might almost say utterly destitute; she had
not even decent clothing, when she came to them
more than a year ago, after the death of both
her parents. There had barely been money
enough scraped together to pay her traveling
expenses from the Pacific coast. The child’s
father was—well he was a painter; Mrs. Rob-
erts knew what improvident people they gen-
erally were. Oh, no, not a house-painter, no
indeed! if he had been that, he could probably
have made a decent living for his family. He
called himself an artist, and really sold a good
many pictures at one time; but they traveled a
great deal, always taking the poor child with
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them, and wasting their money and her oppor-
tunities, for while she had been all over the
world, one might say, she had never stayed long
enough in one place to be taught anything use-
ful. When the father died there were debts
that swallowed up what little they had. Oh, it
was a distressing tale, and what they had been
through, Mrs. Bradford would not harrow the
soul of her guest by trying to describe. Suffice
it to say that they sent for the girl, of course,
and helped her to get to them, and were doing
the best for her that they could; but Mrs. Rob-
erts knew how expensive living in New York
was, for poor people, and the truth was that
since Hazel’s coming it had been hard work
sometimes to make ends meet. When she, Mrs.
Bradford, had planned for this outing in the
country, she had done it at infinite sacrifice
chiefly on Mr. Bradford’s account; he did so
need a complete change; but behold he had not
been able to come at all! It was wonderful
what difference it made to have one more to
feed and clothe; to say nothing of traveling ex-
penses. Still, Mr. Bradford had borne it all
with cheerfulness. Hazel was the child of his
half-brother only, and they had been separated
when quite young, but he felt that he must treat



260 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

her just as he did his own; and they were doing
it; although of course it was at the expense of
sacrifice. And there was nothing but sacrifice,
so far; for Hazel had not been trained to help-
fulness in any line; even about the duties of a
quiet home. Mrs. Roberts if she was at all in-
terested in such matters would be amazed to see
how ignorant a young girl could be; she was
trying to teach her, of course, what all girls
should know, but it was a hindrance, rather than
help; still, they were not working for reward,
and they meant to do their little best for her.

It was a masterly plea, and to some of it Mrs.
Roberts had listened with interest; even asking
questions to draw out further details, as she be-
gan to see how the story would further her own
plans; but her response was not in line with
the narrator’s hopes.

¢TI am glad you have told me this,’’ she said,
when Mrs. Bradford at last reached a period,
‘‘because it opens the way for a little plan of
mine that may be a temporary help to us both.
We have in our party this summer a number
of little children, four grandchildren of mine,
and four or five others belonging to very dear
friends; they all play together, and we have
been looking for a suitable person to take direc-
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tion of their plays, and walks, for two or three
hours each day. Would you be willing to lend
us your niece for this purpose, during the re-
mainder of your stay on the grounds, provided
of course that she is willing to come?’’

Without waiting for reply, she hastened to
add particulars.

¢¢Although we should want only two, or at
most, three hours of help each day, we should
want the time divided in such a way that the
only convenient plan would be to have her re-
main with us so as to be within call when
needed; it would therefore be right to pay for
more than the two or three hours of service; if
you will lend her to me. for the next few weeks,
I will give her room and board, and ten dollars
a week. That will enable her to furnish a few
trifles for her own wardrobe; girls always like
that you know.”’

Then was Mrs. Bradford in a dilemma.
What was she to say? She had already care-
fully explained that Hazel was rather a hind-
rance than a help to her, so excuses of that kind
were cut off. Moreover, she was aware that
ten dollars a week was very unusual payment
for the service required, and none knew better
than she how many “‘trifles’’ it could be made
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to buy; but—and here—the lady being at her
wits’ ends, determined to flee to the exact truth.

““That is certainly a very generous offer but
T am afraid, my dear Mrs. Roberts, that my hus-
band’s. peculiar ideas will prevent its accept-
ance. For a plain business man I shall have
to confess that he has some sentimental and ex-
pensive ideas. Loyalty to his brother—al-
though he was only a half-brother—has taken
hold of him to such an extent that he simply
will not hear of Hazel’s being set at anything
that we would not plan for our own daughters;
so the idea of her going out to any sort of serv-
ice had simply to be abandoned. Personally I
believe that it is the worker who dignifies the
work; and that whatever a truly self-respecting
person is willing to do, will not in any true sense
injure her; but one cannot run contrary to the
prejudices of one’s husband, you know.’’

How amazed would Mrs. Bradford’s daugh-
ters have been had they heard these lofty de-
liverances from her lips! Yet Mrs. Bradford
believed that she believed them. Her caller
smiled indulgently; she had recognized a quo-
tation from one of the leading speakers at the
Woman’s Club.

It is an interesting subject for discussion,”’
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she said, ‘‘but fortunately we do not have to
enter into it now; we have simply to remember
that we are at Chautauqua, where peculiar
conditions prevail; the waiters at many of the
large boarding-houses, you know, are college
girls and boys, who know that they do not in
any way imperil their social positions by tak-
ing up this summer work; the word ‘servant’
is not thought of in their connection. Not that
it isn’t a good word; I would be honored in
hearing it applied to myself—in the same way
that Paul used it.”’ The last phrase was
added in response to Mrs. Bradford’s look of
bewilderment; but it did not especially en-
lighten her; the poor lady was too busy secur-
ing her social position to have time for great
familiarity with Paul’s letters.

““That is the trouble,”’ she murmured, her
mind still on the word ‘‘servant’’ in the sense
that it was familiar to her—‘It is a word that
sticks; and some people as you say are fool-
ish, and so—’

Mrs. Roberts interrupted.

“T mean of course to include your niece as
a member of my family; we have a family
table at the hotel, where she would have a seat
with us.”
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Mrs. Bradford’s face cleared, and her heart
experienced a sharp twinge of envy. What an
opportunity this might be for Josephine, or
Isabel! she could hear herself explaining to
her few Chautauqua acquaintances:

“My daughter has gone to spend a few days
with our dear friend Mrs. Roberts at the
Atheneum. Mrs. Evan Roberts, you know, of
New York. They are in straits of course about
help—such people always are—and as my
daughter is passionately fond of children she
has offered to keep the younger ones of their
party in sight when they go to walk; and see
that they don’t get drowned, or run over; it
gives her walks a definite object, you know;
she was very glad to be able to help them out.’’
It sounded well; she resolved to venture.

‘“That is really a very tempting offer, dear
Mrs. Roberts, for a girl who needs to earn
money; if Hazel, who I am sorry to say has
inherited from her mother some false ideas,
should be too proud to accept it, I am sure that
either of my daughters would be glad to help
you; they are both delightful with children,
and are so anxious to help their father with
his heavy financial burdens that I am in con-’
stant fear lest they will do something rash that
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would bring in a little money; it would really
be a relief to have one of them safe with you
for a few days.”’

It was well done, but Mrs. Roberts was not
caught.

“Such desires are a credit to your daugh-
ters,”” she said kindly, ‘‘but my youngest
grandchild has fallen in love with your niece,
and as she is a shy little creature, slow to make
acquaintance, I do not think I shall try for
any one else during this short time, if Hazel
will not come to us; may I see her, Mrs. Brad-
ford?”’

Mrs. Bradford decided to try the truth again.

“T will see if she is in; but, dear Mrs. Rob-
erts, I am afraid she could not go to the hotel
just now, even if she wanted to; to be entirely
frank, her wardrobe is not in condition to leave
home. T have had so many expenses and such
unexpected ones since coming here, that the
ready-made garments suitable for the country
which I intended to buy for her as soon as we
reached the grounds have had to wait until my
husband can send us another remittance.”’

Even that did not silence Mrs. Roberts.
She arose as she spoke.

““That need not trouble you if Hazel is will-



266 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

ing; I shall be glad to advance a portion of her
salary and let her make the necessary pur-
chases at once. Ome comfort in being in the
country lies, I think, in the fact that we need
only simple, easily laundered garments. It
happens that my daughter is going to James-
town to-morrow afternoon, and she would be
glad to undertake any commissions. She is an
excellent shopper; I depend on her for my own
needs. May I see Miss Hazel a moment?’’

““‘Miss Hazel’ indeed!’’ muttered Mrs.
Bradford as she toiled up the steep and nar-
row stairs in search of her niece.
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CHAPTER XIX

‘‘wE’LL DO IT TOGETHER’’

Howrver, before she reached the top stair
she had decided that perhaps, under the cir-
cumstances, this was the best that could have
happened. The Roberts family would -cer-
‘tainly not feel at liberty to spend very much of
the ‘‘salary’’ on clothes, and a few clothes Hazel
must have at once; the girls were simply in-
sistent about that. The more she thought of
it the more she felt that it might be ‘‘Provi-
dential,”’—Mrs. Bradford was never quite sure
on that point—if there was gossip afloat, it
would be a great thing to have the protection
of Mrs. Evan Roberts. ,

‘““Dear Mrs. Roberts has taken such a fancy
to my niece that we are really almost jealous!
She is staying with them now, helping a little
in the care of the children—in the interval be-
tween nurses, you know;—Oh, she is well ac-
quainted with them; she has been out driving

with the family.”” She heard herself explain-
267
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ing to the curious after some such fashion;
perhaps to those who had tried to gossip; she
liked the sound of it. Moreover, what an en-
tering wedge to intimacy with the Roberts
family it might be, later, to have Hazel so well
acquainted with them! She would tell her
that she would better accept the offer.

It was her full intention to superintend the
interview between Mrs. Roberts and her niece,
but possibly ‘‘Providence’’ arranged otherwise.
It appeared that the owner of the cottage had
been visiting her attic, and was waiting at that
moment to have an interview with her tenant
about an important matter. Hazel had already
started to summon her aunt for the purpose,
and met her at the head of the stairs. There
was just time to explain hurriedly the na-
ture of Mrs. Roberts’s errand, and to urge
acceptance on the ground that the ‘‘salary’’
would relieve her uncle, at least a little, in his
difficult task of supporting them all, when the
lady appeared and claimed her attention.
Hazel whisked past them and flew down those
narrow and treacherous stairs like a winged
creature..

Could Mrs. Bradford have heard the opening
words of that interview below stairs she would
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have been less certain of the ‘‘providential’’
element.

“Dear child, what have you been doing to
yourself? You look positively ill!”’

¢Oh, I'm not ill; I've been having a perfectly
terrible time, and have cried ever so much;
that is what is the matter with my eyes.”’

Then Mrs. Roberts, watch in hand, said ten-
derly:

“Poor little girl! I want to hear all about
that ‘perfectly terrible time’ as soon as I can;
but just now I must talk very fast; I am late for
an appointment. Has your aunt told you that
I want to run away with you for a little? Will
you come to us, dear, and help us with the
children for a few days?%’’

Hazel’s tear-swollen eyes flashed joy at that,
and to cover .emotion that evidently lay near
the surface she clasped her hands in an extra-
vagance of delight, murmuring in tragic tones:
“Oh, Mrs. Roberts! will I spend a few days in
heaven?’’

Mrs. Roberts laughed appreciatively. ¢‘The
Atheneum is far from being heaven, dear, al-
though it is a very good hotel. Then I may
send for you this evening, may I not? Your
aunt and I have made all the arrangements
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about that important matter of clothes, so they
need not delay you, and there are special rea-
sons why I want you for to-morrow. Now I
really must run; I have quite overstayed the
time that was at my disposal, and it is shock-
ing in me to be late.”” Then, because she was
a little woman, she stood on tiptoe to kiss
Hazel’s glowing cheek as she said: ‘“You and
I will have some quiet talks together, dear.’’

It was early on the following morning that
a number of guests at the hotel were gathered
on one of the verandas waiting for the sum-
mons to breakfast and watching the gambols of
a group of children on the lawn. Little white-
robed fairies flitting about a central figure—
a young girl in a freshly laundered white dress
that had become too small for her, and was
worn and darned in several places. But the
defects were skillfully hiding under a ribbon
here and a flower there, and the whole effect
was of girlish grace and winsomeness. She
sat on a rustic seat under a great tree and
was deftly weaving a flower-wreath for one of
the children who waited to be crowned. Other
babies were clamoring for like service.

““One at a time,”’ the girl said brightly.
““There shall be a wreath for each of you be-
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fore the day is done, but we must crown Mar-
jorie first, because she is to be a flower-girl,
you know.”’

¢ And me next,’’ piped up a shrill voice, ‘‘be-
cause I’'m to sing at the concert.”

¢‘Oh, yes, of course. Our four singers must
be crowned. Sing a verse of your song for
me while I work.”

Instantly they formed in line, the four impor-
tant ones who had part in the children’s can-
tata to be given that afternoon, and their shrill
little voices rang out in song.

‘¢ ‘The sun was shining on the sea,
Shining with all his might;
He did his very best to make
The billows smooth and bright.
And this was odd, because it was
The middle of the night!’ ’’

“It’s an awfully silly song!’’ one singer
paused to criticise, ‘¢ ’cause the sun doesn’t
shine at all in the night.”’

‘“The moon does,’”’ shouted the little one
standing next. ‘‘Let’s sing the moon-verse.”’
Forthwith they sang:

‘¢ ‘The moon was shining sulkily
Because she thought the sun
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Had got no business to be there
After the day was done—

“‘It’s very rude of him,’’ she said,
““To come and spoil the fun!”’

¢¢ ‘The sea was wet as wet could be!
The sands were dry as dry!
You couldn’t see a cloud! because
No cloud was in the sky.
No birds were flying overhead—
There were no birds to fly!’*’

‘“What utter nonsense to teach to children!’’
exclaimed Eureka Harrison, who was among
the company on the veranda.

““So it is,”’ admitted a lady standing near
her. ‘‘But it is from the cantata that is to be
given this afternoon; Lewis Carroll’s absurd
story of ‘The Walrus and the Carpenter,’ you
know. Have you heard it? It’s ridiculously
funny, and charming. How well those chil-
dren sing it! Who is the girl who is training
them?*’

‘‘Her name is Hazel Harris,”’ Eureka said
briefly. Then a lady at her elbow volunteered
information.

¢“She is a new nurse girl, I think; at least I
know that some of the mothers have been look-
ing for help, and she has been around with
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those children all the morning. She is very
pretty, isn’t she, and graceful?’’

At that moment Burnham Roberts left the
post against which he was leaning and moved
to the side of the one who had first questioned.

“I beg your pardon, Miss Woodbury,”” he
said. “‘Did I hear you asking about the young
lady on the lawn with the children? She is
Miss Harris of New York a friend of my
mother; she has come to help us look after
those little terrors down there for a few days
in the absence of their nurse.”’

When he reached Eureka’s side a moment
afterwards he had a word for her ear alone.

“I happen to know that my mother is
anxious that Miss Harris shall not be mistaken
for an ordinary nurse girl because she is with
the children. Of course you will help us in
correcting any such absurd impression.’’

“I shall not go around telling it, if that
is what you mean,”’ she answered coldly.
“Though I fail to see what particular harm
such an impression could do.”’

‘It is not true,’” he said, speaking with more
sharpness than the occasion seemed to her to re-
quire, ‘‘falseness always does harm.’’ Then
their attention was diverted to the scene on the
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lawn. Other children had arrived and were
trying to get close to Miss Harris, to the dis-
comfort of one small boy who was shout-
ing fiercely to another a trifle older than him-
self.

“You keep away! You can’t have her.””

¢“I can, too!”’

““You can’t have her, not one teenty-tawnty!
She’s ours!”’

¢“She ain’t either!”’

¢““She is, too! She belongs to just us nine;
Mamma said so.”’ '

¢Teddy!”’ called Burnham Roberts in a tone
of authority. ‘‘Hold on there, little chap;
don’t be rude.”’

‘“Well, but—Uncle Burnham, Miss Harris is
just ours; Mamma said so; and Grandma did,
too.”’

““That’s all right, Teddy, hold on to her
forever; but don’t forget that you are a gentle-
man,”’

His next words were for Eureka in com-
placent tones: ‘‘That mother of mine is a
genius.’”” He was still gazing down upon the
ever-moving group below; Eureka’s eyes fol-
lowed his; so far as she could discover, no
‘“‘mother’’ was in sight.
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“I don’t feel disposed to challenge the
statement,’’ she said. ‘‘But I fail to see the
connection.’’

He laughed cheerfully. ¢‘I was thinking of
Miss Harris and the masterly way in which my
mother accomplished the impossible. Do you
know that the child is the victim of a belligerent
and otherwise objectionable aunt who was mak-
ing life miserable for her? But yesterday my
mother alighted down upon them like a visitor
from another world and spirited the child away
without commotion or jar of any sort; with-
out even antagonizing the aunt; she created,
while she talked with her, a field of usefulness
for the niece that served as an excuse, and ac-
complished it all within an hour’s time. Isn’t
that evidence of genius?’’

‘It is evidence of idiocy,’’ muttered Eureka.
But not until she had turned away from Burn-
ham and had only herself for a listener. Pur-
sning the same train of thought an hour later
she gave a less harsh version of it to Mrs.
Dennis. :

““With all due deference to Aunt Flossy’s
loveliness and general fascinations, don’t you
think she is sometimes a bit of a goose?”’

“Flossy!’’ said Mrs. Dennis, surprised. “‘I
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haven’t had such a thought for a great many
years; on the contrary I think her a wonder-
fully wise little woman, as a rule. What has
she done to suggest such a dreadful idea?’’

¢Oh, I don’t mean anything very dreadful,”’
Eureka said with a little laugh. ‘‘I agree with
you ‘as a rule’; I'm as fond of Aunt Flossy as
any person can be, but all the same I think she
has been rather foolish in bringing that Harris
girl here. She must know as well as we do
that her son simply can’t resist the charm of
a new and pretty face; and when kittenish
manners are added, as they are in this case,
he is hopeless—for a few hours. Why doesn’t
she protect the girl from the inevitable, if she
really wants to help her? That’s what I don’t
understand.”’

Mrs. Dennis gave Eureka’s face, that was
only partially turned toward her, a sudden
searching look before she made any response.
Then she said:

‘““You are thinking only of the child? You
have no fear of the effect on Burnham?”’

Eureka drew herself up almost as though
the question were personal.

“Not the slightest,”” she said, turning
bright, keen eyes fully upon the questioner.
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‘“Aunt Marian, how can you possibly ask such
a question when you know him so well! There
was never a man better able to take care of
himself than Burnham Roberts. But that
makes one all the more anxious for the girl.
He simply doesn’t mean anything at all; but
how is she to know that before it is too late for
her happiness?’?

They were interrupted before other words
could be spoken; but Mrs. Dennis who, a little
later was waiting for her party in one of the
small reception-rooms, and thinking over Eu-
reka’s outburst, began unconsciously to hum
the words of the children’s moon-verse:

¢‘ ‘The moon was shining sulkily
Because she thought the sun
Had got no business to be there
After the day was done.
““It’s very rude of her,’’ she said,
‘“To come and spoil the fun!’’’”’

The only other occupant of the room was her
brother-in-law, the missionary from Utah. He
lowered the morning paper at which he was
glancing and looked at her curiously.

‘““Has ‘much music’ gone to your brain?’’
he asked. ‘‘Else why this remarkable selec-
tion?”’
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She laughed shamefacedly. ‘I must have
been thinking aloud,”’ she said. “I didn’t"
realize that I was singing. It is the children’s
‘moon song,’ and there is a great deal of human
nature in it; I have just been having an inter-
view with the moon while she was acting that
very part, and didn’t know it.”’

By this time Burnham Roberts had departed
with his mother and Hazel, to secure the best
possible position for viewing the morning’s do-
ings. The great day of the Chautauqua sea-
son, known to the initiated as ‘‘Recognition
Day?’’ had arrived.

“But I am to stay with the children!’’ Hazel
had said, her eyes wide with surprise as im-
mediately after breakfast Mrs. Roberts made
her acquainted with the program.

“Not to-day,”” was the smiling answer.
¢The children’s mothers are anxious that you
should see the sights this morning. They
think you may not have an opportunity again
to see so unique a procession. The children
will be well cared for; their Aunt Eureka says
that all she wants of the day is Earl Barnes’s
address, so she has engaged to keep them within
calling distance, until Norah is at liberty.”’

“‘That is precisely like you,’’ had been Burn-
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ham Roberts’s undertone comment to Eureka
when he heard of this arrangement. ‘‘You
can always be relied upon for doing the unex-
pected, and the thoroughly kind and unselfish
thing. We’ll do it together this time; I’m go-
ing to give the little girl the day of her life.”’

““You are going to begin the misery of her
life!’”” Eureka thought, but did not say. She
watched the three move gayly down the hill to
the time of the chiming bells,—Mrs. Roberts be-
ing apparently as care-free and ready for pleas-
ure as was the young girl beside her—watched
them with gloomy eyes. Why didn’t that little
mother see what she was doing? the ‘‘time of
her life,’’ indeed! If somebody could only
warn the poor girl.

““Instead of which I offered to help, so that
we could ‘do it together!’’> The laugh with
which the soliloquy closed had in it a touch
of bitterness. This girl was by no means cer-
tain that she relished the life-long program that
she believed was mapped out for herself, yet
her uppermost thought, that morning, was,
pity for the ‘‘little idiot’’ who was marching
gayly to her doom.



CHAPTER XX
¢‘SING PXANS OVER THE PAST’”’

TaEY were right about Hazel; she had never
before seen, never imagined a prettier sight
than that procession led by one hundred little
girls robed in white, wreathed in flowers, and
with baskets of flowers in their tiny hands.
They were so fascinating that for a time she
had eyes only for them. Burnham had made
a short cut ahead of the main procession, which
brought them, presently, within view of the
golden gate and the evergreen arches; this was
Hazel’s first sight of them, and her questions
came rapidly. Burnham Roberts, whose first
act had been to find a seat for his mother within
full view of the Hall, and with several of her
friends, had returned to Hazel bristling with
information. He had taken the utmost pains
to make ready for those questions.

““Those are all members of the Shakespeare
class, notice the wild roses!’” ¢‘Yes, all who

wear that emblem; it’s the class of 1912, you
280
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understand.’’ ‘‘They are the ones who are to
pass through the golden gate, not around it.”’
““Yes, only they, with the exception of a few
belated ones who, in the years gone by, did not
reach here to go with their class. Only one
passage through that gateway; so you see it is
a golden day in life’s history; a little like a
wedding day, isn’t it? the marriage service
standing for the entrance into a new name and
home.”’

¢“Or like the gateway to heaven,’’ Hazel said
her lips parted in eager delight, and her cheeks
aglow. ‘“We pass through that gateway but
once, you know.”’

He felt no disposition to laugh, or to make a
semi-sarcastic remark such as Eureka would
surely have received, had her spoken thoughts
run in any such channel. It seemed an entirely
simple and natural thing for this young girl to
refer to that one event which by common con-
sent had been tabooed in polite society, as—
not the gloomy and dreaded end of life—but
the gateway to home. Was she different in
this, as in everything else, from other girls?

¢‘Oh, they are singing!’’ said Hazel. ‘‘What
isit? The tune is lovely.”’ As they sang, they
marched. The multitude representing the
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class of 1912 passed through the golden gate
with quick, triumphant tread, passed under the
first and second arches, while the little flower-
girls, massed on either side the walk, literally
lined their pathway with flowers.

“How lovely!’”” said Hazel again. ‘‘How
perfectly lovely! 1 wish I could hear the words
that the choir is singing!’’

Her companion thrust a hand into some
pocket and produced therefrom a printed pro-
gram of the day’s exercises, pointing to the
song that was ringing through the flower-per-
fumed air.

‘““A SONG OF TO-DAY.

‘““Sing pm:ans over the past!
" We bury the dead years tenderly,
To find them again in eternity
All safe in its circle vast.
Sing pzans over the past.

‘““Farewell, farewell to the Old!
Beneath the arches and one by one
From sun to shade, and from shade to sun,
‘We pass, and the years are told—
Farewell, farewell to the Old.

‘‘And hail, all hail to the New!
The future lies like a world new-born
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All steeped in sunshine and mists of morn,
And arched with a cloudless blue,
All hail, all hail to the New!

¢¢ All things, all things are yours!
The spoil of nations, the arts sublime
That arch the ages from oldest time,
The word that for aye endures,
All things, all things are yours.

‘‘ Arise, and conquer the land!
Not one shall fail in the march of life,
Not one shall fall in the hour of strife
‘Who trusts in the Lord’s right hand ;
Arise and conquer the land !”’

““The Lord shall sever the sea!
And open a way in the wilderness
To faith that follows, to feet that press
On, into the great TO-BE!
The Lord shall sever the sea.’’

Burnham watched the girl as she read the
words; they were moving forward with the
crowds keeping time instinctively to the musie,
but she read every word.

““Aren’t they wonderful!”’ she said as the
last note of the song died away. ‘I feel as
though I had never before heard such words.”’

“It is poetry, all right,”” Burnham said.
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“There are a number by the same writer in
the book used here. Copyrighted, you see;
evidently written for the occasion, and all with
the ring of true poetry.”’

“Lathbury’’ read Hazel, referring to her
program. ‘‘M. A. Lathbury, I must remember
that name; I want to read every line that writer
ever wrote.

‘¢ ¢The Lord shall sever the sea,
And open a way in the wilderness!’

“I am afraid, Mr. Roberts, you will think me
almost sacrilegious, but do you know, I can’t
help feeling that that is just what he has done
for me? You will not understand it, of course,
but oh—I was in the wilderness! and there
didn’t seem any way out. He must have done
it.”

Burnham Roberts had no reply; tears were
shining in the eyes of the young enthusiast, he
feared that she could not see his look of sym-
pathy, but the words he wanted to speak he
knew were not suited for that time and place.

‘““Watch the class filing into the hall,”’ he
said, trying to speak in a commonplace tone.
“‘See what a large representation they have
here; they are from all over the country. I
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am told that there are twenty-five States rep-
resented by this one class. That means a
pretty wide-reaching influence, doesn’t it?’’

‘““Who are the ones who were already seated
before the class arrived?’’ Hazel questioned.
They had reached the Hall by that time and
were standing where they could command a full
view.

““They are all members of the C. L. S. C.
Haven’t you seen and heard those cabalistic
letters everywhere for the last few days? They
represent the one great Reading Circle of
which all these people are members; the grad-
uates of the years past, and the would-be
graduates of the years to come. Notice the
class flowers, especially the pansies, that’s the
aggressive class this year, the "Eighty-sevens;
that is their banner in the corner nearest you,
the one with a pansy on it; they think it the
handsomest banner here, and I’m not sure but
they’re right.”’

¢ ‘Neglect not the gift that is in thee,’’’
read Hazel from the banner.

““Yes, that’s their class motto. They cer-
tainly are not neglecting it this year! they are
everywhere in evidence. It is an anniversary
with them of—of what? 1887—1912—why, the
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twenty-fifth, of course! Ah, that’s the reason
they are so aggressive. They even have a
class breakfast to-morrow morning! Stebbins
is in a flutter of preparation for it; he is
my college friend I told ycu of, and it’s his
class.””

““Do college men belong to these classes?’’

¢“Oh, yes, indeed, and college women, scores
of them. Stebbins is enthusiastic over the
whole thing. He says the books represent
modern thought and recent scientific conclu-
sions and all the rest of it in the best possible
language, and besides being well worth reading
for themselves, the scheme affords boundless
opportunities for helping others; Stebbins is a
great fellow for helping.”’

Hazel was gazing about her while she ques-
tioned, and listened, intensely interested in
everything.

- ““There is an army of people wearing oak
leaves,’” she said. ‘‘No flower at all, just a
leaf. What can that meant”’

¢“They are the undergraduates, whose honors
are yet to come; the 1913 you see, and all the
rest of them. The class of 1916 is forming here
this season; it is a four years course, you un-
derstand. You and I ought to join that class,
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Hazel, and go through the golden gate in four
years from now. Shall we?”’

There was a heightened color on the girl’s
face; he had never before called her ‘‘Hazel”’
but of course he would, now that she was in
his mother’s employ; she fell in promptly with
what she believed to be his mood.

¢I think so,”’ she said gayly. ‘I have al-
ready been made ‘Queen Wilhelmina’ this
morning, and Marjorie has arranged that this
afternoon I am to be Tennyson’s ‘Maud’;
fancy that little mouse knowing Tennyson’s
‘Maud’!—so you see I am prepared to play
anything to-day. There are my cousins wear-
ing oak leaves!”’

¢“‘Indeed!’”’ said Burnham. ‘Kindly point
them out to me; where are they sitting? They
must have joined the class of 1916. Does that
make you more, or less willing to do so? I
mean,—are your cousins as pronounced in their
views as your aunt seems to be?’’

Hazel was glad that she need make no reply;
she was not sure just how she felt toward her
cousins ; now that she was away from them she
realized more than she had before, that they
had tried to be kind ; that often her own dreari-
ness had pushed from herself little kindnesses
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that they were ready to offer; and that even
“her aunt had perhaps been more often solici-
tous for her real good than she had received
credit for being. The question that was
beginning to haunt Hazel was, could she culti-
vate a different feeling for these her only rela-
tives, a feeling that would last when that
sorrowful day arrived in which she must return
to them? Of course Mr. Roberts could not un-
derstand any of this, and must not hear about
it; she was glad that the great assembly had
again burst into song. Burnham, in answer
to her questioning eyes quietly pointed out the
words on the program.

‘¢ A sound is thrilling through the trees

And vibrant through the air;

Ten thousand hearts turn hitherward
And greet us from afar.

And through the happy tide of song
That blends our hearts in one,

The voices of the absent, flow
In tender undertone.

““Fair Wisdom builds her temple here
Her seven-pillared dome;
Toward all the lands she spreads her hands
And greets her children home.
Not all may gather at her shrine
To sing of victories won,
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Their names are graven on her walls,—
God bless them, every one.’’

Hazel’s eyes were shining through a mist of
tears. .

““It is all so beautiful!’’ she said, responding
to her companion’s sympathetic and enquiring
glance. ‘‘It must come home to the hearts of
80 many hungry people! They are middle-aged
a good many of them; they are having things
that they missed in their youth. Besides,
there must be people at home, perhaps older
than these, who are parts of the same circle,
and included in the prayer: ‘God bless them,
every one.” Don’t you think that this touching
poem is very nearly the most beautiful thing
that the Bishop has done in his long, beautiful
lifet”’

It was much the same thought that Eureka
had expressed but a short time before, when
Burnham Roberts had listened with an amused
smile and a disposition to rally her upon her
‘“‘streak of sentimentality.’”” He felt no such
desire now; on the contrary it seemed to him
a happy and expressive way of voicing his own
feeling. There was no time for response, the
Bishop was speaking.
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‘‘Members of the Chautauqua Literary and Scien-
tific Circle; Representatives of the Class of 1912;
Dearly beloved: You have finished the appointed
course of reading, you have been admitted to the grove,
you have passed under the arches dedicated to His-
tory, Literature, Science and Faith, you have been
admitted to the Hall in the Grove; and now as Chan-
cellor of the Chautauqua Institution, I greet you, and
announce that you are approved graduates of the
C. L. 8. C. and entitled to membership in the Society
of the Hall in the Grove, ‘The Lord bless thee and
keep thee; the Lord make his face to shine upon thee
and be gracious unto thee; the Lord lift up his counte-
nance upon thee, and give thee peace.’ ’’

Following this official recognition came the
C. L. S. C. flag with its painting of the Hall as
it was in the early days, and its Chautauqua
emblems, the open Bible and the cross of Christ.
During the giving of certain class notices Burn-
ham Roberts fell to whispering.

““That man who described the flag and ex-
plained the tablets has been here ever since
there was a Chautauqua. My mother met him
here, when she and her three friends came as
girls. You know which ones I mean do you
not? We call them the ‘‘Four Girls.”” They
had some unique experiences here, and some im-
pressions were made that have lasted. This
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man was one of the teachers and lecturers at
that time; my mother remembers him per-
fectly; some of his teachings she says she is
living by.”’
¢‘They must have been wonderful teachings!’’
murmured Hazel. The feeling that she had
for this young man’s mother she could not
have put into words. ‘‘And here he is teach-
ing yet!’? she added. ‘‘He looks and speaks as
though this class might expect him to attend
their twenty-fifth anniversary.’’
¢“‘He is Dr. Jesse Lyman Hurlbut,’’ explained
‘Burnham in his capacity of General Informer.
“Oh, I know him,”’ whispered back his au-
dience, ‘‘I shall remember him forever. One
night, only a few weeks ago,—but it seems like
ages,—I was passing this very hall, and this
man was talking. I was—oh, so miserable!
and do you know his voice reached me just in
time! he will never know it here, but I shall
tell him about it some day when I meet him in
heaven—what he saved me from, that night.”
Then they had to listen again, for the Bishop
- was dedicating the class tablets.
““This mosaic tablet as a memorial of the
class of 1912 we hereby place in this hall as a
part of its lasting pavement, and as a feature
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of its decoration. May they whose feet tread
this pavement stand firmly on the Rock of
Ages, and dwell forever within the walls of the
eternal ‘city that hath foundations, whose
builder and maker is God.’ *’

‘“He never forgets the foundation,”’ Hazel
said, and her companion whose natural tend-
ency it would have been to ask in cynical tones:
‘““What foundation?’’ had no reply to make.
This simple, sincere girl seemed to take earnest-
ness for granted.

They were moving new, with the throngs in
the direction of the amphitheater, and Mrs.
Roberts having been carried off with *‘Aunt
Ruth’’ in Erskine Burnham’s carriage, the
young man was able to give undivided atten-
tion to his companion; but he had no words to
speak. There was a tender light in the girl’s
eyes, and an assured something on her face that
held him silent and puzzled. Why had those
few words of dedication so moved her? Was
she 8o constituted that any reference to a fu-
ture unknown world, couched in beautiful lan-
guage set her heart athrob with something that
seemed like both hope and desire? He felt that
he wanted to make this world such a happy
place for her that there would be no room in



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 293

her heart for that other one; but he had a mis-
erable feeling that he should fail. She inter-
rupted his thoughts; she had not even noticed
his silence.

““Isn’t it a blessed thing,’’ she said earnestly,
“‘that a place like Chautauqua was developed,
and is being sustained by a man whose feet are
set firmly on that ‘Rock of Ages’? It might
so easily have developed into a mere place of
amusement; or into a mere gathering of scholars
for literary and scientific studies; but he went
deeper and planted it on the only lasting Rock;
I am so glad!”’

He tried to smile at her enthusiasm, and to
rally her.

““You use that word ‘mere’ in rather start-
ling connections. A ‘mere gathering of schol-
ars.” There are multitudes, you know, who
consider that the great foundation; and there
are those who contend that Chautauqua, to-day,
stands for just that;—with a little taffy inter-
spersed in the way of amusement.”’

“But it is not true,’”” she said earnestly.
‘““You and I know it is not; every one who has
been here this year knows better. That open
Bible on the banner, and that cross of Christ
are its foundation stones; and I am glad, glad!”’
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Burnham Roberts took his seat beside her
in the amphitheater uncomfortably conscious
that she knew on what Rock her feet were
planted, and that a great gulf separated them.



THE GOLDEN GATE.



CHAPTER XXI

MAIDEN EFFORTS

TaE day began like many Chautauqua days
during the season of 1912. Rain through the
night, brilliant sunshine in the early morning,
every leaf and blade of grass and tiny wild-
flower a-sparkle with diamonds, and the air like
wine. A ‘‘typical day,”’ old Chautauquans
called it, the air freshly washed of the past
day’s soil, with a good yesterday to remember,
a good program for to-day, a good to-morrow
to which to look forward, and good cheer every-
where. What else was there to desire? It
must be admitted, however, that those old Chau-
tauquans are tempted to call every glad, bright
day typical of the place; for they love every
leaf of the forest trees, every scrap of mossy
lichen at their feet, and every drop of water in
the glittering lake. But in all soberness there
was nothing about the beautiful day different
from a thousand other beautiful days gone into

the unwritten past; yet great things happened
295
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on that day. Is it not probable that really
great things happen on every day? :

Mrs. Bradford, as she locked the door of her
kitchenette—resolved to put her responsibilities
and anxieties all aside for once and have as
good a day as she could find, had not the least
idea that its happenings would influence all her
future.

Mrs. Bradford missed her husband’s niece;
she was amazed to discover how much. Who
would have imagined that the girl whom she
had honestly supposed idled away most of her
time, really managed to accomplish so many
things that, left undone, were missed! Had
she realized it, she would almost have kept
Hazel with her ; perhaps she ought to have done
80, anyway. Josephine worried about her; she
had seen her cousin several times in company
with ‘‘that Roberts fellow,”’ and was afraid
that it would ‘‘turn her head.”” But Mrs. Brad-
ford did not know how she could be expected
to help it if it did. She heard herself explain-
ing to her husband that the child couldn’t al-
ways be kept in a bandbox, and if she did not
know any better than to have her head turned
because the son of her employer was kind to
her, the sooner she learned by experience the
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folly of such ideas, the better. Then Mrs.
Bradford, seeing in mental vision her hus-
band’s troubled face, sighed, but resolved to
wash her hands of it all for this one day, at
least, and enjoy herself.

She was on her way to the Woman’s Club.
Now the Woman’s Club of Chautauqua is an
organization that had been a revelation to Mrs.
Bradford. She had not discovered it early;
that is, she had not known that regardless of
her not being a member of a club of any sort
its daily meetings were open to her. Also, it
was a recent discovery that this was not sim-
ply a literary meeting.

Local literary organizations such as she
might have joined Mrs. Bradford had carefully
steered clear of, because she belonged to that
not small company of people who, being aware
that they are not in the least literary and could
not take part acceptably on any program call-
ing for that kind of knowledge, yet are by no
means willing to have other people discover this
fact. The only safety for such persons lies
in their having sneers for all club gatherings
of every sort; and being superior to those who
thus ‘‘waste’’ their time and neglect their
homes. But one fortunate day, just after it
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had been drilled into her brain that the daily
meetings of the Chautauqua Woman’s Club
were open to all women, the booklet announcing
the topics for the season fell into Mrs. Brad-
ford’s hands and she made other discoveries.

‘“Why, dear me! they talk about ‘Up-to-date
Housekeeping,” and ‘Luncheons for School
Children,” and ‘Over-Dress in High Schools’
and ‘Labor-Saving Devices’! I know as much
about such things as anybody. I mean to go.”’
And forthwith she went.

One topic in particular, ‘‘Hospitality on a
Small Income’’ caught her earnest attention.
It was a sore subject with her. Perhaps noth-
ing in her experience as the mother of growing
daughters had troubled her more than the be-
lief that she could not afford to entertain their
friends. Even the small circle of young peo-
ple with whom they had as school girls felt at
home,—and by whom they had occasionally
been invited to evening gatherings,—Mrs.
Bradford knew her girls had never heartily en-
joyed, because their mother was sure they
could never return such courtesies. ‘‘We can
no more give a party,”’ she had drilled into
them, ‘‘than we can fly! and you can’t go often
to such places without feeling mean, unless you
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make some return.’’ So the Bradford girls, this
poor mother knew, had grown up feeling always
on the outside of things. They were ‘‘always
trying to hang on where they didn’t belong,”’
was the way that Josephine in cynical moments
had described it, and Isabel had responded
drearily: 4

““The trouble is we don’t belong anywhere;
one has to hang on to something.”’

At the Chautauqua Club this mother had
learned that hospitality was a matter of the
heart, rather than the pocket-book. She had
listened to the words of sweet-faced, simply
dressed, cultured women, who spoke of their
plain homes and limited means, not as though
they were things to be blushed over and hidden
as much as possible, but to be looked upon
as incidental and secondary matters. Such
women described, by invitation, in minute de-
tail their ways of entertaining their friends,
without elegant china, and cut glass and dam-
ask; without expensive luxuries of any sort, and
with such service as the astonished lady listen-
ing knew that she herself could command.
Spoke of it all in its simplicity, quite as a mat-
ter of course.

To say that Mrs. Bradford was astonished is



300 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

to put it mildly. She was all but overwhelmed
with the simplicity of the revelations and the
matter-of-course way in which they were given
and received. Hospitality among what she was
pleased to call ‘‘refined’’ people had meant to
her, plate, and napery and trained service such
as she could not command, and costly luxuries
for the palate such as she could never serve.

. ‘¢ ‘Thin slices of good bread and butter and
a cup of good tea, or coffee’ indeed! Who
couldn’t furnish such commonplaces, even in
abundance, once in a while!’”” She thought of
the day that Josephine had wanted to entertain
nine girls and boys of her high-school class, and
been denied; thought of it and sighed; if she
had but known!

She was learning other lessons at that same
club; lessons that she could not have described,
that she did not realize she was learning. The
fact was that she was in a changed atmosphere;
breathing a moral air that was altogether new
to her, getting new conceptions as to relative
values, and it was all acting like a tonic on her
whole mental system.

New valuations of common things, new ways
of looking upon daily toils and cares, new ideas
of that word home, new conceptions of mother-
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hood; views of possibilities for one’s children
within reach of every true mother; possibilities
that had actually nothing to do with limited
purse, or even with environment! In short,
what Mrs. Roberts had smiled over as only a
parrot-like quotation from a prominent club
woman, represented ideas that were beginning
to filter through Mrs. Bradford’s mind, making
ready to absorb the poisonous germs that had
long found lodgment there.

This morning was the closing meeting of the
club for the season, and Mrs. Bradford, who
was just beginning to realize what it had been
to her, was in an unusually susceptible frame
of mind.

All about her were women, middle-aged, and
more than middle-aged, as well as younger ones,
rising to say in few words, yet with evident
feeling, how much the Woman’s Club had
meant to them that season. One said that she
was going home to organize a work among
young girls, like unto that of which she had
heard this summer. Another planned to have
a children’s play hour patterned, on a small
scale, like those which had been described in
the club; it was to be opened in their own back
yard, and was destined especially for five neg-
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lected little boys who lived in a near-by alley,
and who had heretofore not been allowed to
put so much as their noses through her fence.
Another said that she had discovered here how
she could use her parlor, and her son’s love of
music and her daunghter’s talent for recitation
in a way to win souls, and she was going home
to work it up. Mrs. Bradford, who had done
much talking in her own home circle, and who
was a woman of force and energy in her own
small world, dominating to a large extent hus-
band’s and children’s home life, had never
spoken a word in what may be called public;
but this morning she was strangely moved ; why
should she not let those who had influenced her
know it? They had spoken to her, those women
about her, quite as though she were one with
them. Earlier in the meeting a woman seated
back of her had leaned forward to whisper:

““Don’t you think it would be nice for us to
emphasize our appreciation of our president’s
re-appointment for another year, by a rising
vote? Of course the Management appoints her,
but we want her to understand that we wouldn’t
have any other president for anything in the
world. Don’t you feel s0?”’

And Mrs. Bradford who had never had a
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president of any sort to call hers, answered
heartily, ¢‘Oh, yes, indeed!”’

“‘Then, if I make a motion to that effect will
you second it?’’

In a flutter of surprise she had whispered
back that she would; and heard herself say, a
little later, in a voice that did not sound like
hers, ¢‘I second the motion,’’ whereupon that
entire assembly had risen, as one woman, to
respond to the resolution with clapping of
hands. Mrs. Bradford was one of them! her
voice had helped to bring about this demonstra-
tion; this multitude of refined, -cultured
women who had evidently enjoyed advantages
that she had not, smiled upon her, chatted with
her, and asked her opinion. They had talked
about home and school and books and work and
church and state and life generally, and said
almost nothing about money; how could it
help but drop from the high pedestal where this
woman’s false views of life had placed it?

Oh, she was not one who would ever despise
money ; there was really no danger of that; but
it was beginning to be more hopeful that money
might hereafter take its rightful place in her
thought as one of the means toward an end, in-
stead of the end to be sought at any cost. She
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studied the faces intently that morning of the
women whom she could see; they had ideals,
those women, she had heard many of them
speak; they had homes to plan for, and hus-
bands and children, so had she; but in what
different ways they were living for them! She
looked at the fair pure face of the president
whose words had more than once come home to
her with force, as no other woman’s ever had.
A sudden resolve came to her, taking hold of her
vigorous nature with a strength that made her
sure she would abide by it. She rose up and
spoke out her thought.

“I am going back to be a better woman and
make a better home.”” To her astonishment, al-
most to her dismay, that entire assembly broke
into applause. As soon as the hour was closed
they gathered about her, those friendly women,
clasping her hand and speaking cordial words.

““You made the address of the morning,’’
one said. ‘‘Struck the key-note,’’ said another.
¢I think as much!’’ from a third. ‘‘She gave
us our marching orders; we must all get into
line; after such privileges we dare not do less.”’

Mrs. Bradford’s maiden effort received like
that! She must live up to it; she wanted to.

She looked again at the gracious president
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clasping hands with the swarms of women
gathering about her, speaking sweet strong
tender words; fitting each to the other’s need
in a way that seemed wonderful. Mrs. Brad-
ford had never stood near enough to her to take
her hand. She had wanted to be introduced,
to be able to say afterwards: ¢‘Oh, yes, I met
the president of the woman’s club; she is the
Bishop’s sister-in-law, you know.’’ The phrase
somehow seemed to her to bring her into inti-
mate acquaintance with the Bishop. On this
morning she thought of none of these ambitions;
she wanted to get the clasp of this woman’s
hand because she knew that she had been helped
by her. She pressed forward with the others
and waited. Presently their hands met and the
bright, tender eyes rested on her face for a mo-
ment.

“‘(tod bless you and guide you,’’ said the low,
clear voice; and as Mrs. Bradford passed on,
to make room for others, she felt that she had
received a benediction.

Josephine was crossing the park, coming rap-
idly with swift steps and a manner that ex-
pressed a decision reached. She saw her
mother in the distance and came straight
towards her; she was very glad of the meet-
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ing; the conflict that she was sure would have
to be met, would be better begun out of doors.

I was coming in search of you,’’ she said.
‘¢ Are you going home? I’ll turn and walk with
you; I want to have a talk. I’ve just come from
the cooking-school. Did you ever hear of cook-
ing things in paper bags$

“Yes, just bags, instead of dishes. You put
the things in the bag, pin them up and put the
bag in the oven just as you would a pan, or
basin, and they cook beautifully.’’

¢“What kind of things?’’

‘“Why, almost all kinds; meats, and peas and
beans; oh, and apples; the apples were delicious
baked in bags; we had some.’’

‘‘But what’s the object?’’

- ¢¢Oh, you keep the flavor in the food instead
of in the air; roast meat, she says, is as fine
again cooked in a bag; and it cooks quicker,
too.”

¢‘But you couldn’t have any gravy.’’

““Yes you could; the juices stay right there in
the bag, and you pour them out and make your
gravy.”’

““Out of a paper bag! I don’t believe it,”’
said Mrs. Bradford, the outspoken.

¢Oh, but it does; we saw her do it. You
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ought to go to the cooking-school. There’s to
be a public lecture this afternoon on ‘Frozen
Dishes.” I wish you would go and take notes
for me; you’ll get ever so many hints that we
can use at home, and I can’t be there because
I am to meet one of the teachers at the same
hour for a business talk. Will you go,
Mother?”’

It was a descent from Mrs. Bradford’s plane
of feeling. And yet—was it perhaps possible
that a better home might somehow include
‘‘frozen dishes’’? At least it was the new plane
on which she was thinking that made this mother
respond meekly that she would go. '

““That’s what I want to do now,’’ continued
Josephine, too much absorbed in her own train
of thought to notice her mother’s quiet mood—
I want to have a business talk. Mother, since
I came here I’ve changed all my plans. I used
to think that I should make my living either in
dressmaking, or millinery ; but I’ve decided that
my talent lies in cooking.”’

“In cooking!’’ gasped the mother.

“Yes,”” resolutely. ‘I was always fond of
fussing in the pantry, you remember, only we
never could afford to use butter and eggs and
things; but I’ve learned how to make money
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out of them; I'm going to cook for other
people.”’’

“Josephine!”’

“I am, Mother, listen; I've got it all
planned.”’



CHAPTER XXII

NEW DEPARTURES

SHE talked fast; determined that her mother
should have no chance to make comments until
the plan was before her.

“I’'m going to begin on a very small scale,
out in some of the suburbs where rents are
cheap. I'll rent a little speck of a room and a
gas plate, or something of that kind and make—
first I think I’ll make some delightful cookies,
such as will melt in your mouth; I’ve learned
how, and I’ll sell them for ten cents a dozen;
when people find out how good they are, they
will want dozens and dozens of them. Then I’ll
add tea cakes, or velvet sponge cake; and by
and by bread—oh, I can make such beautiful
bread! Of course it will take time to work up
a business, but I've talked with the teachers
about it; and they say it can be done; they
think the time is ripe for just such efforts in a
good many places. After a while people will
begin to say:

309
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¢ ‘How do you make such excellent bread? I
wish our cook knew how to do it.” Then I shall
say: °‘Send your cooks to me, or, better still,
your daughters, and I will teach them.” In a
little while I shall have a nice class started.
You see, I really have learned how to do a good
many things; and the beauty of it is, I can go
into the practice class in the University—Do-
mestic Science department and keep on learn-
ing, all the while I am teaching. Of course I
haven’t everything thought out yet, but I know
enough about it to be sure that I can accomplish
something.*’

This was by no means the usual Josephine;
speaking with calm, judicial, and often semi-
sarcastic manner. She was simply an eager
girl racing over her pauses and being anxious
chiefly to keep back as long as possible the flood
of dismayed opposition which she expected.
She was unprepared for Mrs. Bradford’s si-
lence, and almost overwhelmed by her first re-
mark.

I don’t see why you need go to the suburbs,
or rent a room; our kitchen is large enough for
first experiments; and we have an excellent
range, you know. It would be much easier to
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find customers among acquaintances, I should
think.”’ '

“Why, Mother!’’ was Josephine’s exclama-
tion; and again, after a moment’s pause, ‘‘ Why,
Mother!’’ in jubilant tones. ‘‘You almost take
my breath away! I expected to have to argue
with you for a week and then not convince you.
But, you see, I felt that I had got to do some-
thing that might grow into a little help for
Father. The teachers here are so nice, and
kind; they have given me ever so many hints.
Do you really mean that you will let me work
in the kitchen, and talk about it to the girls, and
sell them things? What has happened?’’ But
Mrs. Bradford did not choose to tell what had
happened; she was not certain that she could.
Neither did she care to tell what she had heard,
one morning at the club, about a girl in Ohio
who did this very thing,—aided and abetted by
her mother,—and made of it a splendid success.
She meant to help Josephine all she could; but
it would be just as well for the child to discover
it by her acts.

Isabel stood on the side porch waiting for
them to come up. ‘‘I've been watching for
you,”” was her greeting. ‘‘I went over to the
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hall to meet you, and then missed you after all.
I came by a short cut. Mother, I want you to go
to class with me this morning and meet the
teacher; I told her I was going to bring you;
she is lovely.”’

Josephine laughed. ‘‘You are being beset on
all sides,’’ she said gleefully. ¢‘Go on, Mother,
and frivol with your youngest, while the staid
oldest daughter remains at home and gets you
up such a dinner that you will never want to go
to a boarding-house again.”’

¢¢ ¢Chautauqua Department of Health and
Self-Expression,’ ’” read Mrs. Bradford from
the circular that Isabel thrust into her hand.
¢¢ ‘Exercise that rests.” I wonder what kind it
can be?! I’m sure I have exercise enough but I
must say I don’t feel especially rested. Why
in the world do you want me to go and look on
at those idiots twisting their bodies into all sorts
of shapes? Look at this one trying to reach her
toes without tipping over! I must say I have
no patience with women who make fools of them-
selves taking such exercises. It is bad enough
for silly girls to waste their time and money in
that way.”’

However, she had turned from her doorway
and was allowing the eager Isabel to pilot her
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down the avenue toward the ‘‘School of Expres-
sion.”” She continued to read, as she walked,
and to make comments. ‘¢ ‘It is not the work
we do, but the energy we waste when not work-
ing that exhausts us.” Humph, much she
knows about it! I never waste any energy.’’

Yet perhaps there was never a woman who
wasted more than did Mrs. Bradford. The
trouble with her, as with many another, was that
she did not know herself. She read on:
“‘Learn to relax, to let go—physically and
_ mentally—to untie the fuss and worry knots.’
Yes, I wonder how? it’s easy enough to talk!”’
But the tone was less scornful ; there was even
a touch of wistfulness in it. The poor woman
suspected that ‘‘fuss and worry knots’’ were all
over her face; those words just described it; she
had done so much fussing and worrying all her
life! and it seemed necessary to continue doing
it; how else were they to live?

Isabel caught at the wistful tone and an-
swered it.

““You wait, Mother, she will tell you how; she
says she has been doing it a good many years,
and has rested more tired women than she can
count.”’

But the pretty creature who presently broke
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on their vision arrayed in a perfect fitting white
gown, with masses of beautiful hair arranged in-
graceful coils about a shapely head; with a glow
of brilliant color on cheeks and lips; with eyes
that were bright with the joy of living; and ting-
ling with energy to her very finger tips, yet ex-
pressing ease and grace in every movement
looked too fair and glad a creature to know any-
thing about real fatigue or worry. Mrs. Brad-
ford’s scepticism returned. She curled her lip
and murmured:

¢“I wonder if that is the boasted teacher!
She’s too young to know how to teach anybody
anything.”’

Isabel laughed. “‘Just wait,”’ she said.
And it was a fact that as soon as the teacher
began to talk, to explain, to answer with ready
comprehension and sympathy the volley of ques-
tions poured at her, to move that supple body
of hers that seemed to have no more weight in
it than a cork, and did her instant bidding with
an unfailing ease and grace, Mrs. Bradford
discovered, what every member of the large
class had done, that here was one body that was
a willing servant; instead of a tyrant demanding
from the jaded spirit impossibilities. It was
impossible to imagine either lassitude or utter
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absolute fatigue in connection with her. More-
over she could show others how to make ach-
ing muscles and throbbing nerves own a mas-
ter.

‘“You want to learn how to get a good healthy
‘tired,’ that will make rest a joy, and work that
follows it a pleasure;’’ she said brightly, as
if that was a very ordinary lesson easily mas-
tered. Mrs. Bradford, from listening with an
air of endurance as one who had been smuggled
in against her will, grew interested, grew ab-
sorbed in the genial flow of talk, that was not
a lecture, nor a lesson, and yet was distinctly
both. When she came to herself, and found her-
self standing with the others trying to reach her
toes without tipping over—the precise effort
that she had so sharply criticised, she did not
know whether to be ashamed, and indignant at
somebody, or to laugh. But fun got the upper
hand, and she joined in the hearty laugh that
was going the rounds at the expense of them
all. After that, she forgot that it was a class,
and a lesson, and that she was a middle-aged
woman with dignity to sustain; for a full half
hour she did that excellent thing for such
women as she, forgot Mrs. Bradford entirely.

““Isn’t she lovely?’’ Isabel began the mo-
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ment they were on the street. ‘‘She lives in
New York, don’t you think; teaches there, you
know. I can go right on with the lessons after
we get home.”’

But this indiscreet remark brought one of the
¢‘fuss knots’’ promptly back to Mrs. Bradford’s
face.

““You talk as though we were made of
money,’’ she began sharply. But Isabel was
serene, and quick to speak.

“No, I don’t, Mother; I’m talking of a way to
make some. That’s the beauty of it all. She is
going to recommend me, and give me special les-
sons and all that; you should hear her praise
your daughter, ma’am; you’d be proud of her.
I'm her star pupil, and she’s going to help me
get up a class of young girls in our neighbor-
hood; and I'm to go out with her twice a week
to one of the suburbs and help with a class of
beginners. Oh, I know I can work it up! she
says I can; she says I’'m just the one. I’'m go-
ing back home to earn my own living, not only,
but to help earn yours, and give you a chance to
get rid of some of the ‘worry knots,” Mother,
see if I don’t.””

Mrs. Bradford laughed outright, a merry
laugh such as she had not in years relaxed suffi-
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ciently to give. The comic side of this strange
morning was getting possession of her.

‘‘Between you and Josephine,’’ she said, ‘‘I
don’t see that there will be anything for me to
do hereafter but try to stand on one foot and
swing the other, and eat cookies.”’

““Cookies!’’ repeated Isabel. ‘‘Oh, has Jose-
phine told yout And you don’t mind? You
are willing for us both to take hold of this work
and earn money by it? You darling mother!
If we weren’t on the street I'd kiss you this
minute! You can’t think how we have wanted
to do something to help you and father, before
you worked yourselves to death for us; we both
felt disgraced to settle down at home and do
nothing; we’ve felt it for ever so long, but we
couldn’t plan anything to do that you were will-
ing to hear us even mention ; and so we just kept
on being unhappy, and growing sharp and hate-
ful sometimes, and not seeing any way out. But
after we came here, it’s in the air, somehow,
we knew that we couldn’t live in that way any
more, and we thought we should both have to go
away from home and get work to do, so you
wouldn’t feel disgraced; but now these plans
have come up, and we both feel sure we can
carry them out, and you don’t feel badly about
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it, do you? You will be glad to have us doing
things that will help others, as well as ourselves,
won’t you? Doesn’tit all look different to you?
Oh, I know it does; I can see it in your face, and
I’'m just as happy as I can be.”’

¢‘ Josephine,’’ said her sister in the privacy of
their sleeping-room that night, while Mrs. Brad-
ford lingered in the kitchenette, ‘‘what has hap-
pened to Mother?”’

“T don’t know,’”’ was the answer. ‘‘Some-
thing has; she is different.’’

But Eureka Harrison’s day had no such
triumph in its closing. The truth was that
 Eureka was having a succession of unsatisfac-
tory days. All the more unsatisfactory, per-
haps, because she believed that she under-
stood the situation and felt that there was
nothing for it at present but to endure. Of
Burnham Roberts she was seeing almost noth-
ing and understood the reason. Burnham was
in the midst of one of his ‘‘infatuations’’ the
most pronounced of any since he and she be-
‘came intimate friends; and his mother, who
still had more influence over him than any
other save Eureka herself, seemed to be blind
and deaf. She had herself created the situation
by bringing ‘‘that girl’’ to the hotel where all
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sorts of intervals with her at all hours of the
day were possible; yet the mother seemed to be
looking on serenely, even helping on the in-
timacy by removing from their path what
- could easily have been made into obstacles. It
was unaccountable, unless she hoped by such
management to help the young man to recover
more rapidly from his absurd fancy, on the
principle that ‘‘familiarity breeds contempt.’’
In that case she must know by this time that
she was not succeeding. As for her own in-
fluence, Eureka instinctively drew herself up
with a haughty gesture when she thought of
it, and told herself that whatever happened she
should not interfere. If Burnham had, before
this, spoken to her the decisive word that would
make their engagement formal she would un-
dertake to remind him that such glaring lapses
into admiration of pretty faces were beneath
his dignity, as well as insulting to her. But
as matters now stood between them it would
simply be an added humiliation to appear to
notice it at all. She could not even comfort
herself with the thought of paying him in some
way for all this humiliation when the ordeal
was over, for she was tired of the position
which she now occupied ; anxious to get through
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with it and begin to get used to being engaged.

Therefore she realized that she would have to -

be “‘nice’’ to Burnham as soon as he gave her
a chance; because he really had not yet for-
given her for that trying day at the lake and
the horrid words she had spoken. It was en-
tirely possible that those words were the cause
of this present humiliation; perhaps Burnham
was simply taking revenge for having been
called ‘‘a dude and a coward.”” She could
hardly blame him! only she would like to tell
him that he ought to be man enough not to
make that poor silly little girl his victim.
Throughout her thought about it, Eureka
kept her anxiety for the girl, uppermost; de-
spite the fact that she thought of her as a silly
moth hovering around a dangerous light, she
could not help seeing that the light was more
to blame than the moth. Burnham openly and
unhesitatingly sought the girl. He asked for
her without a shade of embarrassment ; followed
the train when he found she was out with the
children for a walk; or boldly planned a trip
with them that as a matter of necessity in-
cluded her. It is true that he had always given
more or less attention to the children, and they
were fond of him; so that his attentions to
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them seemed unusual to no one but Eureka.

It was in the early afternoon of one of her
dissatisfied days that Eureka, having let all the
various members of her party go their several
ways without her, wandered out by herself in
search of relief. Her life had never seemed to
her more inane and purposeless than it had
since that day when she called her problem
settled because she had decided to marry Burn-
ham Roberts, and compel him to make the
most of himself, while she gave her mother the
life of luxury and freedom from sordid cares
that she ought to have. But whatever the
future might bring to her of peace and the
sense of well-doing, the transition period was
certainly not pleasant. It took resolution to
keep her from admitting to herself that she
was tired of it all, before it had begun.

Her wanderings brought her, in due time, in
the neighborhood of the Hall, where a meeting
of some sort was in progress, evidenced by a
crowd. Moved by that natural impulse to try
to get into a place that seems to be already
over-full, she elbowed and wedged her way
back of the platform to one of the pillars, and
leaning against it for support determined to
listen for a few minutes. A woman was talking.



CHAPTER XXIII

‘‘WHERE TWO OR THREE’’

““We shall get quick results from the moun-
taineers,’”’ she was saying. ‘‘And that is a
matter worthy of consideration when there are
multitudes to be reached. Here are a dozen
men struggling in the water; which of them
shall you pull out first? Why, other things
being equal, the man who can help save the
others, of course; these mountaineers will help,
every time.”’

Eureka was in line with the speaker, who
was a woman no older than herself. Their
eyes met at the moment, and the new comer
flashed a sympathetic response for the bright
bit of logic just presented, and listened. The
girl was drawing a word-picture, of an old man
coming on foot sixty-five miles over the moun-
tains to beg the missionary teachers to come
out to his place and start a school. ¢‘ ‘Many a
time,’ he told them, ‘I’ve plodded fifteen mile up

our hill and looked over at this mountain and
322
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wondered if anybody would come over to us
and learn my girls, before they got growed up,
and fixed, and it was too late.’ »’

The quick tears dimmed Eureka’s eyes.
There were girls, then, longing for education,
who had missed far more than she had; girls
whose fathers were eager, but powerless.
What a thing it would be to teach such hungry
minds as those!

Now the audience laughed heartily. The
speaker showed her power in quickly changing
the emotions of her hearers by a vivid recital
of facts. She was sketching the dreary cabin
home of an isolated mountain white, who
showed off with pride her eight children ranged
in a giggling row before the visitor.

¢ ¢Yes, there’s a right smart passel of ’em,
and they’ve got mighty nice names. This
one’s ’Lizabeth, and this here one is Virginia;
and the next is Reno; then there’s Naomi who
had ought to come next, but he’s dead. The
last one down there at the foot has got the
prettiest name of all; I named her Castoria. I
ain’t got nothin’ but names to give ’em, so I
done the best I could.” ”’

Eureka laughed with the rest. The story
was certainly funny, but the skillful narrator
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sketched vividly the pathetic side when she
imitated the tone of that mother who had done
her best; ‘“‘Names is all I got to give ’em.”’
The girl by the post who was often lonely, even
among her friends, felt her heart swell with
sympathy for the struggling soul. For the
second time that afternoon the impulse swept
over her to take hold somewhere at the world’s
work for others. “‘If it were not for mother,”’
she told herself, ‘I would go among those
mountaineers and hunt up some of the isolated
cabins, and get hold of these women and help
them save their girls and boys. I wonder if
they would have me when I’'m not even a church
member. I suppose that girl is a home mis-
sionary. But dear me! I could bring some
hope into the lives of those poor creatures,
even if I couldn’t preach to them.”’

Then she listened again. This time it was a
story of one of the local preachers; poor, un-
couth, illiterate, yet with what the speaker
called ‘‘the root of the matter’’ within his soul.

““He doesn’t approve,’’ she said, ‘‘of having
suppers and fairs and fétes and bazaars and
all those modern devices for raising money for
the benefit of the church. He has heard no
talk on that subject, and is not able to argue
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about it; but by some process that he cannot
explain it has, he says, been borne in upon him
that ‘them kind of things don’t fit.” *?

““The young people of his congregation
wanted to get up a strawberry festival to help
pay for a church clock; they came to get his
help, but he shook his puzzled head and said:
‘I can’t do that, nohow, chil’ren, not for the
church. It’s borne in upon me that straw-
berry festivals ain’t the right thing. Not that
there’s any harm in strawberries, nor in eatin’
of ’em’—his tone growing more and more
puzzled—'but ye see,—ye see, it’s like Peter
that time warmin’ hisself by the fire and Jesus
at the other end of the room lookin’ on. Re-
member? Not that there’s any harm in fire,
or in warmin’ of yourself;’ a pause, the fingers
of both hands plunged into his shock of grizzly
hair until each hair seemed to stand erect in the
man’s effort to understand his own logic.
Then a light broke over his face. ‘I’ll tell you
chil’ren what’s the matter; you see, it was the
wrong fire.”’’

The audience roared. Eureka joined heartily:
in the laugh, yet she was in sympathy with the
native pastor. Her father had been one of
those who did not approve of eating and drink-
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ing ¢‘for the benefit of the church.”” What a
pleasure it would be to sit down beside that
troubled man and help him to get a clear grasp
of his own thoughts! While the speaker went
on to tell of his prayer for certain members of
his church:

¢ ¢‘Lord, we’ve got some members here that
need a lot of bracin’ up on the leanin’ side,’ »’
one listener was distinctly wishing herself a
home missionary. ‘‘If it were mnot for
Mother,”’ she told herself wistfully; as though
that were the only obstacle!

Her mother was there, listening to the sto-
ries; moved by them to laughter and, like her
daughter, almost to tears.

Eureka joined them at the close, her mother
and Mrs. Dennis, and committed herself to
walking with them, before she discovered that
Mr. Dennis, the missionary from Utah, was of
their party.

““Were you at the meeting?’’ her mother
asked, in surprise. ‘‘I did not know you came
to missionary meetings. It was good, wasn’t
it.”

“Very good,”” Eureka said emphatically.
““Those women are doing things that are worth
while.”” She dropped behind, when they
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reached the sidewalk, and Mr. Dennis did the
same, leaving the elder ladies to go on together.

““Then you are interested in home mis-
sions?’’ he said cordially. “I am always
especially glad to find young women who real-
ize what a tremendous work is waiting to be
done in our own country. Not that I am not
heart and soul in sympathy with foreign mis-
sions also; it is merely a case of ‘These ought
ye to have done, and not to have left the other
undone.” But you should study the work in
Utah; that’s the great opportunity. Of course
every missionary thinks his field the most im-
portant,’’ he added, laughing, ¢‘but I know mine
is. Are you a teacher? No? I thought you
might possibly be one of the army planning for
Utah in 1913. The N. E. A. goes there, you re-
member.’’

But Eureka did not remember, as he saw by
her face.

“The National Educational Association, you
know. TUtah has been reaching after that for
five years, and has finally succeeded. I tremble
when I think of the multitude of the uninformed
who will go there to be hoodwinked. Courted
and feasted and flattered and rushed about in
fine automobiles to see fine views and be told
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fine stories and sent home to say: ‘Why, the
Mormons are all right. What do those home
missionaries mean by making such a fuss about
them?’ ”’

Eureka’s laugh was a trifle scornful as she
said:

““You are not giving our teachers credit for
much penetration!’’

‘Oh, it isn’t for lack of brains that they will
be misled; they are busy people; they have fo
study chiefly in line with their work; they
haven’t taken time to study up the Mormon
question in detail, and there are those among
the Mormon authorities who ‘live and move and
have their being’ for the sole purpose of hood-
winking Eastern travelers. They have planned
if possible to deceive the very elect; and they’ll
do it, too, in some cases. They understand the
‘angel of light’ business better than any other
people in the world.’’

Ever since Eureka had listened to Mrs.
Wells, her soul had been aflame with righteous
indignation over the whole Mormon scheme;
yet she smiled as she asked lightly, half banter-
ingly.

¢‘Is it really such a very dangerous ’ism?’’

Mr. Dennis gave her a quick, searching
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glance; something about the question rang
false. Was she feigning ignorance merely to
see if he could answer her?

“Did you hear at the conference the other
day about the Mormon church in Boston receiv-
ing seventy-seven new converts a short time
-ago, all but two of them young girls?’’ was his
answer.

‘“No,”’ said Eureka, startled out of her
feigned indifference. ‘‘In Boston! How hor-
rible!”’ .

“It is girls they are after,’’ he said, signifi-
cantly. ‘“Youmg girls. Did you hear of the
Mormon missionary who wove his meshes about
a salesgirl in a Boston store, on the plea that
he was an artist seeking for a model, and was
ready to pay fabulous wages? And the one in
Portland, Maine, who secured access to its best
homes and obtained interviews with young
women because he was a dealer in rare Persian
rugs that for carefully prepared and specious
reasons were being sold away below their
value?”’ '

Eureka threw off her disguise of indifference.
Here was one who knew things and could give
proofs that he did; who had made the whole
horrid subject a careful study for years; it was
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a chance to learn. They sat on the hotel ver-
anda until the dinner bell interrupted them,
she bristling with questions and he prompt
and eager with his answers.

‘“He is a very interesting man,’’ she told her
mother that evening. ‘‘He knows things, and
knows how to talk about them. There is some
sense in conversing with a person like him.”’

Mrs. Harrison made no reply, although she
had evidently been pleased that Eureka had
chosen to carry on a conversation with the
home missionary.

It was late, well on to midnight, and all her
friends were sleeping, but Mrs. Roberts still sat
in her little private parlor bending over some
thin foreign sheets; giving some of them a third
reading. She was planning just how to carry
out her husband’s suggestions.

The letter was long and full, giving a graphic
account of a wonderful evangelistic campaign
which was then in progress in London, espe-
cially in the interests of young men. After
giving in detail the story of a very remarkable
conversion, the letter ran thus:

¢ And now, Dear, I am getting to the special
theme of this letter. I am glad that there is no
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doubt in my mind as to how my suggestion will
be received. What sort of a life must it be for
husband and wife not to be in accord on such
themes as these? Flossy dear, I cannot get
away from the impression that the time has
come for us to cry mightily to God in an un-
usual way, perhaps, for the salvation of our
son. Two nights ago I added his name to the
public prayer list here: ‘Pray for a young man
in America who has resisted all appeals, thus
far; whose father is in this meeting praying for
him.” Since then, I think almost every thought
has been a prayer for his conversion. I have
made bold to ask that the time might be NOW.
I am impressed with the belief that this sum-
mer is the crucial one. I thought of cabling
him to join me here with the feeling that the at-
mosphere of these meetings might reach him;
then I remembered that it was not atmosphere
heneeded, but God ; and God did not;have to wait
for one to cross the Atlantic. Still, we know he
does work through means. What I want to pro-
pose is that we consecrate the boy’s birthday
anniversary as a day of special and specific
prayer for him; hold that one thought before.
the Lord all day. It happens that on that
same date there is to be an all-day meeting here
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for young men; I need not tell you for what
young man I shall especially pray, and I have
asked a chosen few to bring him by name before
the Lord at that time especially. Flossy, dear,
I know you will join me; and get the girls to do
if you think it well; also some of their children,
Erskine Burnham and his wife especially, and
any others with whom you feel that peculiar
bond of sympathy. Would that we could ask
Eureka, poor girl! I know nothing about the
Chautauqua program for that day, and I re-
member that Chautauqua has the name, of late
years, of being intellectual, rather than evange-
listic in its entire atmosphere; still, the Bishop
has not yet gone to heaven; and there are other
grand men there this year; beside all else God
- is there; and however foolish, to human reason,
such chains of prayer as we are planning may
seem, prayer is one of God’s appointed ways
for reaching souls; and there is a very special
unconditional promise for the ‘two or three’
who agree. I enclose a letter for Burnham,
which please give him on the morning of his
birthday.”’

This was in part the letter over which tears
were dropping. Thankful tears, some of them,
that ‘“the boy”” had such a father to pray for
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him. Sorrowful tears, some of them, because
his mother had not been as instant in prayer
for him as she might have been. Not that she
had passed a day of her life without praying
earnestly for her youngest born, but she knew
that she had allowed anxieties as to the outcome
of his friendship for Eureka Harrison to hold
her thoughts, to the exclusion of more important
ones. KEspecially had this been the case of late,
when it began to seem probable that the girl
was to be her son’s wife. She would never
have put the thought into words, but it shocked
her to discover that she was almost thinking
it useless to pray for a changed life for one who
‘was planning to spend that life with Eureka
Harrison!

The foreign mail had been delayed, and
there had been but that single afternoon to
plan for the concert of prayer. She had found
‘“‘the girls’’ in Mrs. Harrison’s room and had
read to them her husband’s letter, omitting
only that one sentence about Eureka. They
had been sympathetic and responsive to the
call;—if none of them had expressed strong
faith, she could not blame them. One incident
had occurred that she regretted.

It seemed that during the reading of the letter
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Eureka was out on the small porch opening
from her mother’s room. She had a book in
her hand, but she had been dreaming, rather
than reading, paying no heed to what was go-
ing on inside until her ear caught the sound of
Burnham’s name. Then she had listened, with-
out a thought of impropriety. ‘‘Aunt Flossy’’
was always sharing bits of description, or
anecdote from her husband’s foreign letters,
and she was always a welcome listener. So it
was that she gave startled heed to the plan as
it unfolded in the letter, and sat through part
of the talk that followed, before it occurred to
her that she was an uninvited participant in a
private conference. Then she arose, allowing
her chair to make as much noise as it would,
and pushing wide the French window entered
and passed through the room, with a scarcely
perceptible nod of recognition.

‘I had entirely forgotten that Eureka was out
there,”” Mrs. Harrison had said, embarrassed
and apologetic, when the door closed after her
daughter. ‘I remember now that she went
there to read; I don’t suppose she heard what
We were saying.”’

Mrs. Roberts knew that she had tried to say
the right words to comfort Eurie, but she also
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knew that she was sorry that Eureka had heard,
—if she heard, and was by no means so sure
as her mother had been that ‘‘of course she
would not mention it to a soul.”

The name of the missionary from Utah had
been added to the prayer chain at Mrs. Harri-
son’s hesitating suggestion, because he was
especially interested in young men. Mrs. Rob-
erts had been glad of the suggestion; she
liked to hear him pray, she said, because he
spoke as one who expected an answer of course.
One or two other special friends who were what
Mrs. Burnham called ‘‘confident in prayer,’’
were added to the list. They had no fear of in-
conveniencing any one, as there was to be no
attempt at a formal meeting; each was simply
to be asked to give as much time as he could
consistently to specific prayer for that one
young man.

Mrs. Roberts, after she left the others, had
added, on the impulse of the moment, still an-
other name to the list.



CHAPTER XXIV

LINKS IN THE CHAIN

TaE impulse came to her that evening as she
tip-toed through her daughter’s nursery to find
two of her grandchildren kneeling, with Hazel,
beside their little beds, and paused to listen to
their prayer. Here was evidently one who
knew how to teach little children to pray in
familiar yet reverent language.

Since her coming among them Hazel had
made rapid strides into the hearts of these new
friends. The children adored her, and their
pleased mothers rejoiced together over her dis-
covery. The wish most often on their lips was
that they could keep her with them; and they
argued as to which of the numerous family
groups most needed her; entirely unaware of
the fact that the young man, who often listened
to them, set his lips in firm lines and told him-
self that he should like to see any of them keep

her! Never were mother and sisters, or, for
336
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that matter, an entire circle of friends, blinder
than these.

Mrs. Roberts called Hazel to her room as
soon as the nursery scene was closed and began
abruptly:

‘‘Hazel, I know you believe in specific prayer
for others; I want you to join your petitions
with ours, to-morrow. It will be my son’s
birthday, and we have set it apart, my special
friends here, and his father across the sea, as
a day of prayer for him. Will you pray for
him very often to-morrow, dear child?”’

Wide-eyed astonishment was at first Hazel’s
only answer; then she spoke timidly.

“Are you asking me to pray for your som,
Mrs. Roberts?”’

‘“Yes, for Burnham; his father and I have
prayed for him every day of his life, but the
answer has not come yet. His father has been
led, through prayer, to believe that this sum-
mer will be the one in which he will make un-
changeable decisions; and he thinks that this
week is a crucial one to him; we are going to
call upon God as never before.”

““But, Mrs. Roberts, please, I do not under-
stand. Is there a special thing that you want
him to do, or not do?”’
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“My child, we want him to give himself to
the Lord.”’

She remembered always the look of blank dis-
may that swept over Hazel’s face, and the fal-
tering voice in which she asked:

““You do not mean that Mr. Roberts is not a
Christian?”’

‘“Yes, my dear, I do; he makes no pretense
of having the slightest interest in the subject;
although when he was a boy of eight I thought
him the most sincere little Christian I had ever
known. But he went away from home, among
companions whose influence was bad; and
gradually he gave up all his old beliefs that we
had thought were firmly rooted. I know you
will remember to pray for him.’’

Little she knew of the turmoil of soul into
which she had plunged poor Hazel. It was
almost as if she had been told that she herself
had given up the beliefs in which her childhood
had been rooted, so sure had she been that ¢‘Mr.
Roberts’” was a fully developed Christian.
All her talk with him had been from that stand-
point. In the privacy of her own room that
night she went over in detail their conversa-
tion but the evening before. Mrs. Roberts had
arranged so that she could attend the eventide
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service, and it had been lovely and helpful be-
yond what had been described to her. As the
crowd were moving away she had come upon
Mr. Roberts waiting for her.

““Wasn’t it lovely?’’ she had said. “‘I am
so glad I heard that man!”’

‘““Why?’’ he had asked, and seemed amused
at her eagerness. It had stimulated her to ex-
planation.

‘‘Because he was so helpful, and suggestive,
and original, don’t you think so? One often
thinks of the power of electricity, but I never
heard the thought applied as he used it. But
after all, it almost frightens one, doesn’t it?
To think of the power we might have! ‘If a
copper wire can carry more than a hundred
thousand men, what can a human soul carry
when God has hold of him?%’ Doesn’t that
make you feel as though we had never let God
have real hold of us, after all?’’

She remembered now that he had not an-
swered her, but at the time she thought nothing
of it, and had gone on eagerly, laughing as she
spoke.

“Imagine the Doctor of Divinity playing all
day with a Teddy bear! Wasn’t it a capital
illustration?’’> But Mr. Roberts had said that
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the Teddy bear must have come in before he
reached there; and had insisted on knowing
just what was said. She had been very willing
to tell it.

‘““He was speaking of our outgrowing things
that we used to fancy we would always want to
do; just as soon as we get a real vigion of Jesus
Christ, we find our tastes changing. ‘If they
don’t,” he said, ‘there’s something wrong. You
watch people and see. If you find me playing
all day long with a Teddy bear, doing it day
after day, with relish, you will know at once
that there is something abnormal, unhealthy,
about me. Apply that to your Christian life.’
It was queer, but wasn’t it probing?’’

She had thought that the reason he made no
answer was because others came up just then;
the discovery that he had no interest in, no
sympathy with the vital truths that had been
thus quaintly pressed home to consciences, was
so unexpected that it fairly stunned her. She
did not wait for ‘‘to-morrow’’ with her prayers.
She not only prayed, but wept; and the tears
were bitter; they had a personal element; it
seemed to her that she had lost a friend.

The garish light of day told all too plainly
the story of the night’s vigil. Hazel’s eyes
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were red, with dark circles underneath. Her
intention had been to avoid the sight of Mr.
Roberts, and she had not appeared at the
breakfast table. But ‘‘Mr. Roberts’’ had no
.intention of being avoided. He had delightful
plans for the children. It was his birthday he
told them and he meant to play, all day long.
He would take them to Celeron on the big boat
for a picnic, and a swing, and endless trips in
- the merry-go-round, and unlimited dishes of ice
cream, and a boat row, and—really he did not
know what all. Of course Miss Harris was to
go with them; did they think he would under-
take to keep them from going up in a balloon,
or something, without her to help? All in a
moment the children were brought from their
heaven of delight to the depths of despair.
Hazel would hear to none of the plans. In vain
Mr. Roberts questioned earnestly; she had no
reasons to give, she was simply not going out
with the children that day. Norah was to be
in charge, and they were not to go away from
the children’s playground back of the kinder-
garten. ‘‘Oh, very well,”” he said, the chil-
dren’s frolic could wait for to-morrow. Would
she take a long walk with him, away down the
shore where it was quiet, to relieve the headache
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which he saw she had? He had something to
read to her that would drive away pain. No,
she could not walk, that day. She was not go-
ing out; would he please let her pass? Mrs.
Erskine Burnham wanted her, and would be
waiting. But he sturdily kept his position and
told her rudely to let Mrs. Erskine Burnham
wait. ‘‘Hazel, I want to understand ; something
has happened; you have been crying! What is
wrong? Have my sisters, have any of those
women been nagging you? Then what is it?
My mother cannot—?’

She had interrupted him then, speaking with
firmness.

‘““Your mother is the dearest woman in the
world, and they are all just as good to me as
they can be. I cannot stay here talking an-
other minute.’’

She had brushed past him and scurried out
of sight. Yet she was almost certain that she
had done harm. Mr. Roberts would continue
to feel that she had been hurt in some way, and
would not rest until he discovered the cause of
her conduct.

Burnham Roberts strode away moodily; pay-
ing no attention to the children’s calls after
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him. All his thoughts were occupied with what
had happened to Hazel.

‘When, an hour later, he met Eureka, if he
had not been too busy with the other problem
he would have noted that she, too, was unlike
her usual self. In truth she was in a mood so
strange that she did not herself understand it.
Almost it seemed to her that Burnham Roberts
was the victim of a conspiracy. What did they
mean by singling him out in that way, a dozen
of them, making him a special subject for con-
sideration all day! It was a scheme about
which he knew nothing; she had gathered
enough from their talk to be sure of that.
Ought not she, his friend, to tell him? Yet—
what could she tell?

““You must be on the watch to-day for your
friends have all combined against you here,
and across the ocean; they are going to pray
constantly for you all day long.”” How absurd
to go to him with a tale like that! She laughed
at her own folly, and then at theirs. What did -
they imagine would happen to him because they
were going to spend one entire day, or one en-
tire week for that matter, praying for him! A
company of fanatics carrying things to ex-
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tremes as fanatics always did. Why was she
80 annoyed? She ought to be glad, she sup-
posed; prayer did sometimes help people, her
father had been sure of it; and she—yes, she be-
lieved in prayer, of course. Burnham at least
could not be injured by it; and the boy certainly
needed help, often, to keep him from spoiling
his life by some folly. Let them pray. Mean-
time, what attitude should this unknown fellow-
conspirator take in the matter? She could not
pray; her part must be to act. Burnham was
mercifully free from the subject of his infatua-
tion to-day, at least, that was something. She
had overheard Hazel explain to Norah that she
was to have full charge of the children all day;
she herself was not going out; she had sewing,
and other work to do. What if she, the silent
conspirator, should spirit the subject of all this
praying away for the day? They might take
that long delayed trip to Jamestown, stopping
off at Celeron for an ice, and any fun they
could find. Why not? There would be a sort
of poetic justice about it, they two being the
left-out ones.

Thoughts like these were in the background
of her mind while she exerted herself to charm
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the moody companion whom she had joined,
without waiting for him to ask her.

She waited for him at the book stand while
he went upstairs, ostensibly to hunt a text-
book that his sister had left behind, but in real-
ity to read the note from his father which his
mother had given him that morning, and which,
in his annoyance over Hazel, he had forgotten
until now. So, having glanced about the class
room for the missing book he had dropped into
a chair and taken out his letter. It was not
lengthy. A piece of paper fell out from it
which he crushed in his hand while he read.

“I have but a few minutes to write before
the mail closes. I am sending you herewith a
birthday remembrance, as I have calculated
that the letters by this steamer will reach New
York only a few days before that important
date. I have spent the time that I would have
given to writing, on my knees, thanking God
for giving my son another year of life, and
asking him to mark the opening of your new
year with so signal a gift to you that it shall
forever after stand out from all the others,—
a blessed year.

“Will you think me superstitions, my boy,
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if T tell you that I am impressed with the be-
lief that you have reached a crisis in your life;
a turning point? I believe the Lord has given
me this thought. I am asking God if the anni-
versary of your birth may not be the day in
which you will accept his gift, looking up to
him for the first time as a son, because you are
a ‘new creature in Jesus Christ.” Oh, my boy,
my boy! your earthly father’s heart is break-
ing with the longing to have his youngest born
a lover and follower of Jesus Christ.

““You know the way, you have known it from
your babyhood; I believe you have no foolish
modern skepticism to overcome; you have only
to will to take the Lord Jesus Christ for your
personal Saviour. A little step, a moment of
time would accomplish the transfer. How glad-
ly would I make it for you if I could! I thought
as I wrote my name on the bit of paper en-
closed, thus making what it stands for forever
yours,—provided you choose to accept it,—how
gladly your dear mother would write your name
with her heart’s blood, if by doing so she could
gecure for you the gift of God that he holds out
to you. Baut it must be your own signature to
the paper, and the call that will make the pro-
visions yours. You can turn away from both
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gifts; burn mine in the fire if you will, and
make no answer whatever to the One who holds
out the other, but your father entreats you,
dear boy, to accept them to-day.

“I am beginning to feel that it may be at
least in a measure my own fault that you have
reached the years of manhood without giving
your life to God. With such a mother as yours,
whose every thought almost, since she first held
you in her arms has been connected with a
prayer for you, and who has lived before you
the consecrated life she has,—it must be your
father who has failed. I see some of my mis-
takes very plainly; often I fear I have been
stern and cold, or appeared so, when I ought
rather to have shown you God as a patient, for-
bearing, waiting father. My son, will you for-
give me, and let me have the joy of knowing
that my mistakes have not been fatal, because
you have looked past me to your Father in
heaven and accepted the provision he has
made?’’

After reading this letter for the second time,
the young man sat motionless staring at the
page like one bewildered, overwhelmed. In
truth he was; for years and years, so it seemed
to him, there had not come a letter from his
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father that was not filled with stern, sometimes
scathing rebuke. That his conduct had de-
manded rebuke and censure he did not deny,—
although he saw it more plainly at that mo-
ment than ever before,—yet the fact remained
that the tenderness and yearning of a father’s
heart had been shadowed for him by the critic
and judge. Nevertheless he knew, and had
known all his life that, after all, few sons had
such a father as his; the thought of his having
actually asked to be forgiven gave the young
man a strange, choking sensation; and his eyes
smarted with unshed tears. But he knew that
he must not linger there, he must go back to
Eureka who would think his long absence very
strange. It was then that he thought of the
bit of paper crushed in his hand, his birthday
gift; he smiled a little bitterly; he was not hav-
ing the kind of birthday he had planned. He
wished his father had not sent him money—of
course it was money—he had been given
enough. The idea of accepting daily bounty
from his father, not only, but unasked for gifts
beside, and yet giving no heed to his pleading,
was beneath a decent fellow; if he could not do
what he asked, he ought not to accept his gifts.
He meant to tell his father that his foolish
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dawdling days were over; he was going back
to New York to go to work; at least he could
earn his own living, at once; and he meant to;
but that was not what father and mother wanted
most. The idea of a day being set apart to
pray for him! What did they want? Oh, he
knew! Why must it always be something that
a fellow couldn’t do? If that check proved to
be more than a trifle, if it were even fifty
dollars, he wouldn’t sign it; he would send it
back and tell his father he had given him extras
enough; hereafter he meant to earn them for
himself. He looked at the name; a name so
well known and such a power in the business
world! not a bank in New York but would be
glad to honor that signature; after all it was
a great thing to have a name of such strength
underneath a fellow’s life. At last he looked
at the face of the draft.

““Pay to the order of Burnham Roberts
twenty-five thousand dollars.’’



CHAPTER XXV

A CONFLICT WITH ‘‘MORAL FLABBINESS’’

Bur~nuAM RoBErTs did not know how long he
sat staring at the remarkable paper in his hand;
nor could he have described the conflicting emo-
tions that it produced. The income from a
small property left him by his aunt—while it
did not by any means meet his annual expendi-
tures—represented all the money under his di-
rect control. But while most of his wants and
very many of his fancies had been supplied, his
father had never in his life entrusted him with
large sums of money. He had no complaint to
make of that; he was fully aware of the fact that
his conducthad not been such as to warrant trust.
Especially of late years, since he had reached
legal manhood had his checks from his father
been drawn cautiously, for sums to be applied
to stipulated purposes, and so hedged about
that it would not be possible for the monies to

be used in other ways. Many of the purposes
350
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were such as his father by no means approved,
and while he paid the bills, he expressed his
disapproval in no uncertain terms. The young
man could not recall having received since his
nineteenth birthday so much as twenty-five
dollars, as a gift pure and simple unhedged by
directions so marked that they almost amounted
to commands. Nothing had been plainer or
more irritating to him than the fact that his
father did not mean to trust him with a dollar
if he could help it; yet with glaring inconsist-
ency he had always deep in his heart below the
irritation exonerated his father and more than
once muttered: ‘‘He knows I'm not a fellow
to be depended upon.”’

Yet here in his hand was a paper needing only
his own signature to make it worth to him
twenty-five thousand dollars! a thousand for
every year of his life, without a direction or
even a hint as to the way it should be treated;
trust bestowed on one unworthy!

He went back to Eureka, at last, because he
must; he was dismayed at the length of time he
had kept her waiting, and as he tore down the
stairs imagined her saying that he must have
stayed to get the missing book reprinted, or
some other sarcasm. But she greeted him
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sweetly and proposed that they go over to the
morning meeting.

““The distinguished Scotchman is to speak,
Dr. Johnston Ross. We want to hear him once,
don’t we?”’

Burnham muttered that he did not know
whether he did, or not; and asked what his
theme was.

¢“Oh, never mind his theme; I want to have a
glimpse of him, because his name is on every-
body’s tongue. We needn’t stay, you know,
any longer than we choose.”’

As they entered the amphitheatre the speaker
was saying:

¢‘Fatherhood was the earliest conception of God in
the world. Divine revelation filled full man’s con-
ception of it, and the Lord Jesus when he came in-
filled it. ‘Father’ ‘Holy Father’ ‘Righteous Father’
he prayed, and these terms give us the true conception
of Fatherhood. We who are fathers of children are
not steadily moral fathers; we make mistakes; we
lapse into weakness; our fatherhood needs to be
strengthened and stiffened.’’

Burnham Roberts had gone reluctantly to the
lecture, because he did not at once see a way
to escape; but he meant to escape, both from
the service and his companion; he wanted to
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get away alone. His plan had been to seat
Eureka comfortably where she could get a good
view of the man whose popularity had made her
curious, and then to think of some imperative
engagement that must take him at once away.
Had the theme been other than fatherhood, un-
doubtedly this program would have been carried
out; those opening words held him. If his
heart would ever be ready for a message from
his Father in heaven surely it was this morn-
ing.

The address was scholarly, theological, ab-
struse, at times, or at least too deeply technical
for one who did not understand the a. b. c. of
personal religion, yet it held this young man
as no other message concerning eternal veri-
ties would have done.

‘“‘Remember,’”’ said the speaker, ‘‘that our
Lord has belted human life; he has girded all
possible human experiences; and he said of
himself: ‘He that hath seen me, hath seen the
Father.’ ”?

The service over, Burnham got away from his
companion, not without difficulty, for although
he was manifestly not in a mood to be enter-
taining, Eureka had a feeling that she ought
to try to keep him in sight on this fateful day.
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She was vaguely troubled about him all day.
He did not appear at dinner, and none of the
family group seemed to have any idea of his
whereabouts.

As a matter of fact, he spent the most of the
day in the woods; striking off from the beaten
paths, and plunging into the deepest shade and
the most tangled underbrush he could find. He
walked fast and far, fighting fiercely the ob-
structing tangles and overhanging boughs.
Never did the enemy of souls make harder
fight for one than went on that morning. Burn-
ham Roberts’s whole being was stirred as
never before. '

He threw himself down at last on a moss-
carpeted hillside, physically tired but in a men-
tal turmoil. He tried to think clearly what it
was all about. Why had he broken away from
everybody and torn out here alone? Why had
his father’s letter produced such a strange ef-
fect? Certainly its theme was not new; both
father and mother had harped upon this matter
of personal decision, until he was tired of the
words. Herein lay the puzzle; that hereto-
fore he had simply been good-naturedly bored,
able to put it all away and give his mind to

~other things, while to-day it would not be shaken



FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA 355

off. 'Well, let him think. Why should he try
to shake it off? Why was he fighting it? Why
not yield, and make his mother and father
happy?

‘‘Because,”” he said aloud, ‘‘whatever else
I have been, I am not a hypocrite; I cannot pre-
tend what I do not feel.”” He hunted for his
handkerchief to wipe the beads of perspiration
from his face, while his invisible companion
questioned.

‘““Who wants you to be a hypocrite?”’

““Well, I can’t pretend to feel any different
about such matters from what I always have.”’

‘““Who asks you to? Who has said a word
about your feelings?”’

‘‘But one can’t act, except in line with one’s
feelings, without being a hypocrite.”’

¢Oh, what nonsense! didn’t you go exactly
contrary to your feelings when you sprang up
this morning and hurried with all your might
because it was late? Your feelings wanted to
lie in bed ; did you feel like a hypocrite because
you refused to let them keep your mother wait-
ing? In other words, for once in your life you
did what you ought.”’

‘“Well, what ought I to do?”’

“Oh, that’s begging the question, shilly-
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shallying, putting off, just as you have always
been doing. You’ve known since your baby-
hood just what you ought to do. Why don’t
you act up to your own beliefs?’’

‘““What do I believe, anyhow?”’

““A host of things; among them that there is
a moral law that you have broken; and that
there is such a being as God who has said that
there was only one way for a transgressor of
the law to escape, by accepting the substitution
offered.”’

It was a fact that Burnham Roberts believed
all those statements; knew he believed them;
knew the day and hour away back in his early
boyhood when he had felt himself personally
convicted of such knowledge; and having been
rooted and grounded in Bible theology not one
of the ‘‘advanced thoughts’’ or ‘‘destructive
criticisms’’ or any of the ‘‘isms’’ that had
fluttered wildly about him through the years
had been able to find lodgment in his brain.
Moreover, he had had later and clearer proof
of the solid rock underneath his early teaching.
He had not chosen to tell Eureka that that was
not his first introduction to the speaker of the
morning; but a single flash of memory at this
moment sent him back to the great church into
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which he had wandered aimlessly, to pass away
an hour between trains, and to the ringing voice
that was saying:

“‘The doctrine of the forgiveness of sin is
not even distantly imitated by any other reli-
gion.”

It had sounded like a challenge to the idle
young man, who had traveled in many lands
and amused himself over the peculiarities of
many religions, and he waited for the speaker
to prove his point. He did it, and did yet more.
As distinctly as though the words were being
spoken now, came back their echo in the silence
of the woods.

“Can a man really forgive himself? Oh,
if we are morally flabby, we can forgive our
selves, and continue to sin again, and yet
again.”’

Once more Burnham sought his handkerchief
to wipe the perspiration; he felt his face burn
with shame. He had not thought of that sen-
tence before, since he heard it spoken; he had
not thought of it for two seconds at the time—
yet here it was convicting him! He had been
sinning against his father and mother and re-
gretting it, and forgetting it, and repeating it,
all his life. He was ‘“morally flabby.”’



358 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

Other questions asked and answered by those
eloquent lips came trooping up to add their tes-
timony.

“Can an honorable God forgive sin?’’ The
answer led by logical sequence to the one way,
the expiation, the atonement. ‘‘The moral
man,’’ said the speaker, ‘‘will have nothing to
do with cheap absolution.”” And ‘‘God could
not be a father if he shrank from the conse-
quences of sin.”’

Fatherhood was facing this young man which-
ever way he turned. Two fathers had removed
all obstacles and were pointing out the path.
Would the poor soul step into it?

But the arch enemy of souls drew near to
thrust his petty obstacles in the way. ‘‘How-
ever you may decide this thing eventually,
you couldn’t take any step just now. Think
how it would look in two directions! If you
take your father’s birthday gift, he cannot help
thinking, forever afterwards, that your reli-
gious professions were made because you could
not, in decency, do otherwise. Then there is
Hazel; it will look to her, and to your mother,
who of course understands her views, that you
are just taking a stand because you think she
‘will like it; while as a matter of fact she is
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truth itself and will shrink from anything that
she believes is merely put on.”’

Petty stumbling blocks being placed before
the feet of the sinner ;—they must of necessity
be petty, because there were no great ones.
This well-taught young man knew intellectually
that the great gulf between God and the human
soul had been bridged. The question was
would he stumble, nevertheless, and drop again
into ‘‘moral flabbiness.”’

“‘Is not the bleeding heart of God the great-
est thought in the universe?’’ It was another
of those incisive questions that memory photo-
graphed and flashed out for him.

Suddenly he sprang up and made a dash
through the pathless woods as though an enemy
were following from whom he had resolved to
escape.

It was late in the afternoon when he re-en-
tered the Chautauqua grounds and passed
around behind the amphitheater in order to
escape the eyes of the large audience gathered
there. He had no desire to meet any one whom
he had ever seen before. He felt exhausted in
mind and body, yet the fight was still on. He
had fallen now into the slough of inability.

““I can’t do it!’’ he had said, over and over
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again. ‘I camn’t, and I know that I can’t.
Father thinks I am indifferent, unconcerned;
that I never had a wish to be a different man
from the one I am; God knows better; he knows
I have tried again and again, and I can’t keep
my resolutions for a week; it isn’t in me to be
any other than the failure I am. It is just as
that human dissecter of thoughts said: I am
‘morally flabby.” I have never before owned
this, even to myself, but I have known it all the
while.”” It was in this mood that he was get-
ting in roundabout ways to the privacy of his
room. Behold it was that same ‘‘dissecting’’
voice that was ringing through the am-
phitheater. Instinctively Burnham halted; he
could hear every word.

‘“The Christian life is not a single act, it is an atti-
tude. The kernel of it is just this: ‘I am Christ’s.
I tie myself up to Christ by every string that I know;
and if there is any other string, I want to find it.’
That is the continuous attitude of one who has looked
Jesus in the face and said: ‘Thou art Christ, and I
am Christ’s.” ”’

Burnham Roberts did not appear at dinner;
nor had any of his friends, so far as could be
quietly ascertained, had speech with him since
morning. The last one known to have been
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in his company was Eureka, but what passed
between them could only be a matter of con-
jecture. She was silent; and miserable.

The members of that prayer-circle said very
little; and that little seemed to be an effort to
hearten one another.

““The day isn’t done yet,”” Mrs. Harrison
said, speaking softly.

““No,”” from Mrs. Burnham in the same low
tone. ‘‘And ‘a thousand years in His sight are
as one day.” ”’

Mrs. Roberts said not a word concerning her
son to any human soul, but the calm of heaven
was on her face.

““Flossy has had her answer,”’ Mrs. Dennis
told her missionary brother. ‘I don’t know
what it is, except that it satisfies her.”’

Yet it was not until the great clock on the
tower was tolling out twelve solemn strokes
that a young man, alone in his room, kneeling,
hands clasped in the attitude of prayer said
aloud, gravely, deliberately with all the sol-
emnity of a covenant in his manmer: ‘“Thou
art Christ; and I am Christ’s.”’

It was the evening of another day before
Eureka, not being in the ‘‘inner circle’’ had
definite knowledge of the great transaction that
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had taken place the day before, or speech with
the subject of it. She knew that Burnham had
taken a late breakfast with his mother and been
closeted with her through the morning. She
also overheard talk that made her sure that he
had cabled a message of some sort to his father.
As for ¢ Aunt Flossy”’ the joy in her face made
even strangers turn and look again, wistfully.
But the one who called herself ‘‘left out’’ was
told nothing.

¢T am a Samaritan, I suppose, or a leper,”’
she told herself half angrily, half whimsically.
“I’ve a mind to remind them that ‘even the
dogs eat of the crumbs.’”’

Hazel had departed for Jamestown by the
early boat with Mrs. Neal Harrison and three
of the older children, on a shopping excursion.
Eureka had been invited to accompany them,
but not being at any time fond of her sister-
in-law’s company, and at all times detesting
shopping, had promptly declined. She knew
that Burnham went to Jamestown in the two
o’clock boat and returned in company with the
shoppers soon after five. She sat on an upper
veranda and watched their ascent up the hill;
the children marching ahead laden with pack-
ages of every conceivable shape and size;
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Mrs. Neal languidly following them having as
much as she could do to carry herself; but the
two bringing up the rear were also heavily
laden, yet not too much so for earnest talk.

At least Burnham seemed to be talking eagerly,
- and Hazel’s cheeks were the color of the carna-
tions in her belt. They had been Burnham'’s
carnations at noon; Eureka had noted their
peculiar hue, and was sure of it. Her lip
curled a little as she watched. Whatever won-
drous results that day of prayer might have
accomplished for others, it had evidently not
made a ‘‘new creature’’ of Burnham Roberts.
She was half ashamed and half frightened that
this conviction brought a sense of relief. She
had not been quite sure how to deal with a ‘‘new
creature.”’’

It was just after dinner that Burnham, care-
fully dressed and looking his best in every re-
spect, came in search of her and spoke in his
usual airy fashion.

““One good turn deserved another,’’ she had
taken him to the meeting yesterday, and he
wished the pleasure of her company this even-
ing at the Lakeside service. She went with
alacrity; albeit on the way to the arcade she
asked why he wanted to waste an hour of such
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a lovely evening at a prayer-meeting. Hadn’f
he told her some time ago that he had had
meetings enough to last for a lifetime?

He smiled cordially and reminded her
that people sometimes changed their minds;
that he had special reasons for wanting to hear
the speaker and special reasons for wanting a
visit with her. He had designs on her for the
hour following the lakeside service, if she would
grant him an interview. His manner told her
plainly that the interview was to be special, and
she felt that it would be memorable.



CHAPTER XXVI

¢¢] HAVE SOMETHING TO TELL Y0OU”?

““Day is dying in the west,
Heaven is touching earth with rest;
‘Wait, and worship, while the night
Sets her evening lamps alight
Through all the sky.”

Tais was the exquisite song that greeted
their ears as they threaded their way among
the throng of worshipers at that lakeside serv-
ice where earth and air and tender song of
mother-birds joined with human voices in call-
ing to worship.

Yet Eureka, sitting quietly as one of them,
apparently listening to the voice of the minister
of God—whose message was for her, if ever
message was, yet let her thoughts wander from
it all, and busy themselves with that coming in-
terview. She knew it was to be eventful.
Burnham meant to ask her, at last, in words,

to be his wife; and to that question she had long
365
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ago promised herself solemnly that she would
say ‘‘yes.”’

She shivered a little at thought of it. Could
she? Stop! she was not to go over that
ground; the decision was final. There were
other things for her to arrange; matters about
which she must stand firm. If Burnham had
indeed become that ‘‘new creature’ of which
certain dear fanatics were always talking, she
would not have to mention the subject; but as it
was— Doubtless he had made some wonderful
resolutions yesterday which he believed, poor
soul! that he would keep. But one new depar-
ture, whether he had included it, or not, must
be made, and lived up to. All that delightful
little flirting with pretty-faced, innocent girls
must be given up at once and forever. She
would tell him frankly that he had never done
anything in his life of which she was so much
ashamed as his continued attentions to that
poor little Hazel, and she was firmly resolved
to have no more of them. At that moment she
was startled into giving heed to what was going
on about her by an outburst of laughter from
the audience. The speaker was telling a story;
and of all stories in this world for a preacher
to tell at a religious meeting, it was about a
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little trained dog in a circus! FEureka felt
scandalized. She made no pretensions, she
was counted always outside the circle of good
Christian people, but she knew nevertheless
what was fitting at a religious meeting! Yet
she could not help listening. The little dog,
the speaker said, had not done his tricks, and
had been unmercifully whipped by his master.
In his agony and terror, looking about for a
way of escape, he rushed to the cage of the
great Numidian lion and squeezed his little
body through the bars. A moment of awful
suspense; surely the dog had gone to his doom!
Straight up to the monarch of the forest he
ran, and that king of his tribe put out his great
paw and gathered him gently inside the circle
of his protection, uttering as he did so a low,
ominous growl to the people outside. The
owner of the dog, who had feared for a terrible
second that he had lost a treasure, now re-
covered himself and said gruffly to the lion’s
keeper: ‘I want my dog.’”’ The keeper
looked at him for one disgusted moment, then
he said in significant tones: ‘‘Oh, all right; I'1l
open the cage door, and you can go in and get
him if you want to.”’

¢TI tell you, brother, you who have fled for
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protection from the blows of Satan to the of-
fered Refuge, remember that the ‘Lion of the
tribe of Judah’ is your protection; and those
looking on if they but understood it, could af-
ford to say to the evil one; ‘Get him if you
can!’ "’

No one in that great company laughed more
heartily or seemed to more thoroughly enjoy
the story, than did Burnham; to his dignified
companion this was an added proof that he was
the same Burnham Roberts she had always
known.

The close of the service was reverent enough
to please even the fastidious Eureka. The
speaker possessed that rare power over an au-
dience, which enabled him to turn their thoughts
quickly from the story that had amused them,
to the tremendous truth which it illustrated.
But as they made their way out from the
crowd, Burnham referred again to the story.
¢¢T want my dog,’ ’’ he said, and laughed joy-
ously. ‘‘Wasn’t that the greatest illustration!
T think he is about the only man who could do
that sort of thing and make the point with it
that he did.”’

““And he very greatly marred his point by
using it,”’ Eureka said coldly.
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¢“Oh, I don’t think so; not for me; not by a
great deal! I tell you, Eureka, I don’t sup-
pose you know very much about that enemy of
souls, what a beating he can give you even when
you are down and out. I'm going to be thank-
ful all my life for that story and the inimitable
way in which the application was pressed home.
‘Get him if you can!’ FEureka, that ‘IF’ is as
big as the world!”’ He made only a second’s
pause then continued eagerly:

¢¢All this puts me into the very middle of a
story that I meant should begin at the begin-
ning, and that I thought would be a long one.
It isn’t, it’s very short. I’'m the little dog; I
fled to HIM, and he opened his arms and en-
folded me. ‘He is Christ, and I am Christ’s.” ”?

What was a woman like Eureka to say to
this! She tried to make the kind of reply that
ought to be made. She said that she was glad,
but the words had a strange sound even to her
ears. Of course she was glad, she assured her-
self. And yet—his story had put a sort of bar-
rier between them; she was a woman who had
learned many Bible verses in her childhood;
the words that memory flashed at her just then

were: ‘‘Between us and you there is a great
gulf fixed.””
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Suddenly Burnham interrupted what must
have sounded to him like platitudes. ‘‘I’ve
something else to tell you; shall we sit
here, or would you rather walk?’’ They had
been walking rapidly and were near a rustic
seat by the shore. For answer, Eureka sat
down; she felt that she had no strength to
spare for walking; it was coming: what she had
been for so long expecting.

“It is something about which I have been
for some time intending to talk with you,’”’ he
said, taking a seat beside her. “‘In fact I have
been rather expecting to have you talk to me.”’

He laughed as he spoke, but Eureka felt a
wave of indignation. Had he expected her to
propose to him, outright! He was evidently
waiting for her to speak, but she let him wait.
Then he burst forth impetuously. ‘‘Eureka, I
need your help; I feel sure you can help me as
no one else can.”” That surprised and touched
her. Despite the marvelous change that he
thought had come to him, he did not count her
out; he even believed that she could be of serv-
ice.
“I will help you all I can,’”’ she said—and
her voice rang true. ‘‘But you must show me
how.””
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“I knew you would!’”’ he said, gratefully.
“I knew you would understand as none of the
others can, except of course my mother; she
has been more than I could have hoped, but—
these things must be very hard on mothers,
just at first.”” What was he talking about!

¢‘She is such a lonely little girl,’’ he began
again. ‘‘She really has nobody in all the world,
but me; and I want you to be to her—well,
everything that a woman, especially a young
woman, can, you know.’’ Assuredly she did
not know! She forced herself to question.

‘“You are speaking of—?’’ She said inquir-
ingly, and stopped.

¢“Why of Hazel, of course; it could be no one
else. I am sure I have shown you all plainly
enough what I meant.”’

Then she found her voice. ‘‘Just what do
you mean, Burnham? I confess that I do not
understand.”’

He looked at her as one bewildered. ‘‘You,
too!”” he said. ‘“Do you mean it, Eureka?
What could I mean but that I am going to make
Hazel Harris my wife just as soon as I can?”’

She could not help her lip curling a little, as
she spoke with spirit. ‘‘You might have meant
much less than that, for all that any of us could
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know. Remember that you have been on terms
of intimacy with ‘lonely little girls’ before.”’

““‘Never,” he said positively. ‘‘Not in this
way. Oh, I have been a fool, if that is what
you mean. I have raved over girls to you and
Mother, and ran after them; I don’t excuse my-
self; I have been an unmitigated fool! but I
never for five seconds thought of marrying one
of them, and they knew it. I never spoke a
word of love to any other girl in my life, or
tried to make her think by my actions that I
loved her. Why, Eureka, I was with them just
as I have been with you;—only you and I are
closer friends than any of them ever were—
and ' imagine people misunderstanding our
friendship!”’

Uppermost in Eureka’s heart at that moment
was the hope that he would never by any
chance discover how utterly she had misunder-
stood. He went on eagerly:

“‘Those friendships were long ago, anyhow;
they seem ages ago to me; since you and I have
been close friends, chums, you know, I
haven’t cared for any other friendships; and I
never loved any woman in my life except
Mother, until I met Hazel.”’

They talked long; sitting there until dark-
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ness gathered, and after that walking slowly
down the nearly deserted avenue toward the
hotel. He told her of his hopes and plans, not
fully matured but glowing before him in the
hazy distance. Of what he wanted her to say
to people who needed to know things, and to
decline to say to those who had no right to ask;
and above all to be to Hazel just the shield and
escape and help that a young girl needed. ‘‘As
if you were her sister, you know; the child
never had a sister.”’ ,

Eureka listened, and questioned, and prom-
ised; entering into the spirit of his mood as
best she could, and apparently to his entire sat-
isfaction. Arrived at the hotel, she went
straight to Mrs. Roberts who was standing in
the doorway of her own room, and bending,
kissed her lovingly as she whispered:

¢“Aunt Flossy, I want to be the first to con-
gratulate you.”’

Mrs. Roberts reached up to return the kiss,
speaking quickly. ¢¢‘Oh, has he told you? You
kept his secret well, dear, I did not know—I
did not dream of any such thing.”’

And Eureka, who knew what this mother had
feared, felt that the joy of discovering her fear
to be mistaken swallowed up some of the
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mother-ache over the certainty that she was
never again to be first in her son’s life.

There was still Hazel to be met, and the girl
dreaded it; what was the first thing to be said
to her? It arranged itself. She was flying
along the hall, getting to the privacy of her
own room, for her mother was still lingering
below stairs with a group of friends, when she
came face to face with the girl and her lover.

‘““Eureka,”” he called as she was passing
them. “‘Wait! come back; I am just telling
Hazel that you are the first, the very first one
to be told our secret; and the only one to whom
I shall volunteer confidences.”’

Something must be said, and Eureka had no
words. She bent and kissed the girl on both
glowing cheeks, then put both arms about her,
lovingly, and kissed her again.

““There,’”” she said. ‘‘To-morrow I’ll say
words,”’ and fled.

She heard Burnham’s joyous laugh; he was
satisfied. '

At last, in her room alone with the door
locked, she tossed off her wrap, pushed the
window higher and said aloud, deliberately,
¢¢ «Hazel Harris Roberts;’ it sounds better than
the other.”” And the uppermost feeling in the
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heart of this young woman was relief. She had
escaped the consequences of her own decisions.
Blessed are those who having made solemn
decisions without other guidance than their
own, escape from their consequences in time.
The next few days proved to be some of the
strangest, the busiest and in certain respects
the most eventful of Eureka Harrison’s check-
ered life. Among other things she found her-
self the very center of the not small circle of
friends that had been shaken to its center
by the announcement of Burnham Roberts’s
engagement. Those who had looked upon it as
a settled matter that he was to marry Eureka
Harrison, were amazed at discovering her to
be the closest confidential friend, not only of
himself but the lady of his choice. From being
looked upon by certain ones with disfavor, as
a girl who was carrying a very doubtful friend-
ship to an extreme that she must know would
make unpleasant gossip and cause discomfort
to her friends, and by others as a foolish young
woman who refused to be counseled, and was
heaping to herself unhappiness that they were
free to declare she would richly deserve, she
became the hopeful subject of all sorts of in-
formation that they were eager to secure; and
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was expected to join in the outburst of laughter
at their own expense. Notably did her brother
Neal indulge in merriment and congratulation.
“If you aren’t the slyest puss! I thought I
knew you, but I give it up. We never dreamed
of such a thing! Why couldn’t you have given
a fellow a hint, when I was lecturing you that
day for all I was worth?”’

Eureka, as she listened and smiled and made
what replies she could, rejoiced that neither
Neal nor his wife would ever have to know why
she had given him no hint.

One of her unique experiences grew out of
what she called a ‘‘family tryout.”” The
scheme was Burnham’s own.

“Don’t you think I am right, Eureka?’’ he
had called, as she was passing the corner where
he'and Hazel stood talking.

“I’'m insisting that this child should explain
matters to her aunt, before I call upon her for-
mally. It isn’t the thing to spring a fellow
upon her without any warning; now is it? She
may not even know of my existence.”’

““But I don’t know how to do it,’’ was Hazel’s
shamefaced response. ¢‘There is no chance in
that cottage to see Aunt Sarah alone for a mo-
ment. If I could get her away somewhere.”’
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Burnham caught at the words.

¢ All right, let’s get her away; we’ll go out
for a drive. Let’s go this afternoon; there’s
a splendid new turnout at the stables that I’d
like an excuse for trying. We’ll bring up at
the Thompson House in Mayville in time for
dinner; I'll ’phone them right away to give us
a separate table. It’s a capital place to dine;
Stebbins and I have tried it several times ; never
found better service anywhere. Let’s see,
there’ll be five of us; Mother, and Eureka and
your aunt, besides you and me.”’

Eureka’s protest that she was not needed
and would be one too many, was promptly over-
ruled. Hazel was already learning to depend
on her in emergencies, and Burnham explained
that the livery man would be deeply grieved;
part of the charm of the new outfit lay in the
fact that the seats had been planned for three
occupants. In undertone he added: ‘‘I want
you along to sustain my mother.”’

It is doubtful if even Hazel appreciated the
flutter of satisfaction in which her aunt made
ready for that eventful drive. She did not fail
to make careful explanations to her neighbor,
Mrs. Adams, as they lunched together at the

Arlington.
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“T can’t be at the five o’clock lecture; I'm
going to drive with Mrs. Evan Roberts.”’

¢‘Oh, yes, my niece is still with her; they think
the world of her. I told her last week that the
next thing I knew she would be deserting us
altogether and going to live with them!”’
Little did Mrs. Bradford imagine how true
were the words spoken in sarcasm!

The stream of information flowed on. ‘“My
daughters will have to eat their dinner in soli-
tude to-night; we are to dine at the Thompson
House in Mayville. Have you heard what a
very fine house that is? Really exceptional I
am told; but I suppose dining there is just a
little device for giving dear Mrs. Roberts and
myself a quiet hour together; we live in such
a whirl here that there is really no time for
social functions.’’

Apparently, however, Burnham Roberts was
not planning for that ‘‘quiet hour.”” He seated
Hazel in the back seat beside his mother, and’
placed Mrs. Bradford in front with Eureka and
himself; and those two, both of them adepts at
entertaining others when they chose, exerted
themselves to the utmost to give the good lady
a happy afternoon. When, after a delightful
drive along the lake front, they finally drew up
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before the Thompson House, Mrs. Bradford’s
eyes were bright and there was a becoming
color on her somewhat jaded face. She had
never in her life before rode in so fine a turn-
out nor been so charmingly deferred to and en-
tertained.

It was after the excellent dinner was con-
cluded and they had gone to the veranda to
view the sunset, that Hazel called her aunt to
the farther end of it to look at an ambitious
vine which was climbing to the second story,
and forgetting it entirely when they reached it,
began breathlessly:

““Aunt Sarah, T have something to tell you
that I think will surprise you very much. I
have promised—that is I—Aunt Sarah, I am
engaged to be married.”’

““The idea!’’ said Mrs. Bradford startled out
of her eagerness to make quick work with the
vine and get back to Mrs. Roberts.

‘““What do you mean? Whom have you
found so soon that you think wants to marry
you? Child, you are too young to talk about
such things! What do you suppose your uncle
would say to such nonsense? Do they know
—I mean the Roberts’s—what you are up
to?”?
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““Yes,”” said Hazel with a nervous little
laugh, ‘‘oh, yes, they know.”’

¢ And what do they say? Do they know him
—the fellow—and is he—decent?’’

¢ Aunt Sarah!”’

‘““Well, such questions have to be asked I can
tell you, if there’s anything to it. Your uncle
will never in the world consent to your marry-
ing some worthless fool of a boy who can’t sup-
port a wife. What’s his name? Where does
he live?”’

‘¢ Aunt Sarah, it is Mr. Roberts.”*

‘““What! Who is? You don’t say he’s got
the same name as the family! Is he their
hired man? What are you talking about, any-
way? Why can’t you tell a straight story?”’

“It is Mr. Roberts himself, Aunt Sarah; Mr.
Burnham Roberts; the one who brought us out
here to-day.”

But at this point the look on her aunt’s face
was too much for Hazel; she broke into hys-
terical laughter—that was very near to tears—
and summoned Eureka with a beseeching ges-
ture to her side.



CHAPTER XXVII

MEMORIALS

WrnE Eureka explained, and explained
again, and listened to incoherent exclamations,
and answered what questions she could, and ex-
erted her skill to the utmost to get the good
lady calmed down into ordinary speech and
manner, Hazel slipped away and joined Mrs.
Roberts at the other end of the long veranda.

For the homeward drive, Burnham, without
asking any questions, placed his mother and
‘“ Aunt Sarah’’ on the back seat, leaving them
to get on together as best they could, while he
devoted himself exclusively to the ladies in
front. But he put the aunt into another nerv-
ous flutter by saying to her, when he handed
her from the carriage as if she had been a
princess, ‘‘May I call upon you to-morrow at
about ten o’clock, Mrs. Bradford?”’

Busy as she was during that strange week,
Eureka nevertheless found a little time for her

own interests; and was amazed when she
381
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thought it over afterwards, to realize how ab-
sorbed she had been in the numerous mission-
ary conferences, and missionary ‘‘talks’’ and
even missionary prayer meetings held at the
various denominational houses. It was not
until she had been to several of these meetings
that she awoke to the consciousness that always
her escort seemed to be Mr. Dennis, the mis-
sionary from Utah, and that they went and
came without other company; also that both
of them were in the habit of lingering on the
veranda or in one of the small parlors for an
hour at a time, asking and answering ques-
tions, and apparently enjoying each other’s
society to the utmost. What aroused her to
this state of things was the discovery that she
was the subject of remark and of curious sur-
misings. Some of the bolder lookers on began
to rally her after the fashion of their kind.
Mrs. Neal Harrison, Yor instance, more bold
perhaps than others by reason of being her sis-
ter-in-law, asked her outright when she ex-
pected to go to Utah, and if she felt very sure
that even a missionary could always withstand
the temptations peculiar to that state. The
coarseness of the insinuation made Eureka in-
dignant, yet it was not those words that sent -
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the blood racing through her veins with such
force that she turned suddenly giddy; it was
the scarlet hue on the face of her mother, and
the very peculiar look that passed between her
and Mr. Dennis, who at that instant entered
the reception-room.

Lying outwardly quiet beside her mother that
night, Eureka was in inward turmoil. She was
translating that exchange of glances between
the missionary from Utah and her mother, and
deciding that she understood. Her translation
fitted in with a remark made to her by Mrs.
Dennis but a few hours before.

“Do you think,’’ she had asked, ‘‘that your
mother would like to live in the West?’’ The
tone was peculiar and she knew now that it was
significant; but she had been stupid.

“In the West?’’ she had repeated. ‘I am
sure I don’t know; she has never had any rea-
son to consider such a question. Why do you
ask, Aunt Marian?”’

But ‘‘Aunt Marian’’ hadn’t chosen to an-
swer, and had immediately changed the sub-
ject. Now it was all very plain. They wanted
her to marry the missionary from Utah! Her
mother wanted it, and had been allowing her-
self to talk over the possibilities with the man
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himself! What else could that exchange of
glances have meant? Mother was so anxious
to have her married and settled in life that she
would be willing to have her go to Utah, or to
China, so that she need be worried over her no
more. Perhaps mother was disappointed that
her daughter was not to be Mrs. Burnham Rob-
erts; it is true she had always heartily opposed
their friendship, but that might have been be-
cause she feared that Burnham was simply
flirting. Poor mother! she was very much
alone in this big, hard world, and had very little
of this world’s goods. Perhaps she worried
over the future; in truth Eureka knew that she
did; she had nothing to lean upon; the others
were—well they were married and settled, and
of small account so far as her mother’s com-
fort was concerned. Did she believe that a
home missionary would be able to support a
mother-in-law? Was it possible that Mr.
Dennis was really thinking of such things! he
must be; he must have talked with her mother!
She went hurriedly over the days since she had
known him intimately. Certainly he had sought
her out, taken trouble to secure a walk, or a
talk with her; now that she forced herself to
go over the days in detail his attentions had
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been really marked. It must be that he wanted
to marry her! And—poor Eureka—it was
plain that her mother wanted her to marry
him. No wonder that sleep failed her that
night; and, after lying perfectly still as long as
her nerves would bear the strain, she arose,
slipped into a wrapper and going softly to the
little porch bared her burning face to the dews
of night. Another terrible problem was before
her, and her common sense told her that a de-
cision of some sort would soon have to be made.
‘What should she do?

There was no question of her liking the mis-
sionary, she liked him very much in every way;
and she was more deeply interested in the work
about which he had told her, than in anything
that she had ever heard of before. She was
sure that she could help in it, even as she was.
““And I am not—?’ she began in her thought,
and stopped with a strange feeling at her heart.
Without herself realizing what had been taking
place in her mind during those few strange
days, she knew that the evident and very
strongly marked change in Burnham Roberts
had moved her powerfully. Deep in her inner
consciousness this carefully taught child of be-
lieving parents hid a firm belief in the fact of
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regeneration. She knew that there was such a
thing as becoming a ‘‘new creature.’”” She had
looked on at transformations, and had learned
to scoff and sneer because there were appar-
ently so few of them; so few Christians who
lived up to her ideals. These days since Burn-
ham had begun to pray, and to live, had left
her feeling alone and lonely. The hidden
thought of her heart had been: ¢‘If I had any-
body to pray for me as they prayed for Burn-
ham, I might’’—then her well-trained intellect
had reminded her that she was the child of
many prayers, and that Jesus Christ himself
was her Advocate at this moment. ‘‘He ever
liveth to make intercession.’”” Hadn’t her own
father explained the meaning of those words to
her long ago, when she had learned the verse
as a ‘‘golden text’’?

But the immediate problem was whether she
could possibly marry Mr. Dennis.

He was a great deal older than herself—she
did not care for that. Poor mother! to be dis-
appointed twice in getting rid of her trouble-
some daughter would be hard. Would he be
willing to marry her if she told him that she
respected him very much, believed in him fully,
liked him better than any of her friends, but as
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for loving him, she was different from other
girls and had never loved, and assuredly never
expected to really love anybody? He must be
going to ask her to marry him, for surely

mother would never have been confidential with -

him unless he had gone to her. Was marriage
sometimes just a fine friendship between self-
respecting people? Would it be right for her
to secure in this way a home for mother, and
the protection for her old age that men could
give?

These questions did not follow each other
consecutively ; some of them were not definitely
thought at all; they just floated through her
consciousness, hurriedly, like problems that
must be taken up if—. Morning brought no re-
lief to her perturbed soul, but her nervous un-
rest sent her to the morning conference on mis-
sions, to the afternoon Question Hour on home
missions,—at both of which gatherings Mr.
Dennis was the chief speaker,—and finally to the
home mission prayer meeting at one of the de-
nominational houses. Little she heard of the
talks or the prayers during that hour. She had
met Mr. Dennis at the door and he had asked if
he might take her home after the meeting and,
would she give him an opportunity to talk with
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her on a very private and personal matter?
He began the talk the moment they were out
of hearing of the multitude.

““My dear Miss Harrison, I have really been
seeking this opportunity for the last two days,
and I fancy you know fairly well what I want
to ask of you.”

If she had not felt too much troubled, she
could have laughed. Here was another who
supposed her to know people’s thoughts before
they were spoken! He waited for no response,
but went on hurriedly.

I have noticed with the greatest joy your
deepening interest in the general subject of
home missions, and I cannot help feeling that
there has been a special interest in my own
field. I have sometimes hoped that you would
like to live in the region where my work lies;
and I am sure that you would take the great-
est possible interest in the young women we
are trying to reach.”

There was a pause as if for reply, but Eureka
felt that she could not have spoken a word to
have saved his life. He cleared his voice ever
so gently and went on.

¢In short, my dear Eureka—I may call you
‘Eureka,” may I not? I have dared to hope
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that you would help me to re-establish my
broken home, and be to us all—to my children
especially, perhaps—the friend we all need.’’

Still was Eureka tongue-tied; this was so
utterly unlike the way she had imagined he
might speak, that there seemed no place for her
words. But he did not wait, this time, for re-
sponse.

“I think I can realize to some extent how
your mother feels about this; knowing, as she
does, that you gave up your dearest hopes for
her, and feeling sure, as she does, that what-
ever arrangements in life you might make she
would be always your first thought, of course
she thinks first of you; but I have ventured the
hope that, so far from my putting an obstacle
in the way of your care for her, you would be
willing to trust me to do everything for her
comfort and happiness that a man could do.
Not only that, but I—we have both hoped that
you would be willing to come and help us make
a united home; and work with us for other
homes that Satan has despoiled. Have I pre-
sumed upon my knowledge of your real char-
acter, my—may 1 say daughter?”’

Once more in the solitude of her room, her
mother having been left with Mr. Dennis on
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the porch below, Eureka locked her door, drew
down her shades and dropped into the first chair
she saw. Then she laughed. Not bitterly, not
gloomily; just a free hearty laugh with a touch
of relief in it. The tremendous tension of the
day was over at last, and she could afford the
reaction. ,

“To be refused twice in one week is too
much!’® she said aloud, and laughed again.
‘‘Eureka Harrison you would do well to stop
planning other people’s lives for them, and give
yourself to being thankful that you are to be
allowed to remain Eureka Harrison to the end
of the chapter. ‘May I say daughter?’ Think
of it! O Mother, Mother! But I shall go to
Utah all the same, and help some of those girls;
see if I don’t.”

Burnham and Hazel were out for the after-
noon. The days were very busy ones, for the
Chautauqua season was drawing to a close.
Only one whole day more, and then ‘‘home,’’ for
all the members of ‘‘Aunt Ruth’s party’’; to
several of them the getting ready to begin other
homes; and utterly changed lives for more than
one of them. Hazel had been left to travel in
Mrs. Roberts’s care; her aunt and cousins hav-
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ing departed two days before, being driven to
the railroad station in excellent style, and estab-
lished in the luxurious drawing-room car with
all the appliances of modern luxury about them;
the latest magazines, the choicest fruits, and
every other aid to comfort that Burnham Rob-
erts could secure.

“It is awfully different from the way we
came,”’ said Isabel as she leaned back in her
luxurious chair and munched chocolates.

‘I should think as much!’’ from Josephine,
as she turned the pages of the latest Harper,
““and to think that we owe it all to that little
mouse of a Hazel! Doesn’t it seem almost like
witcheraft, Mother?”’

Mrs. Bradford adjusted her head comfort-
ably among the cushions and closed her eyes
to enjoy the luxury of rest as she said dreamily:

‘‘Hazel is really an unusual girl; I knew there
were possibilities in her; she takes after the
Bradford side of the family.”’

But despite the busy closing days, those two
had found time for a special afternoon. ¢‘Steb-
bins’’ Burnham Roberts’s ’87 friend, had in-
vited them to be present at the class anniver-
sary; and Hazel had private reasons of her own
for being especially interested in it. They
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were early, so they wandered into the ‘‘Hall of
the Christ’’ to enjoy its solitude.

“It is simply shocking,”” Burnham said as
they mounted the steps, ‘‘that you have not been
to any of the meetings held here. It is the
place of all others where I should have expected
you to spend your leisure time, until I stole it
all.”

“I had no leisure time,’’ said Hazel, laugh-
ing. ““‘And if I had why should I spend it
here? What is this place?’’

“It is the Bishop’s heart, as nearly as I
can make out. Here, I can read you what he
wants it to be.”’

He took from his note book a scrap of paper
and read:

““The Hall of the Christ, is first of all, to stand in
the center of Chautauqua to represent Christ as the
center of all learning and all true living; the Key to
the true and eternal wisdom.

“Do you notice that the books in the library
here have all of them to do with Jesus Christ?
The aim, I am told, is to gather the best writ-
ings of all ages, past, present, and, as they come
out, future books, that bear upon his life, and
his work. Pictures too, you know, copies of



THE HALL oF CHRIST.
‘‘ To represent Christ as the center of all learning.’’—Bishop Vincent.—Page 392,
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the great masters. The Bishop, they say, wants
one, very large, and the very greatest, to cover
that space back of the archway. Somebody
will give it some day; I wish it could be us.”’

“Perhaps a great many ‘somebodies’ might
do it, of which you could be one.”’

““That’s an idea, a class picture, our class; we
have four years in which to work it up. Let’s
take hold of it.”’

She laughed deliciously. She had not yet
grown used to the joy of hearing this man say:
“We,” and ““Us.”

¢“It is a beautiful thought,’’ she said, looking
about her. ‘‘A Hall where Jesus Christ is en-
throned; where only his story is allowed; told
in print and picture and sculpture and the
human voice. Isn’t it grand!”’

““We will help to tell the story,’” he said
eagerly. ‘‘You and I; let us begin now and lay
aside a certain sum each year that shall help
to make this building vocal with his praise.
Wouldn’t that be a good way in which to me-
morialize this special year?’’

““A beautiful way!’’ she said. ‘‘Burnham, I
do know about this place; isn’t it here that the
Bishop speaks on Sunday mornings? Well do
you know that Eureka came here last Sunday,



394 FOUR MOTHERS AT CHAUTAUQUA

to the early morning meeting, and heard him
speak some words that I don’t believe she will
ever forget. Have you begun to pray very
especially for one person yet, above all others,
one who doesn’t know the Lord? Oh, you will!
I think it is one of the very first things he gives
us to do. I hope he will want you to take
Eureka. We can’t let her go on alone any
longer! Burnham, I want her for Christ, as
a souvenir of this year.”’



CHAPTER XXVIIT

¢‘SING A SONG OF YEARs!”’

Frou the Hall of the Christ, they turned their
steps to the Hall in the Grove. As they moved
slowly through the grove, with the sunbeams
playing hide and seek among the trees, and the
gentle plash of the fountain, and the murmur
of bird-song in their ears, the power of it,
mingling with the sense of the coming farewell,
got hold of their hearts.

‘““What a perfectly beautiful and blessed
monument it all makes for the Bishop!’’ Hazel
said, stopping to look about her wistfully.
““What more could he have done to reach and
help people? I wonder how he came to think
of it in the first place?”’

‘‘He would tell you that he didn’t,”’ Burnham
said. ‘‘There is another name that he wants
forever associated with Chantauqua. Did you
never hear of Mr. Lewis Millert Why, the
great bell-tower near which you sat on the day

that you were discovered, is his memorial.
305
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Every time you hear the Chautauqua bells ring
you must think of him,”’

“I love the Chautauqua bells,’”’ said Hazel,
““but who is Mr. Miller?”’

“A good, rich man; a friend of the Bishop
dating back to years before there was a Chau-
tauqua; the man whose money made Chautau-
qua possible; the man whose vision reached
through the years and peopled these woods as
they are to-day.”’

¢“Is that really true, Burnham?$”’

¢It certainly is. I’ve heard the story from
the Bishop himself. His first suggestion was
a normal Sunday school assembly here, in the
woods, for the purpose of training teachers to
teach the Bible; and that was the way it be-
gan; his money and his faith and the Bishop’s
braing united, and this is the result. That
isn’t saying that the Bishop hadn’t faith, also,
you know; but they say he never allows
the other name to be forgotten for a mo-
ment.”’

¢“And he is gone?”? said Hazel. “‘Oh, I hope
he sees what is being done here!”’

““There is one very beautiful remembrance
of him,”” Burnham said. ‘‘Where were you,
dear, on ‘Old first night’?t Were you at the
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amphitheater? I don’t believe you were; I'm
sure I should have seen you.”

She laughed and blushed. ‘I was not; I
was at home in my attic, crying foolish tears
because I hadn’t a thing to wear.”’

“Poor darling! she shall never cry foolish
tears in an attic again. But you missed a good
deal. The entire service that evening was most
impressive even to me, a barbarian unable to
appreciate the true spirit of Chautauqua.
Still I could dimly fancy what it was to my
mother and others who have memories and
traditions. There were a few present who were
on the ground for that first vesper service
thirty-nine years before. It must have been
great to them to hear the very same words read
by the same voice that rang out that first even-
ing in the woods.’’

¢“Not the same service!”’

““The very same, they tell me. The Bishop
opened the responsive reading with the words:
‘The day goeth away; the shadows of the even-
ing are stretched out.” But what I started to
describe was the memorial scene. Do you
know the Chautauqua salute? Then you un-
derstand what a strange effect is produced by
the simultaneous flutter of countless white
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handkerchiefs. Can you imagine what it would
be to see at least five thousand of them held
aloft motionless for a single solemn minute,
the only sound in the great assembly coming
from the great organ softly tolling out a re-
quiem? That is the way they paid tribute to
the Bishop’s co-laborer, and to other great
souls who put their shoulders to the wheel in
the early days of the enterprise. I never saw
a more impressive sight in my life. By the
way, there is to be a unique salute today;
where is my purple program? Ah, here it is;
Stebbins is most anxious that we should help
to swell the wave. You see they have imi-
tated the colors of the pansy in their programs
—yours is amber, isn’t it?—and at a given mo-
ment they are to be gracefully waved ; see that
you do your part.”’

““They are pretty,’’ said Hazel, gazing at her
program, ‘‘and they do copy the pansy colors
beautifully. I wonder why they chose the
name in the first place.”

“Don’t you know? It is the pen-name of a
member of their class, and she is here with
them to-day. Stebbins has given me points
about the whole affair. The members of the
class are to be seated near their tablet, the
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one with the pansy on it, you remember? It
seems it was an uncommonly large class, nearly
five thousand graduates; think of that for a
graduating class! and there is a remarkably
large representation of them here after a quar-
ter-century. It seems they have had an inde-
fatigable secretary who has done wonders for
them. Stebbins says their splendid aggres-
siveness this year is due to her. You and I
must take seats to-day, beloved, but just wait
until nineteen hundred and forty-one when our
twenty-fifth anniversary falls due and see if
we are not in the front ranks!”’

¢‘Oh, Burnham!’’ her voice was awe-stricken
over the thought of the years, but he looked at
her with fun-loving eyes,—that had yet much
more than fun in them.

“We’ll come,”” he said. Then they had to
stop talking, for the company had broken into
song.

“‘Join, oh friends, in a memory song;
A song of service, of faith, of praise.

Of love that gathers its fibers strong
From forest soil and Chautauquan days.
Sing, oh sing! for the word shall spring
From seed to scion, from bud to bloom,

Since life immortal the Lord did bring
From the seed that fell in an open tomb.”’
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Following song and prayer and the dedica-
tion of the class tablet, by the Bishop, came
class reminiscences, bringing vividly back the
memory of the early days, class history where-
in the long and checkered way was carefully
traced, and tender tribute paid to those who
were of them, but not with them. Class con-
gratulations given by the beloved secretary of
the Chautauqua Institution in which, after
happy reference to their class history and
graceful tribute to their indomitable class spirit,
she counseled all loyal members to be sure to re-
turn for their fiftieth anniversary! Running
through the entire program like a graceful
thread that bound all together were the words
of the class president, as with fitting phrase he
announced the various speakers, or paid trib-
ute in a single happy sentence to some distin-
guished guest. It was all delightful to the
members of the class, and by no means lacking
in interest to mere lookers-on.

“They do really manage to keep up the class
spirit,”” murmured Burnham. “‘I didn’t sup-
pose they could, with classes made up of such

diverse elements and divided by continents.”’
~ “And years,” said Hazel. ‘‘Some of these
people must have been middle-aged when they
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entered the class. But what I want especially
to hear is the class poem.’’

Burnham looked down. on her, amused.
“Why especially?’’ he asked. ‘‘Do you ex-
pect a gem?”’

‘“‘Perhaps, yes, in one way I do. Have you
ever seen the lady who is to give it?’’

“Not to my knowledge. Stebbins, who has
told me everything about this particular class
that an enthusiast of the first magnitude could
rake up, informs me that she is a niece of the
lady for whom the class is named. But I want
to know why you are especially interested in
her.”

“I’1 tell you later,’’ she murmured, for the
reading of the class poem had begun.

“THE VISION.”

“I saw a goodly company
Throng up the steeps of knowledge;
‘And some were young, and some were old,
And some had been through college.

‘‘But all were one in hope and aim
And joyful glad endeavor;
And all had heard the magic word :
‘Neglect no gift’ forever.
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‘“A flower each wore—a talisman,
The thoughtful little pansy;

Mixed purples, golden, blue and white,
A tint to suit each fancy.

‘‘Four busy years they journeyed on
’Mid treasures of the ages,
O’er rocky paths, and rough hard ways,
‘Worn by the feet of sages.

¢‘Then, passing through the ‘golden gate’
And ‘arches’ green, of Knowledge,
They looked beyond, and found that life
Was but the soul’s great college.’’

“THE SONG.

¢‘Sing a song of summers,
Of summers bright and long;

Of leafy trees and whispering breeze
And wild bird’s joyful song.

¢“A song of inspiration!
The vision of one man!
Of gathering throngs and even-songs—
Great soul-uplifting plan.

““Sing a song of petals -
Of purple rift with gold;
Pale amethyst with ruby kissed,
And royal velvet fold.
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‘‘Sing a song of years,
Of years, that come, and go;
Five-and-twenty, filled with plenty;
‘Work, and joy, and woe.

‘“But play a note of sadness,
In measured tones of love;

Let tolling bell the story tell
Of dear ones gone above,

‘““Where searching turns to knowledge
And mysteries all unfold ;

‘Where arches ring, and angels sing
Beside the gates of gold.

‘“Then sing a song of ages!
Eternities to come!
‘When Eighty-seven meets in heaven,
Our members all at home.’’

403

Following the class poem came the pansy
salute, the many-colored banners flashing in

the light a quiver of purple and gold.

¢¢ ‘Mixed purples, blue and gold and white,
A tint to suit each faney.’

““Wasn’t it lovely !”’ murmured Hazel.
‘“What? the poem, or the lady?”’

““Both,’’ she answered, laughing. ‘‘Do you
notice, Burnham, that she looks like a pansy?’’
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He stretched his neck to look at her. “I
can’t say that I consider the resemblance strik-
ing,”” he said.

¢‘It is, all the same; there is something about
her that reminds me of one. A pansy is more
like a human face, you know, than any other
flower.”’ ’

¢‘Stebbins says this one also is a writer of
books.”’

They had escaped from the hall now, and
were walking down the hill toward the lake.
Hazel was quick with her reply.

¢“Oh, she does; that is the way I know her;
it is why I especially wanted to hear that class
poem.”’

““You know her, do you say?’’

““Well, in a book, you understand; as one
knows people who have come in touch with one.
I never spoke to her in my life, never saw her
face before; but still I know her. She wrote
a book called ‘In The Way.” It came into
my life when I was a young girl, and life was
very bright before me; I had all that I thought
I wanted in the world; the dearest father and
mother and the happiest home any girl ever
had; and yet that book, describing a girl very
differently situated, appealed to me in the most
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wonderful manner! sent me searching for ‘the
Way,” as I had never searched before; and of
course I found it. Then, when life was all
black before me, when I had lost everything,—
and was almost in the depths of despair, that
book came and comforted me in the sweetest
fashion! helped me to remember that no matter
what happened I was still ‘In the Way’; my
Father’s Way. Do you wonder that I wanted
to see her?”’
- ““Indeed not!”’ he said. ‘‘She ought to
know that; it would help her. Did the class
poem fit your thought of her?’’

““Yes, entirely. It must be very difficult to
write anything that has to be local in its ref-
erences ;—true to the mottoes and traditions
of a single class through the years, and not
only make poetry of it, but put into it the ring
of eternal truth; and she accomplished it.
Don’t you think s0? Burnham, wouldn’t it be
glorious if this great Reading Circle that has
spread over all the earth could be set to work
for Christ? Then ‘When Eighty-seven meets
in heaven,” and all the rest of them are gath-
ered, there, think what a company!’’

They were by the lake shore now, near the
bell tower, in the very spot where Hazel had
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thrown herseH on the grass in all the abandon-
ment of bitter weeping. She was thinking of
it when Burnham answered her.

“I am afraid they are not all at work for
Christ; but, dearest, let us pledge ourselves
that there shall be at least two members of the’
class of 1916 who will give themselves to the
swelling of that company.’’ -

““Yes,’’ she said, ‘‘oh, yes! Isn’t it blessed
that we have the opportunity? In the first
talk that I ever had with your mother she asked
me what I was going to let Chautauqua do for
me. The question startled me because I had
supposed that I hadn’t a thing to do with it;
but she asked if I did not know that opportuni-
ties did for us what we let them; and that some-
times we just let them slip. That was what I
was doing; I told her that I hated Chautauqua!
Then she said that part of my inheritance was
here; what God meant for me, you know.
Burnham, it almost frightens me when I think
of all that he has given me, here.”’

“Think of me!”” Burnham said, much
moved. ‘I have been letting opportunities
slip, all my life. Hazel, let us do as the ‘Four
Mothers’ did when they came here years ago,
as girls; consecrate all that has come to us, all
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that we have and are, and ever shall be to the
service of our Lord.”’

¢¢ And if they have class reunions in heaven,’’
said Hazel, her thoughts still lingering with the
words that had touched her, ‘““may it not be
that the class of 1916 shall become literally,
when we all get home, a great multitude that
no man can number? But the King can!”’

They had turned, and were walking toward
the sunset. There had been clouds part of the
time, but the king of day had broken through
them and was flooding the earth with golden
glory. They climbed the hill to see it bid their
world good night. They were among the tall
old trees and all about them was the hush of
sunset, and the gentle twitter of birds giving
good night calls. They stood enthralled by the
beauty of earth and sky.

‘“Sing a song of ages,
Eternities to come!”’

softly quoted Hazel.

Burnham answered with an apparently ir-
relevant quotation, but they two understood
each other. ‘‘He will convince the world of sin
because they believe not on ME. ‘Master, is
that the only sin?’ No, but it is the crux
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of all sin. If you can get a man in a right at-
titude toward Jesus, all other sins will right
themselves.”’

Hazel knew by heart the story of that crucial
day; she knew whose human voice had been
used of Gtod to turn this man to the ‘‘right at-
titude toward Jesus.”’ ,

As the sun dropped away, and the afterglow
spread and deepened bathing all the hushed
and worshiping earth in unearthly glory, they
two clasped hands and, moved by the same im-
pulse, repeated the declaration that had been
used to anchor one of them to the Rock.

‘““‘He is Christ, and we are Christ’s.”’

THE END



THE PANSY BOOKS

By Mrs. G. R. ALDEN («Pansy”)
12mo Cioth $1.50 per volume

As in a Mirror

Aunt Hannah, Martha, and
John

The Browns at Mt. Hermon

By Way of the Wilderness

Chautauqua Girls at Home

Chrissy’s Endeavor

Christie’s Christmas

Mag and Margaret

Making Fate

Man of the House

Mara i

Mrs. Solomon Smith Look-
ing On

A New Graft on the Family
Tree

David Ransom’s Wateh One Commonplage Day

Doris Farrand’s Voeation Overruled

Eighty-Seven Pauline

An Endless Chain The Pocket Measure

Ester Ried Prince of Peace

Ester Ried Yet Speaking The Randolphs

Ester Ried’s Namesake Ruth Erskine’s Crosses -

Four Girls at Chautauqua Ruth Erskine’s Son

The Hall in the Grove A Seven-fold Trouble

Her Associate Members Spun from Fact

Household Puzzles Stephen Mitehell’s Journey

John Remington, Martyr Those Boys

Judge Burnham’s Daughter Three People

Julia Ried Tip Lewis and His Lamp

The King’s Daughter Twenty Minutes Late

Links in Rebecea’s Life Unto the End

Little Fishers and their Nets Wanted

The Long Way Home What They Couldn’t

Lost on the Trail Wise and Otherwise
Yesterday Framed in To-day

For sale by all booksellers or sent d on receipt of
b price by the publlm“

LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO., BOSTON



A Little Maid» of Concord

Town

A Romance of the American Revolution

By MARGARET SIDNEY. One volume, $2mo,
illustrated by F., T'. Mertill, $1.50

DELIGHTFUL Revolutionary romance of life,
love and adventure in old Concord. The author
lived for fifteen years in the home of Hawthome, in
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“ Every girl will find an original and entertaining young woman in !Jean
Cabot at Ashton,’ for the winsome young heroine typifies the highest ideals in the
college life of American girls.””—Boston Globe.

For sale by all booksellers or sent on receipt of postpaid
Y price by the publishers Po

LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO., BOSTON



A Little Maid of Boston Town

By MARGARET SIDNEY
12mo Cloth lllustrated by FRANK T. MERRILL $1.50

THE opening chapters introduce us to

old Boston in England. Margaret
Sidney went there in 1907 and absorbed
the atmosphere of Cotton Mather’s ¢ St.
Botolph’s Town,” gathering for herself
facts and traditions. Then ¢St. Botolph’s
Town” yields its scenic effects, and the
setting of the story is changed to Boston
Town of New England.

The story is absorbing, graphic, and
truly delightful, carrying one along till it
seems as if actual participation in the

events had been the lot of the reader. The same naturalness
that is so conspicuous iu her famous ¢“Pepper Books” marks
this latest story of Margaret Sidney’s. She makes characters
live and speak for themselves,

It is an inspiring, story for the young, and contains strikin,
and realistic pictures of th < tmes with which It Sieals S Swnday Schood

Magasine, Nashville.

The author presents a story, but she gives a veracious picture of con-
ditions in the town of Boston during the Revolution. Parents who are
secking wholesome books can place this in the front rank with entire
safety.—Boston Globe,

Surely Margaret Sidney deserves the gratitude of many a child, and
grown-ups, too, for that matter, in telling in so charming, yet, withal, so
simple a manner, of these early days in this country.—Utsca Observer.

A really thrilling tale of the American Revolution. Interesting for
both old and young.—Minneapolis Fournal.

For sale by all booksellers or sent postpaid on ncom of
price by the pablishers

LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO., Boston



THE QUINNEBASSET SERIES
By SOPHIE MAY
Cloth Ilustrated Price per Volume, $1.28

THE DOCTOR’S DAUGHTER

THR DocTor’s DAUGHTER is a country story, bright as a sunbeam, natural as
life itself, unp as real and sanitary as the personal effect
pure spring water, Marian isa lovable heroine; and her girlhood story abounds
ln incxdents full of fun rich in tra_gic scenes, and didactic without 2 word of
t mingle in the scenes where she pl?s the
rof'e, producing a boo Ejoyable to the reader and full of

success of oston Tramscripte

OUR HELEN

THIS is a fresh, rare work, and well repays ‘The characters are very

striking, and forma circle so pleasant that &e readeris loth to part with them

closing the volumr. Our HELEN, the heroine, is not made so remarkably perfoct
&t the example hunoblemo«l is] lost."—Evening Wisconsin, Mil: 08,

THE ASBURY TWINS

-THE construction of the story is two sided, first one of tbuwlns having a

alf,\ler, then the other. ‘They are beautiful girls, both, and we confess to
having fallen in love with them, and there is likely to be a latent Mormon desire ln
the mmd of 2 young man reader to marry both, one is so pleasant a complement to
the other, For pure loveliness and natural capti\rnnon the story is an example not
by any means common, All the characters are depicted wlth an ease grace
W] make every chapter a delight.” — Bosion Traveler.

QUINNEBASSET GIRLS

“ASfmhandwho! as a bright D ber morning is S8orure Mav’s
UINNEBASSET GIRLS. Itis a real girl's book, good and true and honest,

and f fnll withal of such clever hints of New nﬁh.nd -as_oldsters might

to be i in, Always natural, if mnaﬁve, full of & bright
hnmor,herbooluwmbeforloogdeng in 'the pation and is the read
ing.” = New York Tridune.

JANET: A POOR HEIRESS

“Tnmryluel!lsonebwinupon every reading, We found the
us half hours running away u’:: bemufouhfot such knowl

of its as would fit us to mtkepanm note of its value, It is a domes
story of American life, and its fi ptmmeachafeut &:odmdmg. The
{llustrations are unusually fine and sug, ve, ‘The title of ou

into its drift, but a column would not s to characterize it descriptively.”—

timore Comrant.
IN OLD QUINNEBASSET

"TOthooewhowemnotuthﬂedwiththo results of thelr own imlglnaﬂon let

us commend SorHix MAY’S OLp

graceful and charming tale it would be b Rard to find, mhold iomcbasact

with its associations aud memories, its old houses and firep! m the

u.rv ple walkiag its streets, discussing the electonl votes ia ﬁn
ﬁ’if ashington’s time,” = New York Tvsoune,

Por sale by all booksellers or sent postpaid on receipt of prics
by the publishers

LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO., BOSTON
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