IN SLOANE STREET.
CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOL SON
Harper's Bazaar (1867-1912); Jun 11, 1892; 25, 24; American Periodicals

pg. 473

IN SLOANE STRELT,
BY CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.

“‘, ELL, I've seen the National Gallery,

and that'z over.” said Mrs. Moore.
taking off her smart little bonnet audd dedi-
eately drying with her handkerelief two
drops which were visible on its ribbhons.
“Aud I think I'm very enterprising. You
would never have got fsabclla to go in such
a vain,” )

*Of course not.  Isahella likes to stay at
home ‘and read Memorvials of a Quiet Life ;
it makes her feel so superior,” answered
(ertrude Remington.

“Superior?” commented Mrs, Maore, con-
temptuously, ““ Mary would not have gone,
cither,”

“No. But Mary — that's another affuir.
Mary would not touch the Memorinls with
the tip of her finger, and she wouldun’t have
niinded the rain; but she doesn’t enre for gal-
leries.  With her great love for at, she pre-
fers a book, or, rather, certain hooks, nbout
pictures, to the pictures themselves,  For she
thinks that painters, as a rule, are stupid—
have no ideas; whereas the art critics—that
is, the two or three she likes—really know
what a picture means.”

* Better than the painters themselves™

“Oh, far!” auswered Miss Remington,
*“ Mary thinks that the work of the painters
themselves is merely mechanieal; it is the
art eritic—always lier two ov three—whe dis-
covers the soul in their productions.”

*“'The only art critics I know are Mrs,
Jameson and Ruskin,”” remarked Mrs. Moore,
in a vague tone, as she drew off Lier closely
fitting jacket by means of a contortion.

Mo Mary, those two are Tupper and
Sandford and Mcrton,” vesponded Miss Rem-
ington.  * Aud I agree with her about Rus-
kin: all his later books are the weakest twad-
(llle .in the world—violent, ignorant, child-
ish.

But Mrs, Moore's interest in the subject
was already exhausted,  **It's too dreadful
that we're forced to be al sea on Christinng
day,” she said, complainingly. * Philip
ought to have done something—arranged it
in some othier way. At liome, already they
are busy with the presents and everything.
And by the 22d the whole house will he
fragrant with the spices and the fruit and
the wine for the plum-pudding.  If we could
only have some oysters, it would not be
quite so dreadful, But I have not seen any-
thing 1 could call an oyster since 1 came
abroad.”  She sat poised on the edge of the
sofa, as though she intended to rise the next

moment, Her amall boots, splashed with
mud, were visible under her skirt.

“"The oysters are rather dwarfish,” replied
Gertrude Remington. - ‘*But as England is
the home of the plum-pudding, I dare say
you can have that, if you like; we could an-
ticipate Christmas by a week or two.”

“There’s_an idea! Do ring.” (To the
entering servant.) ‘‘Ob, Banks, I should
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like 10 speak to Mrs, Sharpless for a moment,
She is oty Then send up the cook.”

“ Myx, Pollikett, mum? - Yes, mum,” an-
swered Banks, disappeaving,

Presently they heasd o heavy step coming
up the stairs. 1t stopped outside the door
while Mrs. Pollikett regained her breath;
then ihere was a knock.,

Come in.” said Mrs, Moore. Ol conk,
we huve taken n faney to have a plum-pud-
ding, as we shahl be at sea on Christmas day!
Do you think that you ean give us n good
one to-morrow night for dinuer?  Or, if that
is not poessible, the day aftery”

“Iany tme, mum; today, if you like,”
yesponded Mys. Polhikett, with the sugges-
tion of a4 courtesy-—it was little more than a
trembling of the knees for a moment,  She
wore i |§i i gown, and o eap adorned with
chorry ribbons; ler weight was cighteen
stone, or two hundred and fifty-two pounds.

“Today?  How can you possibly have it
totay?  IUs afternoen alveady,” snid Mrs,
Moore, surveying the big woman (as she al-
wars did) with Tascinated ey

S 1've one on hawd, mum,” replied cook,
with sevene pride.  ** And mn hexeellent one
tis, "T'were made r littde over a year ago,
and the mditerials being hof the best, “tis bet.
ter now than tever was; they himprove with
keeping, mmm,  1s hoge, but what's left
you cun take with you in a tin box.  With
cure ‘twill he as good as hever another year,
if you don’t reqiive to heat itall now, mun.”

Mrs, Moore gave ngasping glanee nt Miss
Remington,  Then she lnughed, putting tie
veil which she hield in her bund to ber lips,
fo Jide in part her merriment,

T et you know later, cook,” she said.
TN send word by nurse.”

And Mis, Pollikett, uncouscions of ridi-
enle, calmly withdrew,  Amy Moore put lier
head down upon the pile of sofw cushions
beside her, and ground it into them as it in
desperation,

= Phiin-pdding o year old, and warranted
to Kkeop another year!  Hard as n stone, of
conrse, and black as fead,  "Think of ours at
home!  Think how dieht it will be. almaost
like wowonglli?  And it delicate color and
fragraice!”  She took up her jacket, lifted
hier bonnet, and pinned the littde face veil to it
with the ong honnel-ping then, still langhing,
she roze.  On hey way to the door her eyes
caught sight of n tigure which was passing
the window outside,” *Theve is Philip go-
ing out ngain,  How he does stoueh!”

= Slonehr sabd Miss Remington, inguir-
Shenlso had seen the figare from her
r by the five.

> Ldow't mean sloneh exactly; Tmean that
he is so hent. Curiously enongh, it i i
baek either,  But up at the top of his shoul-
ders belind, between there and the head,
there’s a stoop, or rather o linge forward.
But there’s no hollow; it's w voll of flesh,
The tvsth s that Philip is growing too stout.”

*Fhat bend yon speak of is the scholar's
staop,”” observed Miss Remington.

1 suppose you mean writer's,  He could
stand when he writes, conldn’t her But prob-
ably i's too Inte now.  How do yon manage
1o be always so tramendously stiaight, Ger-
trude?”

* Pow’t you know that spinsters—those at
Teast who have conguered the dejection of
their Jut——are always stenight-lacked?” said
Miss Remington,  **'Their one littie pride is
: stilY spine and light step. Because, yon
know, the step of their married contempora-
viea is sometimes vither heavy.”

* You think you can say that heeanse 1
happen to weigh only ninety-cight pounds,”
answered Amy Moore,  * But let me tell you
one thing -— e overdo your straightness;
your slioulders in those tailor-made dresses
yiu are s fond of look as though they were
wionlded of iron plate,  You'd be s great
deal more attractive and comfortable to look
at, Gertraele, if you had o few cozy little hab-
its, niee hamelike little ways,  You never
Jounge; you never lean biack against any-
thing—that is, with any thorough enjoyment,
Wi ever suw you stretehed ont lazily in o
rocking-ehair by the fire, with a hox of choco-
Inte crewms and a novel?”

Miss Reminglon langhed.
e for chocolntes?”

“That's just what T am saying: if you
carved for them, you'd he much more cozy.
Al thin woman in a tailov-made gown,
Wwith her huir dragged tightly back from her
face, and all corts of deep hooks—why, nat-
urally, ail men are afeaid of her,”

e you kind enough to be still thinking
OF NELDNIOWIERL BOPES TOF e INQuIne miss
Remington,

“Oh not  For what would beeome of
Philip then?” said Philip's wife.  ** You are
his chief incense-huvner; you're awfully val-
uable to me just for that.”  She was opening
the door s she said this; she went out, elos-
ing it after her.,

Left alone in the large room, Miss Rem-
ington took a newspaper from the table by
her side, and vaguely glanced nt its page.
Her eyes vested by celance upon a series of
short lines, ench line beginning with o capi-
tal fetter, like s poem. [t was headed © Come-
mereial Matters,” and the fivst four lines were
as follows:

S

“PButif Idon't

“Waool is weaker,
Leather is slow,
Hides ave casy.
Rice ia low,”

Presently the door opened, and Philip
Moore entered,

“ 0, yow've come back,” she sald, letting
the paper drop to her Inp,

““ Only went to the coraer to put n letter
in the box.”

*“ Very wel still, isn't it?”

0" \'cry.”

Moore sat_down before the fire, extended
his legs, and watched the combat hetween
the heat and the dampuess of his trousers.

After o while Miss Remington remarked,
“We've been to the National Gallery sinee
lunch.”

He made no answer.

** We had intended to go to Highgate also,”
she went on; ** but it was loo wet for so long
n drive

< 'Fo lighgate?”

“Yes, "J'o George Eliot’s grave.”

Moore’s gloom was lightened for the mo-
ment by a short laugh,

** You think that’s absurd,” said his com-
panion.

* Well—yes, ‘I'houghts suitable for the
oceasion were to have been the attraction, 1
suppose,  But if you can conjure them up
in one place, why can’t you in another, and
save your cab fare? It was your iden, 1
know—the going to Ilighgate. ~ Amy is not
devoted ¢ such excursions,”

“1 suppose it wns my idea,” answered
Gertrude. 1 thought you liked George
Eliot,” shie went on, after a moment,

“Do you mean her ghost? How can L
like u person 1 have never seen?”

I menn her hooks.”

“'The tirst two, perhaps,” answered Moore,
frowning impatiently. ~ **I suppose 1 may
lave said so once—ages hefore the flood, and
you never forget anything, you are merciless
about that.  But women’s hooks—what ave
they?  Women can't write,  And they ought
not to try.”

* AWhat ean you mean?”

“What 1 say,” answered Philip Moove.
¢ Children's stories—yes; they can write for
children, and for young girls, extremely well.
And they can write little sketehes and epi-
sodes §f they will confine themselves rigidly
1o the things they thovoughly know, such
ns lovestories and en forth. ot the oreat.
(UESHIONS OF 11¢, UIe IMPOFant maters, ey
cannot render in the least.  How should
theyt  Aud when in their ignorance they
begin, in addition, to preach—good heavens,
what a spectacle!”  Iuppening to look up
and see the expression of his compunion’s
fuce, he added, laughing: * You need not be
tronbled, you have never tried.  And I'm
thankful you haven't. It would be insup-
porfable to me 1o have any of my personul
friends among that hand.”

“No, I have never tricd,” Gertrude an-
swered.  She hesitated & moment, then add-
ed, * My awbition fs all for other people.”

“You mean my things, of course, 1
should like you much better if you hil nev-
er reid 1o word of them,” respomted Moore,
his impatience retwrning,  ** After they're
once done 1 eare nothing about them, they
are no fonger a part of me; they are detach-
al—gone, By the time they’ve printed—and
that is when yeu get hold of them—Pm tuken
up with something else, and miles away.
Yet you always try to drag me back.”

Miss Remington it her lip, a slight flush
rose in her cheeks,  But it faded as quickly
is it had come, and her companion did vot
see ity be was staving at the tire.

ile was a man of forty-five, with heavy
features and thick duwrk haiv, s eyes und
hend were fine.  flis forchead wore almost
habitually a slight frown, 1le was some-
what under medinm height, und his wife's
ption of his figure and heaving was

.

But Gertrude Remington saw him as he
once was—the years when he had heen full
of life and hope and vigor., She also saw
another vision of him as he might be now,
perhups, as he would be (so she told herself)
under different influences. It was this pos-
sible vision which constuutly haunted her,
troubled her, tossed her about, and heckoned
her hither and thither.  She was three years
younger than Philip, and she had known
Jim from childhood, ns her father’s house
was next to the house of the elder Philip
Moore, in the embowered street of the Massa-
chusctts town which was the home of hoth.
When Philip married, he hrought his little
wife, the golden-haired, blue-cyed Ay, home
to this old house, now his own, owing to the
death of his futher, and the intimacy of the
two families hud comtinued. It was almiost
amatter of course, therefere, that Miss Rem.
ington should be one of the party when the
Moores came abroad for six months, their
second visit to the Old World,  Amy was
twelve years younger than her hushad, and
nine years younger than Gertrude Reming-
on.

‘I'o Moore's accusation, * You ulways try
to drag me back,” Gertrude ind replied in a
light tone: *“'That is hecause one doesn't
stop to think, *Never talk to an author
about his books.” I saw that given some-
wliere as o wise maxim only the other duy.”

1 saw it too, and in the very review in
which yon saw it,” replied Moore, in a sar-
castic tone,  ** But you have not given the
whole quotation; there was more of it
¢ Never tullk to an author about his books un-
less you veally believe (or can make him feel
you believe) that they are the greatest of the
great; he will aceept that!” “In your case
there is no liypocrisy, 1 exonerate you on
that scove; you really do think my things the
greatest of the great.  And that's the very
trouble with you, Gertrude; you lave no

sense of proportion, no diserimination. If I
hiad believed yow, I should have been a fool;
1 should have been sure that my books were
the finest of the cenulr{, instead of their he-

“ing what they are—and I know it, too—half

fullures, all of them.”
the window, and looked out,
the room.

Miss Remington lifted the newspaper from
lier lap, and again perused unconselously
the sumo column. ‘Fliis time her eyes rested
on the second four lines:

“Heans are stendy,
Sugars are down,
Truek is in good demand,
Sweet-potatoes wre firw,”

He got up, went to
Then he lefy

This Inst item brought Florida to her mind,
and she thought Tor a moment of the gray-
white soil which producesihe sweet potatogs;
of the hreezy sweep of the pine-baveens, with
their earpet of wild flowers; of the hiue Floy-
ida sky, ‘I'hen she put down the sheet (it
was an Ameriean paper), rose, and going to
the window in her turn, looked out. It was
the 18th of December, The automn had
been warm, and even now it was not cold,
though the air was damp and chilling; fine
groy rain had been falling steadily ever since
the sluggish daylight—slow and unwilling—
had dawned over vast London., The large
house was in the London quarter called 8.
W.; it stood at o corner of Sloane Street,
and these American travellers were oceupy-
ing, temporarily, its ground - floor; it wus
literally a ground-floor, for there was only
one step at the outer door,  Miss Remington
surveyed Sloane Street,  Its smooth wooden
pavement was dark and slippery; the houses
opposite had & brown-biack hue—Dbrown in
the centre of each brick and blnck at jts
edges; a vine was attached to one of these
dwellings, mul its leaves, though dripping,
hiad w dvied appearnnce, which told of the
Jong-lusting dusts of the summer,  Omui-
buses, with their outside seats empty, and
their drivers enveloped in oil-skins, constant-
ly suceeeded each other; the glass of their
windows was obscured by damp, nud their
sides hore advice (important in the blackest
of towns) about soup; each cayried on its top
something thut looked like a hroomstick,
from which flonted mournfully a wet rag.
Among the pedestrians, the women all had
feet that appeared to be eatively unclastic,
like blocks of wood; they came clumping
and pounding along, clutching at their skivts
behind with one haud, and holding an open
umbrella with the other; the cluteh was al-
ways ineffectual, the skirts were always
drnggled, These women all wore smmil
bliuek honnets; and the honnets attached to
the heads of the poorer elass had a singular-
Iy battered uppearance, as though they had
been kicked ucross the floor—or even the
street—more thun once.  1fansom cabs puss-
ed and yepassed,  ‘The horse belonging to
those which were emply walked slowly, his
head hanging downward; the horse of those
that carried u fure moved onward with a gait
which had the air of being vaplhd, beeause he
continually turned his high-held nose to the
right or the left, nccording to the guidance of
his drviver,making n pretence at the same time
of turning his body also: this last. however.
he never really did unless compelled, for it
wonld hiave been one step more. Huge cov-
eved carts, black and dripping, devoted (so
said the white lettering on their sides) to the
noving of turaiture, rofled slowly by, tuking
with cynical despotisin all the space they ve-
quired, like Juggernauts, A red-fuced milk-
womn appeared, wearing a dirty whiteapron
over her drabhled short skirt, with indescrib-
lllliu }IU(IIS, ana l‘llU -IIIUVil(lVU-IU J/INUNR pruerea
hlack honuet. The gazer, finding the milk-
woman motre depressing even than the han-
som cab-lhorses, turbed and went to a fourth
window,which overlooked the narrow street
at the side of the house.  llere the battered
stone pavement held shallow pools of yellow
water in cuch of its numerous depressions,
On the opposite corner o baker's shop dis-
played inits windows portly loaves, made in
the shape of the Queen’s erown—loaves of a
clay-colored e, and an appearance which
sngpested endurance,  ‘There were also glass

Amy, drumming nolsclessly on the arm of
her “clinfe with her finger-tips, the motion
drawing sparkles from her diamond rings,
“1 have only found one place in Europe
where the coffee is ns gond ns ours, and that
is Yienun, But as regavds tea, they do keep
atit, that family upstuirs. First, they all diink
it for breakfast. ‘Fhien ugain with luncheon,
Then it goes in a third time at five ov six,
with piles of bread-und-butter,  Then they
have it in the evening after dinner.  And if
they go 1o the theatre or anything of that
sort, w?' have a cup afier they come home,
In addition, if any one has a cold, or is tired,
or has been out in the rain, there are extra
supplics ordered. I should think it would
make them nervous enongh to tly.”

* It doesn’t appear to,” answered Gertrnde,
“ We look far more nervous than they do.
‘They are renu\rknhl?' handsome, and piclures
of health each one.’

“Iam sure I don’t want to look like them,”
axesponded Amy.

Miss Remington made no reply, Amy's.
firm belief that she had still the beauty of
twelve or fifteen years before nlways mnf(le(l
a dittle in the older woman’s mind.  Amy
had been a very pretty girl, the pet of a lnrge
family circle, whio thonght that she had con-
fm‘m? n wonderful favor when she gave her
haud to Philip Moore, Through the years
which had passed, they had never concenled
this oninfon, Aud sometimes it was anbarent
wlgo that Amy (in her own mind at least)
agreed with them. At present her beauty
wis gone; in appearance she was inslgnilf-
cant,  Her smnll figure was wasted, lier lit-
tle face was pallid, her blue cyes had lost
their bright color, and the gol(fen hair had
grown ominously thin,

Presently she hegan again,  * When one
is abvond, 1f it rains; ono is ended; one ean’t
get up home occupations in dendly rooms
like tliese; at feast Fean't. To-night there is
Curalleria, hut hetween that aud this nothing.
Have yon any bookst”

“ I have Vaporr upsiaivs.  Shall T get it¢”

“That unaiytieal thing? I linte analytienl
novels, and can’t imagine why any one writes
them, Why don’t you talk? You're as dumb
as an owl.”

“ What shall T suf’?"

* Anything you like,  Why people write
anuyuent novers Wit go as - starter,”

Miss Remington, who was cmbroiderin
lifted her eyes. 1 suppose you conld lu%l
me n great deal about Philip’s disposition,
coulin’t you? Al sorts of queer unespect-
ed little ins and onts; oddities; surprises;
and trip-you-up-in-the-dark plnees?”

“1 rather think 1 could,” answered Amy,
Inughing.

“And well as T and all our family he-
lieve that we know him, 1 dure say” you
conld nstonish us with details and instices
which would show lim in lights which we
have never suspected?”

*Of course I conld,”

“ Well, if_all that you know should be
carefully written down, it would be a study
of Philip’s eharacter which would he very
interesting to those who think they know
him, ‘\[{ idea is that the persons \\'fll) wrile
analytieal novels, and those also who like to
readd them, are intevested in the study of char-
acter generally, as you and I are interested
in Philip’s in particular.”

Amy yawned, ** But they put such Uittle
things in those novels—sucly triflest”

** When Philip refused to buy that exqui-
site little drawing of Du Maurier's that was
for sale in Bond Street the other day— re-
fused, though he was longing for it, simply
hecause he had said that he would not buy
another article of any kind or description,
not even a pin, a8 long as he was abrond--was
it not as vivid an example of his obstinacy
(especinlly as that vuexpected check from
lome hu({ made it perfectly easy for him to
indulge his longing) as if hie had refused o
Senatorship beeause he had satd some time
that lie would never live in Washington¢”

“Oh, 1 hope lie has not said fhat!” an-
swered Mrs. Moore,  ** Beeause if he has, e
will stick to it, and T shall hnve endless trou-
ble to persuade him out of it.  For there is
1\1911:313;; 1 should like better than to live in

jurs containing lady 's-fingers of i orin}
age, and, nbove these, o placard announcing
“ Mineral Waters.,” Next ecame a green-gro-
cer's stull, with piles of small, hard, durk
green apples,  Miss Reminglon imagined a
meal composed of one of the clay-colored
loaves, the mineral waters, tie Indy’s-tlogers,
and the hard apples. A hideous child now
appeared, with a white face streaked with
d‘rl, and white eyclashes; it wore o red
feather in its torn wet gypsy hat, and it car-
ried n skipping-rope, with which, drearily, it
hegan to skip, wfter o while, in the raln, A
younger child followed, equstly hideous and
dirty; it was sucking nn orange as it trailed
after its sister.  Neither of the two looked
hungry; but, oh! so unhealthy, so depraved.
Miss Remington gave it up; she returned to
her place by the fire,

Ten minutes later the door opened, and
Mrs. Moore came in, freshly dressed.  She
drew an easy-chair forward and seated her-
self, putting out two dainty little shoes tow-
urds the blaze. .

*Those English pcoJ)le upslairs are too
ghastly,” she announced. *‘‘I'hey do nothing
but drink ten.”

**They have the best of it, then,” answered
Miss Remington, “* For probably they like it,
and perhaps it is good. Whereas what we
want—tlie coffee—is atracious,”

“Just wait till I get home,” responded

glon—I've been thinking of it for a
Jong time. lle nced not have unything to
(16 With the governnient, you know,”

“And when he flung that footstool of
{num through the win(h)w into the gnrden
ast spring,shreaking all the glass, wasn't
that as much an instance of uncontroliable
temper as i he had knocked a man down?”

*"Ihie footstool was the embroldered vel
vet one,” answered Amy, “and it was com-
pletely spoiled—out all night in the rain. 1
have to have footstools, hecause I'm 8o short;
1 can't streteh my legs all over the room, as
you enn. I was Hillﬁl s jn the study for an
wonr or two that day while they were sweep-
ing the drawing -room, and 1 told Rosa to
bring me one; and then when I went ont, 1
forgot it, andd there It stald.  But it wasa
very little thing, I am sure, to be so furlous
about,”

*If it hndd happened only once, yes,” an.
swered Uertrude, smiling.  * But 1 seem to
have heard hefore of footstools forgotten in
the middle of the floor in the study, and Hs
master coming in after dark in a hurry, and
not expeeting to find them there.”

*'Fen times, Ten times at least,” respond-
ed Amy, gleefully, *It's tho funniest thing
iu the world, There's & perfect fatality about
it.”

" The door opened, and a little lmf' aund ghl
came in, They were very beautiful ehildren,
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although slender and rather pale. They went
to thicir mother nnd kissed her, climhing to
to her Inp nnd the avin of her chair.

¢ A storyl” demanded the boy. ** About
the dog who had & house up in a tree.”

*No,” said the girl.  ** About Wolla Ker-
sin, the falry,”

“But it isu't story-time,” answered Mrs,
Moore. “1f you have them now, there'll be
none when you go to bed,”

Fritz and Polly considered this statement
thoughtfully; they decided to wait until bed-
time,

“Como on, Poll ; let’s play water-cure,”
said the boy.

“Well,” answered the girl, assentingly.
She went to a closct and drew out u box,
from which she took forty small china dolls,
arrayed in silks and laces. **Ilere’s the
passhints,” she said, arrangiug them on the
ftoor. )
“I'm the hiead doctor,” said the hoy, **Is
the passhins ready ¢” he inquired, ina grafl
tone. Kneeling down, he extended his fore-
finger menacingly towards the first doll.
**ood-morning. ~ How are yer? You have
o turrible fever, an’ you must take twenty
baths, aud a sitz and n pack, hefore eating n
mossel.”

“ Fritzy Moore, she'll die with all that,”
said the girl, indignantly, rescuing the doll.
“‘That’s gmce Adelaide, and she's delicate.”

Fritz went on to the next one.  “* Fer you,
o shower-bath, and needles, and the deuce,
every five minutes.”

“Tve no apvetite. doctor.” sall Polly,
speaking in a very weak voice for a dolt
whom she drew from the Jine, *“1've been
rather anxious because my ten children”
(here she hustled forward rapidly ten of the
amaller dolis) ** have all had typhoid fever
most dangerousty for more than three years.”

““Vegetubble baths and the mind-cure,”
ordered Fritz.

“I'm going to l)lny I'm a lady who has
come with her chilld to call on a passhint,”
sald the girl.  She took a lnrge doll from the
closet, drew her own lips tightly together,
and, speaking in n melancholy voice, raid:
“I'm very sorry, Maud Violet, that we nc-
cepturred Mrs, Razzers’s invitation to stay
to dinner at this water-cure, for Mvs. Razzers
fsn’t very rieh; I don’t think she has got
more than twenty-five cents; and s0 we must
be very careful. Tat just as little as you
possibly ean, Maud Violet, an’ say *no-thank-
yer” to everything, just "cep’ meat and pota.
tocs.” Dragging the doll by its hand, she
walked with dignified steps towards the side
window, where she seated herself on the floor
with her back.against the wall, the doll by
her side.  *“ No-thank-yer,” she said, ns ?
speaking to a servant; “no soup, (Maud
Violet, say ¢ no-thank.yer't)”

Mrs, Moore, mmm\vf)lle, had ghnced tow-
ards the table.  ** French again?  Why are
you forever rending French hooks?”

“ Aren't they the cleverest?”

“'T'hey have so many s'éerlais—he or she
g'¢erlald—as I always translate that ‘shriek,’
they go shrieking ull down the page,” an-
swered Amy, She made a long streteh and.
took two paper-covered volumes from the
table, ¢ Lemnitre? Whoishe? O, fuisn’t
o novel, And this other one is that Bash-
kirtseff thing! The most perfectly unnatural
book I have ever read.”

T thought it so natural.”

“ Mere; %"

““ 1 don’t mean that it was natural to write
it for publication, or even, perhiaps, to write
it at all; I referred to the ideas, merely. If
some fnvisibie power should reproduce with
exact truthfulness each onc of our secret
thoughts, do you think we slionld come out
of it so inflnitely better than Marie Bashkist-
seff?”

“What extraordinary notions you invent!
If I thought that Polly would ever have
such idens as that girl's— But she won't.
You spiusters are too queer.  Youare either
80 prudish that one can’t look at you, or else

yoi're s0 emancipated that Heaven alone
nows what you'll say nextt It all comes
from your ignorance, I suppose.”

* Yes; that answer is always flung at us,”
responded Gertrude, holding lier embroidery
at arm's-length for a moment, in order to in-
spect it eritically.

Polly, having overheard her name, had
come to her mother’s kunece, * Want me,
manma?”’ :

“No. Qo back to your play.”

“* We're not playing. Fritzy won't,”

“'Cause yon're so sellish with your old
dolls,” said Fritz. ** You said they was pas.
shints. ‘Then you came an’ yanked ’em all
away."”

Polly made a face at him,  Fritz respond-
ed with nunother, und one of preternatural
hideousness, rolling his eyes up to the whites,
and stretching out his tongue. ‘This seemed
to soothe hiim, for he demanded, after the ef-
fort was over: :

“Where's the Noah's ark? You get it,
and we'll play erocodile.”

“1 had happened to vead the Life of Loutse
Alcott fust before T began (he Bashkirtseft
journal,” Gertrude went on. “ What a con.
trast! It is true that the Russian girl way
but twenty-four when she died, but one fecls
that she would have been the snme at fifty,
Misg Alcott worked all her Jife as havd as she
possibly could, turning her hand to anything
that offered, no matter what; and her sole
motive was to assist hier parents and her fam.
ily, those who were dear to her; of hersell
she never thought at all.  Marie Bashkirt.
sefl's behavior to her mother and aunt show-

ed Indifference, and often scorn; her one
thought was herself—her own atlractions,
lier own lmppiness, her own celebrity, and
the persons who could perhaps add to the
Iatter two. Her egotism—"

¢ Children, what are you about?” inter-
ruylcd Mrs, Moore, turning her head ; for
Fritz and Polly were lying on the floor fiat
upon their stomachs, and in this position
wriggling In zigzngs across the room, with
low ronrs, directing their course towards the
animals of Noah's ark, who were drawn up
in a line before the sofa.

* We're erocadiles,” called Fritz. “We're
'vancing to serunch ’em!”

“ Polly, get up instantly; look at your
nice white frock! Iritz— O, here’s Chris-
tine at Jast, Clwistine, do sce to the chil-
dren,” said Mrs, Moore,

The German nurse, who had entered, lift-
ed Polly to her feet and smoothed down her
skirts, ~ Fritz sprang up and rushed to the
window, for he heard music ontside: n street
band composed of four men of depressed
aspect had begun to play before the house
the strains associated with the words:

W Ever be hop-pee,
Wierever thon art,
Pride of the plrate’s heart—-"

“How ridicnlous to be tooting away in all
this rain!” said Mrs. Moore, irritably.

It isn’t raining now, mamma,” called
Polly, her nose also as well as Iritz’s pressed
against the pane,

“ As it ees no rain, meeses, I might take
de childrens to sco dat lecdle boy at Norteeng
1Li1?" suggested the nurse, respectfully,

*“Hns it really stoppedt” answered Mrs,
Moore, turning to look. * Well, perhaps it
wonld be better for them to go out.  PPut on
their cork-soled shees and their water-proefs,
and you must be back by five o'clock, or
hall past—not later,”

““1 veel at mine vatch fook, and take de
train shoost in time to be back at half past
five,” answered Christine, in her earnest,
careful fashion, *“It ecs not much meeneets
to Norteeng Hill.” .

She put the animals back in the ark, and
placed it,with the box of dolls, in the closet,

“Take this shilling and give it to that
dreadful band, ‘Tell them to go awny im-
mediately,” said Mrs, Moore,

* Yes, meeses,”  And taking the children
with her, Christine left the room, softly clos.
ing the door behind her.

*1 do wish Philip would go to Washing-
ton,” said Mrs, Moore, after some minutes
of silence.

The band had ceased its wailed goml
wishes for the pride of the pirate’s heart;
the room without the chatter of the children
seemed suddenly very still; o coal dropping
from the grate made n loud sound, '

Miss Remington did not answer,

** It's the very place for me,” pursned Amy.
““There ure nll sorts of people tiere—foreign.
ers and Southerners as well as Northerners.
Not the seven deadly families, always the
samie, month after month, that we everlast.
ingly have in New Edinburgh. I love vari.
ety and I 'love gayety, and I especinlly love
dinner parties. I should like to dine out five
nights in the week, and have friends to dine
with us thoe othier two. 1 don't see, after all,
why we shouldn’t go this very winter,” she
went on, with animation, **1 have all these
lovely new things from Paris, you know,
"l‘hln'kI of their being wasted in New Edin-

mrah

Uriiey won't be wasted,” sald Uerlrude,
“Everybody will profoundly admire them.”

“Profoundly criticise, you mean, Be-
cause they are all plaindooking themselves,
they think it frivolous to care for looks; and
because they are all dull and serious by na-
ture, they think nobody ought to he gay;
i's & good strong position, and I dare ‘say
they believe it's a moral one!  Philip fancies
that New Edinburgh is perfect, simply be-
cause he has his library there,  But books
can be moved, caw’t they?  And itis his duty
to remember me now and then, I suppose
he emi't appreciate that I have any such
needs, because his mother and his five sisters
are so different. Dear mel if givls could
only know! They never think, when they
marry, about the mother and sisters. But
no matter what a husband may be as n man
out in the world among men, when he thinks
of his wife's requirenients he seldom gets
much beyond whit his mother and sisters
did and had. Of course Philip’s sisters don't
Joug for Washington, Imagine them theve!
But thav’s tio reason for me,”

* Philip himself would be a lion in Wash-
ington,” said dertrude, her face looking
obstinate as she threaded her needle.

" You mean among the literary set? [
shonld not care to have anything to do with
them, and Philip wouldn't e?lhcr, I know, bie-
cause whenever I do succeed in forcing him
vut, he always likes my kind of people ever
so much better, [ suppose it wouldn't he
hard to get u furnished house as a beginning;
one with a good dining-room?  But,dear me!
what is the use of 1|unuingi:'[ I might a3
well be old and stupid and ugly!  Philip will
stick to New Edinburgh, umf stick to New
Edinburgh.  Yon willslike that; yon adore
the place, with its horrid elubs, and papers
read aloud, sl poky old whisti”

1 don't think Philip cares for New Edin-
burgh in itself,” answered Miss Remington,
“But he has the house, and it is & Inrge
place, with all the ground about it.  Aund you
know lie has spent a great deal in alterations
amd improvements of many sorts, incinding
all the new furniture,”

“ And T suppnse you charge me with that?
But I maintain that I'm not extravagant in
the least,” snid Amy, *‘I must have things
about me dainty and pretty, because I have
all those tastes; I was born with them, and
they are a part of me; people who haven't
them, of course don't understand the neces-
sity. But there’s one thing to be said; there
is no merit in going without the things one
doesn’t care for, DPhilip’s sisters are perfect-
ly willing to live forever with nailed-down
carpets, hideous green lambrequins and
furniture, because they don’t know they are
hideous.  But just attack them on what they
do care for—their Spanish and German les-
sons, their contributions to the * Harvard
Annex,’ and the medical colleges for women,
andl there would be an outery! Asto money,
Philip could easily make ever so much more
u year, if he chose; those syndicate people do
nothing but write to him,”

“But you would not wish to sece him de-
seend toa lower grade of work, would yout”
Gertrude’s voice was indignant as she said
this; but she kept her eyes on her work, and
drew her stitches slcudi])y.

““Idon't know what you call a lower grade.
T call it a lower grade to keep us in New
Edinburgh, and a higher grade to give us a
nice home in Washington—as it's Washing-
won § imppen w janey,  FMNp coud make
this larger income; even you ackunowledge
that,  Well, then, I say lie ought. Other
men do—I mean other nuthors. Lookat Gray
Tucker!”

“ Philip to write in the style of Gray
Tucker!”

* Now you're furious,” said Amy, lnugh.
ing. “But I'm afraid Philip couldn’t do it
even if he should try; he hasn't that sorl of
knack. Of course you are scornful; but, all
the same, I can tell you plhinly that 1 like
Gray Tucker’s books ever so much; they're
easy to read, and they make one Inugh, and”
I think that's what a novel is for, Every-
body veads Gray Tucker's hooks, and they
sell in thousands and thousands,”

Miss Remington remained silent for sev.
eral moments, Then, in a guarded voice, she
said, **Bat if Philip has not that sort of
knack, as you call it, surely you would not
advise him to tie himself down at so much a
year to produce just 50 many pages?”

* Wiy not?—if the sum offered is a good
one.”

b “‘ Just so many pages, whether good or
ad?”

“They needn't be bad, T suppose. 1 don’t

‘see why he shouldn't keep on writing in the

same style as now, bul produce more. It
s{mp}y depends upon his own determina.
tion.”

“It fsn't purely mechanical work, you
know,” answered Miss Remington,

“Your face is as red!” said Amy, watch-
ing her with amused eyes.  “There is no-
thing 8o funny as to see you get in a rage
about Philip. ~ 1t’s u pity he doesn’t appre-
cinte it more, Now, Uertrude, listen to me
for a moment. 1 am not in the least frivo-
lous, though you always have u manner that
seems to show that you think I am. I have
more common-sense than Philip has; 1 am
the practical one, not he.  What i3 the use of
his persistingly writing books that nobody
reads, or, at least, only a very few? To me
it scems that a man can have no higher aim
than to do splendidly for his own family—
for the people that belong to him and depend
upon him. I am his wifo,am I not? And
Fritz and Polly are his children. To give
his wife the home she wishes, to educate his
children in the very best way, and lay up a
rood zencrous sum for them—1I confess this
seems to me more important than the sort ot
fame his books may have in the future wlien
we're all dead.  Ior as to fame in the present
there is no question, that hangs over the vol-
umes that sell; the fame of to-day belongs
always to the books that are popular. 1
know you don't think F'm clever at all;
whether I nm or not, that's my opinion.”

** You're only too clever,” said Gertrude,
rolling up her work, **If there Is any word
1 loathe, it's that lying term * popular.””

“Your eyes are brimming over, you ab-
surd creature!” said Amy, not. unkindly,
“Yet somehow,” shendded, as Gertrude rose,
*“jt only makes you look stiffer.”

*Oh, do forget my stiffness!” said Miss
Remingtlon, angrily. She crossed the room,
and began to rearrange the sofn cushions and
chairs which the ehildren had pulled nbout,

The door opened and Philip Moore came

in.
‘I thought yon were writing?” said his
wife, .

T ean't write on n toilet table or the
mantel-picee.  Where are the children?”

“They have gone to Notting 11ill to see
Whalter Carberry.”

“Did they go by the underground?”

** Yes; Christine, you know, has the whole
line at her tingers’ ends,  She once lived for
two years at Huckney.”

** Haockuney ?"

*Well, perhaps it was Putney.  Such
namest Imagine living at ‘Tooting, or Bark-
ini\;, or Wormwood Scerubs!  And then they
talk to us about our names! But | have
something to show them; [sawitinthe 7¥mes
f'eslcr(lny,cut it out, and put it in my purse;
ieve it {8, Listen: ‘November 28th, at St,
Peter’s Chureh, Redmile, Leicestershive, by
the Rev. James Terry, rector of (larby-cum-
Normanby - le - Wold, Lincolnshire, Algernon
Bonthiby, Esquire, to Editha, daughter of the
Rev. J. Trevor Aylmar, rector of Carlton-
Seroop - cum - Normanton - on - Cliffe, Lincoln-

shire,” There now! What do you say to
thaty”

I don't like their going by the under-
ground,” said Moore.

“ With Cliristine they are safe,” answered
his wife. ** Where are our seats to-night$”

O, I forgot totell yon, I've taken u box,
after all. I met Huntley and Forzester, and
asked them to join us.”

*That is just like you, Philip. 1f I kad
not happened to ask, you would never have
told me at alll  Of course for & box I shall
dress more,” Amy added.  “TI'll do it for a
bor.  Aund I'd better go and get it done now,
by-the-bye, ns there is wo light upstairs but
dull glimmering candles.” She rose, “Isup.
pose you ure superior to dress, Gertrude?”

“Superior or inferior, whichever you like,”
answered Miss Remington,

Mrs, Moore went out,

** Do you care about this opera?” inquired
Gertrude, returning to the five,

* Can't say [ do,” answered Moore. “ But
they tell meit’s pretty, and T thonght it might
amuse Amy."” ile had taken an evening -
per from his pocket—the & James Guzette
he Legan to look over the first page.

Gertrude sat down, took up a hnok, aud
opened it.  ** Amy wishes to live in Wash-
ington,” she said.

“ Yes, 1 know,” replied Moore,

“ Perhaps the fancy won't Iust,” his com-
panion went on.  She closed the hook (it
was Marie Bashkiviefl”s Jonrual), and with
o peneil began to make & row of little ro-
settes on the yellow cover,  ““Washi
life would not suit you, Philip,” she
“*You do not enjoy sociely: it tdoes nat
amuse you, but anly tires you. ‘i'hat has
been proved again and again.  Awd yon
would not he able to avoid it, ¢ither.  The
circumstances of the case would foree vou
into it.  Why isn’t New Edinburgh the best
place, with your large house, and your libin-
ry all arranged, and that beautiful garden,
and the grove and brook for the ehildrent”

“It's dull for Amy,” Moore replied, still
reading. **8he has been very unseltish about

it, 1 should like to give her a ehange, i€ 1
conld, But the first step would have (0 he

to sell the place, and a purchaser for i plice
of that kind is not easily found,”

* You will never get back half that yon
have spent upon it,  New Edinburgh doesn't
seem to me so dull,” Gertrude continued.,

‘““Amy 8 so much younger than we ure
that her ideas are different,” answered Moore,
IIe cut open the pages of the St Jares jag-
redly with the back of his hand, turned the

eaf, and went on with his reading.

Miss Remington made five more little vo.
seltes in a straight line on the cover. ** Why
not at least stay until your new hook is fin-
ished,” she said—‘the onz we ail care so
much about?” She huiried on, after this
suggestion, to anotlier subject.  ** Washing.
ton would only be safe for the children for
part of the year. It weuld be necessary to
take them away in April, and they could not,
return before November.  That would be rix
months of travelling for you every summer
— hotels, and all that.  You have just said
that you coulld not write on a mantel-piece,”
she ndded, forcing a laugh.

“IU's very good of you to interest your |
sclf so much in our affuirs,” said Moore,
coldly, **The children would do very well
in Washington in the winter; for the sum-
mer, L could look up some old faym-liounse
in the mountains not very far away, where
they could vun wild, That would be even
better for them than New Edinburgh, [
should like it, too, myself.”

‘‘Then you have decided y” sand Gertrude,
quickly. !

“Deeided? T don’t know whether T huve
or not,” answered Moore,

Banks now appeared with & lamp and a
large tea-tray, He placed the tray on a low
table which stond in & corner, and drew the
tuble towards Miss Remiogton; then he set
out the cups and saucers in careful sym-
metry, and after waiting a moment to see if
anything more was rukuirotl, with nois
step left the rcom.  When the door was
elosed, Moore turned his head, glaneing at
the corpulent teapot, the piled suga-bowl,
the large plate covered with slices of bread.
and.butter as thin as a koife Mlade, and ar-
ranged with mathematieal preeision,

““Do any of ug ever toueh it?” he inquired.

“* Never,” Gertrude answered, ** Yet they
send it in every afternoon in exactly the
same way, It'sn tixed rale, I suppose; Jike
the house-mnids nlways scrubbing the door-
steps on their knces, instead of using s long-
handled sceubbing-brush; and like the cold
toast in the morning.”

No more was Baid. She laid aside her pen-
cil and the hook, and took up a newspaper,
1t proved to be the saime one she haud bad
catlier in the day, and mechanically she vead
anothier four lines of the commercial poein:

“(irass seed is middling.
Pork has movenment,
{emons have reacted,
Molasses iz strong.”

After a while, Aty came in.  ** When do
you intend to dress?” she saiid to her hus.
band us she sat down by the fire,

“ I'm waiting for the childven, They onght
not to be out after dark.”

STt isn’t late; they will be here in a few
minutes; Christine is like a clock.”  She
lifted hier silk skirt and shook it. It is
creased a little, in spite of all the cave they
took in packing it. But it's a perfeetly love.

(Continued on page 418}
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(Continued from page 416.)

Iy dress!  You need not look up, QGertrude,
with that duty c.\'rrcsﬁinn. as though you
were trying to think of something ndmiring
to say; I don’t dress for you; or for Philip
cither, for that matter; he hasn't a particle
of taste. I dress for myself—to satisfy my
own ideal.  And thiz is my ideal of u cos.
tume for the opera (that is, if one hias & hox)
-—delicate, Parisian, pretty.  Philip, do you
know what iden came to me upstaivg? 1
want to go home hy the White Star Line,
instead of the Cunard.”

Noanswer came from behind the St Jumes's
Cazette; Moore had found at last a paragraph
that interested him,

“Philip. Philip, T say! Why don’t you
listen?”

““Yes,” suid Moore,

“ Yon are reading still; you are not listen-
ing one bit.  Wake up!”

*Well, what is ity

“1 want to go home by the White Star
Line instead of the Cunard,”

Meore's eyes had glanced at his wife over
the top of the newspaper, but there was not
full eomprehension in his glance.

“Wihen youre absent-minded like that,
yon look alout sixty years old,” said Amy.
*“You've iuken to stooping lately, and to
scowling. If you add absent-mindedness,
ton—dear me!”

Moore let his newspaper drop, keeping a
corner of it in his left hand, while with his
right Ee rubbed his forchead, as if to ronse
himself to gquicker modes of thought,

< Must I say it againt” inguired Awy, in
resigned despair.  ** You and Gertrude will

end by making me Jose my volce. No mat-
ter what my subject is, yours is always an-
other. I said that T wished to go home by
the White Star Line instead of the Cunard.”

“But we can't.  Our cabins on the £iru-
riu have been engnged for weeks,” replied
her husband.

*They can be changed. At this season
there’s no crowd,”

** But why?"

“1 want to see the other line for myself,
with my own eyes, so that the next time we
cross we can make an intelligent choice.”

“The next time? We needn’t hurry about
that.  And iU's too Inte to change now,” said
Moore, returning to his paper.

“Jtisn't in the least too late, if you cared
to please me. Aud it’s a very little thing,
I'm sure. Don’t yon see that if we are to
live in Washington, we must go away early
every summer?  We onght not to stay there
u day after April, on account of the children.
So, as I like going abroad better than any
of the summer resorts, we shall be over here
often, I don’t see why we should not cross
every year. So far, the three times we have
crossed already, you have kept me tied to
the Cunards.  But I think that’s narrow—to
know only one line. It's like the New Edin-
burgh narrowness. They always guote Bos-
ton, and go to Boston, as though New York
didn’t exist. If you see about it immediate-
ly—-toanorrow morning—I dare say you can
arrange it Promise me you will”

“No; it’s too lute; they wouldn’t do it,
It's unrveasonable to ask it.”

A flush of anger rose in Amy’s thin Jittle
face. “1 suppose you mean that I'm un.
yeasonable? But if there's anything I'm not,
its that. T always have a motive for every.
thing 1 do. You have not a single reason
for Iolding to the Cunard, except the trou-
ble it will be 1o change, while I have an ex-
cetlent one for wishing totry the White Star,
Unreasonable!” o

flere there was a knock at the door, and
Banks appeared with a seared look in his
eyes, *‘Please, sir, will you step out for a
moment 7 he murmured, but preserving his
correct attitude in spite of his alarm.

Moore threw down his paper, and hurried
fnio the hal, cloging the door behind him,
Amy, however, had instantly followed him,

A policeman standing at the street door
delivered his message: ** There iy a child in-
{\nrcd at the underground station. Don't

now liow bad it is. ‘The nurse said it lived
here at this number,”

**Uood (od!"zaid Moore. And pushing
by the wan, he ran down the street towards
the station.

Amv whn had ovarheard where she staod
at the'end of the hall, gu\'engus;),nud leaned
for an instaut against the wall. Thea she
too, barelieaded, darted out, and rushed down
the lighted street.  Miss Remington now ap-
peared au the sitting-room door; secing the
policeman, und catching from Bunks the
words *“ ehild " and **station,” she ran hack,
selzed n shawl of her own which was lying
ot u chair, and then followed the others,
Banks accoinpanying her, but hardly able to
keep up with Ler swifthess,

The Sloane Squave Stution was near,  The
stiirway leading to the tracks ot this station
is one of the longest possessed by the under-
ground vaitway: it docs not turn, bhut goes
straight down, dows, as if descending to the
bowels of the eartl.  The wicket at the bot-
tomn was open, and (ertrude ran through it
nud ot on the dighted platform,  There was
n group at a distance; something told her
that it swrounded the injured child. Bt
before she could reach it, her eyes caught
sight of Philip Moore leading. or trying to
Jead, Amy fu ihe opposite direction, away
fioin this group, (Gertrude joined them,
speechless,

““It's some other child,” sald Philip, as she
cameup. “* From our house, apparently, Be-
Jongs to that family above us, I suppose.

Amy, do come this way; eomo Into the shad-
ow. 'Think of those poor people who will
be here in a moment, and don’t let them sce
you crying.”

But Amy scemed incapable of listening,
He put his arm round her, and half carried
her down the platform towards the deep
shadow at the end.

“'There i nothing the matter with any of
us, Amy. Polly and Fritz are safe, and will
be here soon., i’)on't cry so.”

But the shock had been too great, Amy
could not stop. She elung to lier husband
ina he]])less Lremor, sobbing: * Don't leave
me, Philip.  Stay with me! ~ Stay with me!”

“Leave yout” e kissed her forehead in
the darkness.  **I'm not dreaming of leaving
you, Aren’t yon more¢ to me than all the
world?” Ie soothed her tenderly, stroking
her hair as her head Iny on his breast—the
thin goliden hair, artificially waved to hide
its thinness.

Gertrude stood beside them in silence.
After a minute she held out the shawl,

TEN, BANL P, UL oam airaia siie nas
nlready taken cold, with her head bare,
she is so delicate,”  There was deep love in
his eyes s lie drew the soft folds closely
round his little wife, and lifted a corner to
cover hier bowed lhiead.  Then, still keeping
his arm about her, lie turned lier so that she
stood with her back toward the distant group,
and also toward the stairway by which the
other parents must deseend.

4 HC)y CAanic & IHuHictue aervanay, |llll)l'
things! But the noise of an arriving train
on the other side covered the sounds that
followed—if there were any. Philip, glan-
cing over his shoulder, saw the child horne
into one of the waiting-rooms, whose door
was ininediately shut upon the gazing crowd.

Now _came a train on their side—the one
from Notting Hill. 1t stopped, and Chris-
tine, composed and cool, emerged, holding
Fritz’s arm firmly with one hand, and Pol-
ly’s with the other.

“Dan’t stop to kiss them now,” said
Moore; *let us get away from here.  Chris-
tine, take the children lome a8 fast as possi-
ble.” Ile followed the surprised nurse
(surprised, but instantly obedient), support.
ing Amy up the long stairway directiy Le-
hind Pollv’s fittle less and the knickerboek-
ers of Fritz,

Gertrude ascended behind them.  She too

was barehended; but no one had noticed
that. At the door of the station stood
Banks, Composedly he presented Philip
Moore’s hat,
_ The injured child recovered, thongh not
10T MAany long montns, ‘riie Moores, how-
ever, left the house the next day, for the ae-
cident lind made the place unpleasant to
Amy. They went to the Bristol, Burling-
ton Gardens.

On the passenger list of the White Star
steamer Teutonie, January 6, 1892, were the
following names: * Philip Moore and wife;
two children and nurse.  Miss Remington.”

Gertrude Remington does not keep a'diary.
But in a small almanac she jots down occa-
sional brief notes. This is one of them:
“ New Edinburgh, February 20, 1892, Phil-
i\) aud A, gone to Washinglon. House here
closed.”
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