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AUNT AMANBA9§ SITTHH9-IROOM
By Manrgjp&iFetl Oreeiniliesiif

IJust
Laughed
Till1
Cried. My
Old SiUin'-
Room!

A-King Me to

IitHer Photo-
graph (he

l< ...>m and
Publish the
Pit lure

{NEVER thought much about fixing up any of the
house, except the best room, till last summer,
when I commenced to take "The Ladies' Own"

\u25a0 '. '
Helpful Hints." Well, from

that on it seemed to me everything that I'd pick up to
would have something about "color schemes"

i monious furnishing." and so on. so Ibegan to
nd of out, even with the parlor; altho' of course

Itried to do the best 1 could for it. and kept it well
\u25a0 :\u25a0

'
rnai I md chairs straight , and

\u25a0 I on.
1 always prided myself on having the (leanest house

h Berklej I irners; but somehow now that didn't
igh, so Iconcluded 1 would just set to and
rhat seemed to be the tr >üble with my "en-

vironments," a- the papers called them'
i-.i day I said to Joshua that I just naturally

i»%'ed a pret ty'home.
"Well," lie saicl "haven't you got on* ?"
Ididn't like to tell him Ididn't think it was just

'lil1 knew what todo to fixit. "It'sbeen a happy
me to u-. Joshua,' 1 say.-, and lie let it go at that.

"i hat was before Iwent to the city last fall, but the
iread it] tin- magazine and Sunday papers about

'
the iolors must be soli

"
and "the furniture all of one

period" the more mixed up I felt. The old sittin'-
.ed hopeless. Ifelt Iwouldn't know where

rt in on that; but the parlor. Ifelt, needed only
few changes ami 'twould be all right.

< toe night Igot to thinking so hard Icouldn't sleep,. 1 got up and lit the lamp and went to take another
look a' the best room. Itwasn't as if Ididn't know it
•?T by heart, having bought piece by piece everything

but somehow when 1 looked at it after getting
ill the-»<- new ideas in my head it looked different and
-'range to me

When I bought the chocolate-colored wall-paper
the red-and-buff pattern on it. I thought it right

I une. and that it would wear well and not show
the dirt It had a border with fine, big scrolls on it.
and .some six years ago Ihad a picture-rail put up and
painted gray, like the rest of the woodwork in the
room That was after we got crayon portraits made
•f me anil Joshua. Inever had a notion of having a

!-ig picture till the man came round one day and just

ted i sh'd lend him the tintypes of us both He
i une back after a little with big pictures in his wagon.

Tin y had deep walnut frames and gilded corners, and
\u25a0 \ 1 they'd c.st us only nine dollars and ninety-

eight cent- each, "including the frame," he said.
[oshua --aid be didn't think we "prettied" much in
the;:!, and that I was looking some scared, but I

ght 'twould be nice to have then; on the wall of
;'!,\u25a0• best room so ih it was why we had a picture-rail.

But that night when 1 stole in like a thief
,] ... , Joshua would hear me!) nothing

i right the c rayons 1 pulled the
chairs around a Irit and set the center-table crooked
I bad read that very night in "Helpful Hints" that

Ft \u25a0 ompletely metamorphose a room
by simply rearranging the furnitur ":but 1 . rlis-

appointed It only looked like I was getting ready
for sweeping day, so I crept back to bed, with my
mind about made up to go and sec my niece Cynthy.

It's real strange how an idea like that takes hold of
you. once you give in to it Every book and paper I
picked up seemed to be tilled with advice on the sub-
ject that was worrying me; hut none of it seemed to
tit my case exactly. Idid think some of packing the
old mahogany set. that had been in the spare room so
long, in the attic, and then I could set to work anil
make me "a dainty, draped dressing-table and an
hour-glass stand covered in the same airy fabric", but
I concluded that, as 1 had just about made up my
mind, I'd go on an' see Cynthy. I'd wait and talk it
over with her, and maybe buy the "airy fabric' there
I had some nicely starched lace (Nottingham lace)

curtains in the parlor There are three windows, and
Ihad only two pairs of curtains, so Iput one at each
window, and laid the other away to make a bed-spread
of some day, like Ire id about.

Hut lo and behold' One evening Iopened my mag-
azine, anil there the firsi thing "Helpful Hints" said
was "anything is better than Nottingham-lace cur-
tains, in fact windows quite undraped would be much
less hurtful to the beauty of a room

Well, Ihad thought ll anything in the house was
right those curtains were, so Iwas, to say the truth,

dean discouraged I'd see Joshua looking at me out
of th • tail of his eye when he'd come in and catch me
with a yardstick and a note-book; but he- didn't say
anything, and neither did I

—
but Joshua is a powerful

observing man. The night before Ileft for the city I
came into the sit tin-room, and it struck me Ihadn't
planned as much about that room as Iought; but
there would be so much to do to it Ijust guessed I'd
finish the parlor and spare room first. The walls in
that room had never been papered

—
just washed with

a plain yellow wash. An' the fireplace was a big open
one, tilled then with green -hemlock boughs.

|oshua sat by the table smoking, and as the light
from the tall, green, glass lamp fell on his white head
and pink face he looked so comfortable Ikind of hated.
—just for the minute

—
to think of altering it all. for I

knew he liked it so; but men, 1 thought, don't know
anything at all about "beautifying one's surroundings."

The .lock ticked loudly on the high mantel shelf,
and the brass candlesticks and pieces of old china that
were by it had been put there by Joshua's father's
father. The black maple high-boy and the secretary
in the corner with the glass knobs had been his too.
There was a big haircloth divan on one side of the
room, where Joshua loved to stretch out when he was
tired Iwas put about when I thought how he'd hate
to give that up; but Iconcluded not to cross the stile
till 1 came to it. for Ihad determined to fix the other
rooms first tho' as Ilooked at the green-print cur-
tains with little yellow stars on them, and saw how all
the brightness had gone from them, I though! I'd
stretch a point and get some new curtains anyway.

On the floor which was dark with age (for it was
rubbed, Ican tell you) were home made rugs

and ;ibig bear skin in front of the fireplace I'd try
and get a new l;imj» too, Ithought, so Iput it down
on my list.

That list of mine when I started nc&L day was
half a yard long, and iieluded the measurements
of about everything in the house, and I had a nice
little roll of iiills pinned in the front of my gown

—
it was my turkey money I'd been saving for several
yeai s.

The wry day Iarrived at Cyn-thy's house Itold her
of my plans. We sat and talked in what she called
her morning-room It had pink striped curtains at
the windows, and the wicker chairs were painted with
a slick white paint and had cushions in them of white
stu«T with ]link roses on it. The rugs on the- floor had
all the colors ofJoseph's coat in them; l»ut they were
all run together you couldn't tell where one began
and the other ended

When Istopped to take breath Cynthy spoke in her
pretty, soft voice: "Aunt Amanda, dear." she said,
"must you change the dear old house? It seems so
perfect as it is- it and you and Uncle Joshua!"

"Well, I hadn't thought any of trying to change
Joshua," Isaid, a little huffy; "but Ido feel, after all
Iread, and some I've seen," looking about me, "that I
can bring more of real intrinsic beauty into my every-
day life by a careful study of effects." Iwas quoting,
and 1 didn't know if Isaid it just right, but though
Cynthy looked surprised she seemed to sense my
meaning.

"Do you know." she said, 'the living room and
great roomy kitchen and that dear bed-room I had
when Iwas there last are the whole house to me? I
never realized the parlor Itwas always so dark."

"Yes," 1 said, "It\i> generally keep it closed, .->\u25a0 « the
sun won't fade the color in the wall-paper and carpet
Ihave spent quite a bit on that room first and last,
and Ido feel that with some little done to it it will be
'entirely satisfying.'" 1 was quoting again.

'
'Help-

ful Hints' said last week that often-time some added
hit of strong color or the removal of an unsightly piece
of furniture —"

"'Helpful Hints?'" Cynthia interrupted me. "In
'The Ladies' Own," do you mean? Do you read
those?

"

"Indeed Ido'" Isaid, "and get much good advice
from them."
"Iknow the girl who writes them." Cynthy said

just as she'd say she knew Tom. Dick or Harry "She
is a delightful creature, artistic t<> her finger-tips I
am SO interested t<> know you read them and like wh i'

she says.
"

"
Did you say it was a girl?

"
iasked, trying to --peak

coolly.
"

A girl to give all that excellent advice?" and
then 1 had to say it "Oh, Cynthia, could Isee her.
do you think? There is something I'd so love t'. :>sk
her'

"
Ifell.illin a tremble.

"'()! course, you dear thing'" Cynthy said This
very afternoon I'llask her to tea."

Well, v "•• wouldn't helieve how sweet and
modes! thai little girl \u25a0 ••••: dto me! "Oh, de ir Mrs


