
It Doesn't Sound Rentable, but He Even Opened tb-. Door tor Me

9

IV. Katy Learns Her First Great Lesson

"'
1 1 n't know what it is. thank you." Isaid; "but

Idon'i drink it Aunt Louise would pass away if
she saw me drinking anything like that I'llhave a
sandwich, and

—
would you nrind?— a little milk"

Mr Rathburn threw back his head and laughed
'

I»f o>urse you shall have milk," he said.
"
Imight

have guessed your preference. But really. Miss
•

\u25a0 het:. the milk isn't half
—

no. nor a hundredth
part

—
so delicious as what Iam drinking"

Itsuits my country palate better." Isaid.
"Even as milk, I'm afraid it isn't very i:""d.' he

said: "whereas what Iam drinking is the best of its
kind

"

1 should like to see the room, if you please, 1
said "It is getting late

\u25a0 Why. sure enough !" he said, with an air of greal
rprise 1:;-. afraid Ihave forgotten how fast the

is passing."
With that he took me through some beautiful

\u25a0is Ican't tell you, Delphine. what soft, dim,
rs they had. or how they male my heart.

a. he with a sense of how ignoram Iwas of pi tures
Ltu< md U the wonderful

thai people have made in the ages pas:, and
\u25a0 i to-day in the cities of the < >ld World.

which Isuppose 1 shall never see Then we came to
ofun Iro< ims

"

These rooms." Mr Rathburn said, "are the ones,
an I1 want >•\u25a0 >v V > do here as y< >v did when you made

\u25a0•;. ; :.. \u25a0 for your nice suburbanite and
I \u0084\u25a0. Iwani you to furnish it to suit

'\u25a0

"Itis a I"
•:\u25a0 m m Ltter," said 1. "That other

i. the ABCof d r ifion. 1 understood it You
got to the X V '/- of such matters, Mr Rath-

i -,; [j \u25a0
• .•; h these rooms so that they

• " • • rest ••!" y< >ur !. i

"Wl lo will
• • . he said in that way
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AH.Pelphine, my dearest woman, 1 wish
v. r. Wore here! 1 wish you were.
fVlphine! 1 folt itin my bones when

j TO
-
t. you last, that 1 should be making

mistakes' 1 told you Igot too heady,
"i'riashamed to write you about all that

ha-=ha^:v"<' '1 to roe; .-.• iyet when Ihave told
con yon will see that ifIwas to tell anybody.
Jt insist: l*e you. 1 have no friends here to

whom 1
" 'tild confide such a thing, and I

tnow better. 1 hope, than to worry Aunt
Louise in? her .crave.

Xbere \u25a0 ..- "no nun; my dear, at that little
c;r.r.i-r \;:. Wilkinson gave, of whom Isaid
jjOthin? ' '' " He was a quiet, handsome.

(.<(.<- |rv.; ::ian. whose politeness had some-

thai ;i !: \u25a0'-' to°—
we^« a ttle too italicized

about i Everyone paid a great deal of

stttnti •:.
' himj and when he si*>ke it was a

Ernal for :! iothers to ten. He was witty:
asd he \u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0•- s >ft and hard by turns. He said
very '"'*-'-- '*

r!e
-

md Iforgot all about him.
Bui the

' er day he sent for me. He wished
•o"sei' rae professionally^ he .1went to

hisoSce. \u25a0\u25a0:.'- he told me he had heard from
s V.'i":. > " that Iwas extending my work.

a-jd th \u25a0- Ihad taken to decorating houses.
Of (

—-• ' s:i;i^ it onco that he was looking at
eft \u25a0 :-.ugh the wrong end of the glass. '

All
I've d; :. '\u25a0 Rathbum," Isaid, ""is to settle a cozy
little v

••-<' out a the suburbs. That was the
kind of thine 1 could do as easily as not, because ii'

particalar :. iwledge of decoration or furniture was
requ:rt- : The place is comfortable and homy. 1
hadonly : play Iwas fitting itup for myself; but
Iwonldii"" ihinkof doing anything fine or elegant."
Ilooked around his ornces. and my dear, they

r.ere perie< : Mr. thbun is some sort of special
lav.-vt.-7.

—
'. atents or something like that. But even

[•whokn •\u25a0\u25a0 so little about offices could see that
emvthiiip he had was just right.

Well \u25a0 wouldn't take no for an answer. "At
least," hi said, "come with me to look over my
t lace."

I refuse. 1 i

- • •
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. . . •
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-
\u25a0 \u25a0 it's eye.

: [ the kind thai
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By ELIA W. PEATTIE

GIRL FROM GRAND DETOUR

IHARDLYknow what Isaid. He went down to the
doorwith me ami put me in the machine, and Iwas

whirled back to my dear old hall bed room Three
times on the way home the Irish chauffeur turned
and looked at me, and each time he made funny
rabbitlike motions with hi.- mouth as ifhe was going
to say something. But he didn't, except, "G I
night, miss," in a sort of kind way when Ithanked
him Y>u may think itodd to speak of a chauffeur's
kindness; but* you see. I like kindness wherever I
gel it, ..nd when servants are kind to me it makes
me happy. I'm only the Grand Detour girl Del-
phine, and my heart is a foolish thing. I'm as scared
as a hare, half the time, for all the front Iput up

Well. Ihad brought home with me half a dozen
of •\u25a0. books \u25a0:. decoration that Mr. Rathburn had

upon me; and Ilooked them oici

although 1 still fell 1 could never do the work prop-
erly But do you know, Ibecame perfectly fasci-
nated I didri'l so much want to do something
along the lines of the work laid down there as Idid
to >_'c";•-.-ether certain colors and shapes that would

Aqueer thinghappened 1 \u25a0 me, Delphine.
As 1 read and read and looked a1the illustrations in

those books, Irealized Inever had been in a room

thai suited me, and Isaid to myself that Iwould
make just the kind of room I wanted,

—
the s rt

that the dreamiest, best pari oi me wanted Iknew
some woman was coming into those rooms; though

trse Ihadn'l an idea what sort of woman 1
hoped she would be as sweet as the little English
bride, who had i >me on md simply loved her

and had me >u1 V \u25a0 dinner an icen
friendship with me, and said 1 had d ne

r \u25a0 ihelp keep the home iway. As 1
wei.- on with those books, my dear, m\ ideas,
had bee:; drifting this way and that, began I< gel
m 1isom \u25a0

- :- >i
'

>rm and pattern, and 1 felt that 1
•ry my hand a1the \u25a0' i

S 1 wrote Mr. Rathburn about it. and aske
how much Iwa I \u25a0 permitted to spend, and

\u25a0 ne wished to pay me for my work 1 m

ashamed to tell you the price he named, il
large Bui 1 said to myself thai 1 should spen I i

what was needed, and that he would be glad to

have the n I and 1 mean' to keep in pay-
ment only what i1 seemed to me Ihad carried. I
decided to leave that till the work was done.

SUCH beautiful rooms as 1 made Delphine! They
are not fussy and pretty 1 findIdon'i care much

!,r rooms like that They are rooms to sleep in, to

think in, Delphine. Perhaps they arc even rooms

of his that seems to make yiu d <as he says. "Th:s
is tn be a boudoir, and that a bed room tor a lady.
The best is just good enough for her You shall
decide what you think the host.

—
chouse your i r:n

colors, your own style, everything. Consult wh m
you please, and don't be afraid of the expen •

Make the result exquisite. You can do it.
—

1 know
you arc precisely the one to do it. Ifyou willall w
me to say it. you have not yet begun to discover
your abilities, Miss Crotcheti You may purchase
any books you can find that will help you. As a
matter of fact, you will find a number on this par-
ticular subject there in the other room. Iinsist
upon only one thing, an<l that is that you shall be
expeditious. Ihave quite a number of good qual-
ities; but patience is not among '.hem

"1 don't want to do the work," 1 said. "1 am
not equal to it. It's beyond me."

"It is precisely in your line," he sari, with a
curious kind of smile. \u25a0'You haven't yet, my \u25a0 hild,
the faintesi notion of how completely your d< >tiny
it is

Weren't they strange words?
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