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THE OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR

CHAPTER VI

The Spanish Woman's House,

which found me sole mistress
of the place, was beautiful, and
beguiling. That lovely locked-in feeling,
which comes only when the streets are
and the
postman, comes knocking, soothed me af-

Sundav,
warm,

quiet, no tradesmen, not even
ter the davs of tension and expectancy.
Abby went off early to church, and I
took a book out the rustic seat by
the heliotrope. At about half-past ten
Mr. Dingley came through the conserva-
tory; but he was used to coming in and
out of the house so much that his join-
ing me in the garden was no more of
an Invasion than if he had been one of
the family. He said father had told him
he was of town, he had
see how the household
We sat there very com-
warm sun, aimlessly
talking. hearing - the sweet notes of
church bells. 1 was just about to re-
sume my book wh Iee put his head
out of the conservatory door.

to

to be out and
come around to
was getting on.

fortably in the

“Some one to see vou, Miss Ellle,” he
annoynced, and disappeared abruptly be-
fore 1 ) ask who.

I went in, fearing It would prove to
be some girl whom I did not know well,
who had ealled out of mere curiosity.
1 wag surprised to find, awaiting me in
the hall, a person whom I did not know
at all-whom I had never even seen he-
fore. It was a half-grown, shuffling Mex-
iean, with a blank and stupid face, look-
ing as if he might be some one's stable-
boy. But as soon as he saw me, he pro-|
duced fr sor pocket ar presented
to nie wi emarkable swiftness and
dexterity, a small immaculate white note.
It was addressed to me, and the writing
was not Estrella Mendez's small copper-
plate script but a larger, bolder, more
dashing hand, scarcely like a woman's,

“To the Senorita Elenora:” it began-—
and I wondered whether it could be from
one of mother's old friends, for she had
had several among the great Spanish
familles of the North, *]1 am asking if ¥au
will honor me with your presence for A
short hour this morning,” the letter ran.
“It is | I come to you for
I am is & very great
reason see you. It js a
matter ce You will not
fail.”” It was Carlotta Valencia.”

I read the ire twice over, and
then the letter. No, my eyes were not
playing tricks still, could it be
some practica I put the en-
velope to my 1€ Ah, it was she, it

She
noned

if
s amazl

in her letter
a ver it matter,” “touching jus-
tice,” 1 dared not think what I wanted
to believe !
I carried the note out into the garden
“I don’'t know how to answer this,” I
1 Y it to Mr. Dingley
and whistied. “Well!" he
“thers one thing sure,
lon't mean to say I'm to
q T r Why not?*
doesn’'t even like me
t peak he me
. Di { ed “Quite right,
tght at is f course, under
ordinary eircumstances But in affairs
f t ort, where State's evidence is
concerned, we are obliged to lay per-
sonal feeling aside. Now from' this let- |
ter and M tapped the little
sheet wi he held before him, “I gath-
er that the Senora Valencia may have
sOm« nt ‘,“l‘ eTning
( ours now going forward Of course
iting, the State must
other hand, if It
the defendant, of course we
shall be ver glad.™
Asmurmured, Oh, sves!” The hope of
a possible or clearing Johnny
Montgomery went flushing through me
If the Spanis woman had anyvthing
to = I knew it would 1 in his favor.
om inge about
has tl information,”
«sn't she tell it in the
My dear Miss Ellle, why Indeed? We
never know why women do things, But
it has been my In cases,
and ially in e¢riminal ones, that wo-
often give evidence in some
high-fantastic way as this, which
1 never got out of them through
the proper channel—that is, by means of
crosgs-examination, in court Now she's
evidently taken a fancy to tell you some-
thing, and I feel it is our duty to see
just how much is in |t
Oh, ves,” 1 said again. but this time
more faintly when 1 thought of
whom I was to face, some cowardly
thing in me wavered ‘But are you sure

it's—safe?”

Mr. Dingley hed, My dear Miss
Ellle, we don't live in the dark ages!”

He made me feel amed of my hesi-
tations. T went back into the hall, told
the Mexican ves, that I
would come quickly He seemed satis-
fied with this verbal message, and 1
watched him shuffle down the steps, in
spite of his loose-hung gait, with ad-

mirable quickness
I was going out;
all

Then
dinner at half-past two,

I told Lee that

as simply and

usually
10
the

as if 1
stroll

had

been intending over

beach But

things ended
Mr. Dingley did not at all take the way

I expected, the

merely to

of

the there usualness

most direct

and open
way by the broad easy streets, where
at this hour of Sunday the church-goers
were promenading: but we went round-
about, through unexpected short cuts,
and then across the empty stretches of
the =and-lots toward where the long:
gray facade of the convent stretched:
and cloze beside it the high fence with
the latticed top, which surrounded the

Spanish woman's house. Above the fence
the roof and the small windows beneath
the eaves were just visible. As we grew
near my heart beat quickly, and stil I
felt that, ag when I was a child, I was
only golng to pass it. But we turned,
and I realized I was actually stopping
at the gate

I'his was so high it was merely a door
cut in the fence, allowing no glimpse of
what was within, and instead of immedi-
ately opening it. Mr. Dingley rapped
upon it with the iron knocker, whose

llon head had been wont to snarl at
ago.

me
vears I heard a sharp clicking as
gate opened. But after we got inskie I
got an uncanny shock, for excepting oar-

selves there was not a soul to be seen.
“Clever contrivance that,” sald Mr.
Dingley, glancing up. And then I no-
ticed a wire which ran from the fasten-
ing of the gate to its top, and from
there in a straight line to the house.
But even talg discovery dldn't remove

my uneasy sense of being in an enchant-
ment. . '

Around us were weedy grass plots,
bushes, smothering in vings, broken
flower urns, a dry and weather-stained
fountain, and to and fro, across the ne-
glect of it all, moved the shadows of
,‘tho restless cucalyptus trees. A - brick
i path, very mossy and giving uncertain

foothold, ran straight to the front of the

house—a blank-looking facade, all the

of some thing being unlocked, and lhf'i

|

come, but by a door opening on a little
entry, and from that up a stair, which
was not at all like the stairway I had
seen in the large entrance hall. T had
never been in a house so bewilderingly
built. I followed down halls that dwin-
dled Into passageways and so quickly
did my guide move, so far he kept in
front of me that even when my blue
bow dropped from my hair pat upon
the floor 1 dared not stoop to pick it up
for fear of losing sight of him. I kept
on ascending unexpected little steps; en-
tered doors that opened abruptly as pan-
els in the wall, branched off into yet
narrower halls, and finally was ushered
into what seemed a sort of anteroom,
with only a few chairs furnishing it,
and a great extent of polished floor
stretching out in front of me to a cur-
tain which hung across one whole side
of it. There was a sweet though rather
close odor, which wrought powerfully

The Spanish Lady.

!

not think well of him; he is perhaps re-
pulsive to you?"

“Oh, no!" I whispered. There was a
palnful tightness around my heart, and
my head felt on fire. It was hot the
Spanish woman but I who seemed to be
telling the story.

She gave a quick nod, as if my an-
swers thus far had satisfied “You
do not beltevé him to be & murderer,
you do not ewven think him
and yet you will go int§ the court and
away Lis freedom—perhaps his

her.
unpleasant,

swear
life?"

“l said I thought he did not look like
a murderer,” 1 desperately insisted, “but
I can't help—"

“I know, my chiid, just what you are
going to say,” she interrupted “Yon
are going to say the words they have
taught you—that it is your duty and all
that! And do not know that the
law is just a great machine of rules,
and that this is one of them: that you
must tell whatever you have seen, no
matter how unjust, no matter what harm
it does? It 1s for that reason I do not
g0 to the law. I come to you, who are
& woman like me, and have compassion.
You say you do not know this man,
but you have seen him You cannot
be quite blind to what he is. He has
been rash and foolish, and it is true that
he has made angryv virtu-
ous citizeps' —she rolled out the last two
words with a curl of her handsome lip—
“but

you

SOome very

he is & most lovable and charming

boy., and the most brave! Can't you see
by his face that he could not do an evil
thing? He was dragged into this af-
fair as a matter of honor; the quarrel
was a fair and ecpen one.”

A joyful feeling went through me at

her words—the
words 1 had
almost loved

first
heard him. 1
her for them; and the ex-
pectation that the next moment I was to
hear the explanation themn held
leaning forward in my chair, breathless.
She made a little implorinng
ment toward with her
“It would be cruel, cruel
tender-hearteq girl
against

really
spoken

kind,

of

of me
move-
me open hands
for a gentle,
to speak
A faint coior
beginning to shine in her cheeks, and
her eves had opened wide their wonder-
ful blacks.

“But,” 1
thing In his favor why
to court and tell them
you would speak to them
me I would
They couldn't help it!

She glance

herce,

iike you

such words him!"

wWas

cried, if you know some-
don’t you go
about it? If only
you do to

you!

in-

as

know they believe

shot a quick
half but
it softened into a rather sad sr

half

at me,
immediately

“That

suspicious,

is very gracious of yom
about the court do not
The words I have, the
are not that
but to tha heart,

of

to speak so0, but
make a mistake!
things 1 know,
speak to mind
All that the lawyers take
are the facts; and for the jury,
they wounld be more swayed by one word

those the

count

a little ir nt-eyved girl would say, than
by the most eloquent plea [ could offer. It
is you who will sway this balance of
justice. Do not try to escape from that
responsibility. Think, think, »of how

when you saw him come out of the door,

I
1| plored

| ing.

witters closed over the windows, and a j upon my imagination. Walking ,-p.vm»l
deeply-hooded door Imn‘l,\', since the floor seemed as slippery |
Mr. D ley gave the bell handle ajgq glass, I followed my conductor. He
o but not ‘the faintest ““k"":virv-w the curtain aside a little—enough
re-oc y'm. through the H.'.ml'w! We wait- |to 16t me slip throu d something
ed Therse wasn't a sound of anv one
| inside through the hall Ilm Spanish, some one musical word which
was fu yared to be admitted by the | I did not unde and the curtain
| same unseen agency that had moved the |closed behind me. I stood there feeling |
| gat But when, quite suddenly, the door ;llke a doll, absurd, small, and lost
{ apenaed was aware of a figure \vr‘,‘i I was aware of a greater sense °f air
| dim seen in the gloom of the hall. “We | and sun than I had had since I entered
were all to enter without a 1.\:95—11};0 house, of a farther extent of that
tion, without word; and as quickly as |shining floor, broken by great opaque |
the door closed upon us. After the broad i oblongs which absorbed light and gave |
unlight the hall seemeqd so dark. I could { out colors beautiful and dim; of a uni-
| but sense high cellings and ‘:.a'u.:'.r.xzx‘a-rm even intery of color upon all
draperies above my head, and feel be-|gides of me, as If the walls were
neath my feet the soft depth of a carpet. | hung with tapestry of one pattern; but
All that 1 eyes could disting all T was really Intensely conscious of
wag the little white gliramer of was a seated figure. She was sitling
Dingley's card as he handed it to the |almost profile to me, with her back
person who had opened the door. to the light, which fell splendidly
We were led through several rooms; but f upon the fulj length of her hair, hang-
either they were interior rooms, with-Jing quite to the floor. She was wrapped
| out windows, or else the windows were | something In silk, of two shifting col-
]-‘« ely muffled, for they were so dark|ors, green and copper, uncovering the
{1 could hardly find my way. But, when | neck and leaving a most beautiful arm
at last, our conductor drew back a cur- | bare to the shoulder. A maid was brush-
tain,” a tempered light streamed upon |[ing her hair, bending low with each
us, and showed me that the cornices of | measured stroke. At ray appearance she

where

room we were standing
, that the carpet which I was
ving under my feet,
wine, and fold
tain where it took the

The servant, holding

was the color of

tha velvet
light
it

every ot our-
like a ruby.
was a
strange o1 with a closed
mouth, and that if he

kept them open only a crack to see out

back,
tightly
looked as

cyes

of, but not on any account to let any
one peep in. He waved at the room in
front of us, and then, still silent as an

apparition, returned, disappearing into
the gloom through he had
carrying Mr. Dingley’s card with him.
I followed Mr. Dingley into the great
which I thought must be the
and sat dowu in the

which come,

apartment,
the

la of house,

midst of its magnificence.

It was a strange contrast to the neg-
lect of the garden withcut; and to my
eves it was novel in character. There
were dark portraits in old gold frames
on the wall, curtains shutting out all

light, but the faintest and most colored;

mirrors multiplying the tapestries and
marble statues, and seeming to extend
the very walls of the room itself. [ kept

catching glimpses of figures standing in
and then, with a
start, realizing were but myself.
Presently the servant returned. 1 saw
multiple images of him advancing upon
me from all sides as if to surround me.
They flittered, disappeared, and the real
presence bowed.

these dclusive vistas,

they

“The Senora wishes to =say she is too
ill to descend to the sala. Will the Se-
norita graciously come up-stairs?”’

Mr. Dingley turned to me. “That's
about as I expected, Then I will wait
for you here.”

Involuntarily I took hold of his coat.

“But you sald I shouldn't go alone!
“Oh, of course, of course,” he smiled.
“I meant 1I'd come with you to the house,

That's one matter. But to go up-stairs,
that's hardly possible! Don't you see,
Misg Ellle,”” he lowered his volce, “it's

quite probable this is just a ruse to get
rid of me? Bhe would hardly want to
speak before a third party.”

The reminder that the Spanish woman
was golng to speak, and the probabil-
ity of what that speech might mean was
enough to make me relinquish Mr. Ding-
ley's coat, and send me in the wake of
the serving-man with almost a light
hieart,

He led me out of the sala, not by the
curtained way through which we had

straightened, stopped. and stepped back.
It looked realy as if she sank away in-
to the shadow, and the Spanish
rose and came toward me, holding out her
The in her gown seemed
fairly allve, and whether it was really a
pattern of copper serpents rush-
ing through green water,-or only an ac-
cident of my fancy and the twisted lights,
I couldn't determine, But looking in her
face, I thought, *'Oh, surely Mr. Dingley
is right. It isn't that she is ill, but only
that she wants to talk with me alone.”

woman
hand. colorg

woven

Like her hand, her voice was soft and
warm.

“You are very Kkind,” she saild. There
was hardly a trace of accent in her

speech, only a delicate precision that
made it delightful. “You see, I have
been sick, and am yet too weak to go
out upon the street. It is why I have
given you the trouble to come to me.”
And still' keeping my hand she led me
to a chair and gently, prettily pushe&
me into it There was something per-
suasive in her very touch. Then, taking

her seat again, “Maria, prondo!"” she
cried; and the maild coming forward
rathered up the mass of hair, twisted
it deftly into a sort of crown around

her head, filling it with gold-colored hair-
pins, tucked into its coll a single
tuberose; then collecting the combs and
brushes went softly out of the room

The Spanish woman sat there, resting
her chin in her hand, looking at me with
a pleasant, rather smiling expression; and
I thought she was a great deal less over-
whelming than I had expected, though
she was even more beautiful. “You have
seen Mr. Montgomery?” she began, I
thought it was only a question in form.

I said, “Oh, yes, I first saw him sev-
eral years ago, dancing at a ball"”

She gave me a keen glance. “Yes, and
later than that?”’

“Then, then,” I stammered, for I was
at a losg to know whether she knew
what my evidence was to be, “then once
or twice on-the street, and vesterday in
court.”

“Well, and what do you think of him?"

“Why I-I don’t know him.”

She made an amused little sound in
her throat. “Yet you have =een him
three times. Once would have been

enough. Surely you can tell me at least
one thing—do you think he looks like
& murderer?”

“Oh, no!” I murmured.

Her eyes never left me. “But you do

16 looked at you, and with his eves im-

you to be silent!™
I stared at her, terribly wrought upon

by the memory she had called up of that
look; astounded that she had known of
it, had even been to translate
meaning for me.

“Yes,”” she sald, smiling, all
about it. And then home and
told them.”” Her voice grew very caress-
“But that was in the moment when
had lost your head. Now that
had time to think it all over, now
you know how much it means—oh,
you will not speak again! I beg
human mercy, not that you
plead for him, not that vou tell a false
story, but only as you are a woman,
keep silence, keep silence!”

I listened with increasing dismay,
the hot words poured from her lips; and,
with the end a feeling
took me, a lost and bewildered sense of
being completely astray. It was not to
tell anything she haq called me hither—
oh, quite the opposite!—it was to try to
close my lips. If I hadn't been so blind-
ed by my obstinate hopes I might have
thought of this before! I might have
saved myself the ordeal; for I had felt
the very heart in. me weaken at the pic-
ture of him he: words called up.

"It I could make myself believe as vou
do,” I sald, “that what I have to tell will
condemn him, even though he is
cent, I should want, myself, to die
I can't I can’t think, that
can be unjust as to let him be
demned when he is innocent!"

She let her head drop back, and laughed
a little. “You will find, my child, that
it is men who control the affairs of the

able its
“T know

You ran

you you
have
that
surely,

you, in

as

revulsion of

inno-
But
believe, God

80 con-

earth; and that If yvou believe any such
fine things of them rou will be disap-
pointed. As for the lawyers, they will

convict an innocent man as merrily as
they will eat their dinner, if only the
popular cry is loud enough, and they ~an
get enough of what they call their evi-
dence against him. Do not expect any
miraculous intervention on his behalf.
“T don’t,” I eried stoutly. *“But some
one must know the truth of what has
really happened; and that person surely
will come forward and tell what he
knows before he will let Mr, Montgomery
be condemned. Oh, if only T knew,
nothing should keep me from saying it!”
She had drawn herself upright in her
chair, her face whiter than her flowers,
her clenched hands resting on either arm:
and now she slowly rose to her feet.
Standing there she seemed fairly to tower
above me, and looking dowr with her
eves glimmering upon me turough her

lashes. *““What if he is guilty?” she said
glowly.

The room around me grew dreamy.
My head felt light. All the things .1

had ever believed In. seemed to have
fallen far, far below me, tiny and in-
consequent. 1 closed my hands harc
around the arms of my chalr. 1
clung to it as If it had been my last
principle of faith. *“I have given my
word,” I sald, “and even if I had not, 1
should have to tell the truth. . It Is a
question of honor.”

She stood a moment longer with her
hands still clinched and slightly raised,
as if she were going to strike a blow—
myself, or her own breast. Then she let
them fall limp, and lifting her shoulders
with a superb little scornful motion,
“Ah, I thought you were oniy a fool,”
she said. “‘I see, you are cold.”

—

TO BE CONTINUED TO-MORROW,

|

SOLVING THE SERVANT PROBLE

By CHARLOTTE M. CONGER.
It was announced not long ago that
there would be a civil service examina-

tion for stenographers, but that no
women need apply. The officials who had
asked for these clerks did not want

women; did not want to be bothered with
them, and they are not the only officlals
who do not want to he “bothered with
In some of the offices women
clerks are not received, ne matter what
the circumstances the
brought to bear,

The prejudice against them seems to
be growing, rather than diminishing, and
it may eventuaily result 1 a falling off
in the appointments of women to clerical
positions under the government. Whether
this prejudice unfounded, . whether
women can do the same and exactly as
good service as men, is not the guestion
that will be discussed here, but what
other avenues will
when what

women."”

or influences

is

be open to women
some students of sociology
belleve s inevitable, the restriction of
women in government employ makes it
necessary for women to seek other fields
of labor

Ambitious to be regarded as the most
democratic country in the world, Ameri-
ca nurses some singularly undemocratic
ideas, which result in the drawing of curi-
ous lines between the classes and estab-
lishing amusing standards. A young
woman, for instance, would rather gtarve
on a plttance of $6 a week as a type-
writer than she would to live in clover
as a domestic servant. She would rather
live on sardines and stale bread in the
hall room of a top floor tenement as a
clerk in some shop than ghe would to
be comfortably housed, well clothed, and
well fed In a gentleman's family. De-
mestiec service the hurdle that all
women are born to balk at.

Despise Domenstie Service.

This objection, to what in ofther coun-
tries i regarded honorable empioy-
ment, s excused by the explanation that
it is the American feeling of independence
that prompts
domestic gervice.

i=

as

American girls to despise
What independence can
a girl enjoy who works from 9 to 5 at a
typewriter: dines, like as not, on a sand-
wich and a cup of tea; sieeps on & pallet
in an fll-smelling tenement house, break-
fasts on weak coffee and soggy bread,
and lunches, perhaps on ice cream soda?

Ask a girl so placed to take a position
in your family ag parlor or
explain to her that

nursery mald;
s.ue will be given a
comfortable room, the of a sitting
room; good, plain food; certaln after-
noons out, and $5 a week, and notegwith
what haughty scorn she will reject Wour
offer. She wants her freedom, forscoth,
will have her freedom—to starve, to de-

use

| generate,

All talk to her of the beauty of service,
the dignity of labor, is lost. She iz “as
kood, and better” than the woman who
wants to hire her, and she wiil be no!l
one’'s servant To eat below stairs, no
matter how agreeable the surroundings
and conditions, seemy to her the lowest
degradation. which brings to ¢ ¥y mind a
story—a true story—that T heard vears
ind years ago, but wvhich still irresist-

ably appeals to my
A certain

seuse of humor

literary man In New

York,

noted for his rich wife and religious fer-
newspaper for a
would

advertised
governess

vor, in a

“who loved Jesus and

" ——
W

The gentlewoman who becomes a ecook
owes Mrs. Smith nothing—she owes her-
seif much. She owes it to herself to do
the work that she is adapted to as well
as she has the knowledge and power to
do it, and to exact for that work the
nighest possible wage.

Still another woman was suddenly
dropped from the rolls of the department

Domestic Employment
Need Not Be Menial,
and Many Girls Could
Find Greater Freedom
in Homes than in Of-
fices or Shops.

where she worked She could neither
brew, nor bake, nor mend. Domestic
science was a closed book to her. But

she must live and to live she must eat,
but how? One of the reasons, the private
reasons, alleged for her dismissal was that

she dressed too well for a government
) clerk, and she did, for she bought the
finest and most beautiful materials she

could find, but everything she wore, lin-
gerie, gowns, hats—all were fashioned
with her own fingers. Her clothes had
ilong been the envy of her associates, and
it was whispered that she not only spent
all of her salary, but went into debt for
the wonderful confections that adorned
her.

line they would doubtless soon find them-
selves at the summit

If certain officlalg the government
will have no women stenographers about |
them, there {8 a good and sufficient rea- |
son fer the stand they have taken out-
side of that of sex. The women who
have served them have fafied to measure
up to the standard of the men who have
served them. With their failure we
not concerned, but to suggest that thers |
are flelds of employment other than cler-
fcal in which a can
daily bread and feed those dependent up-
on her without losing her self-respect or
her friends—her real friends.

The world-wide cry is that the prof

of

Her dismissal threw her into the deepest
dispair, for she had no resources, and she
saw starvation staring her in the face,
when she was suddenly inspired, She tells
the story of this inspiration herseilf, “That
night I quit work I cried and cried and

are

woman earn

her

1~,ra~-d until'I coulu not see out of my eyes,
{ From sheer exhaustion I would drop off
| to sleep for a moment, but I would wake
‘ugam sobbing, sobbing, for what was to

sions and trades are all overcrowded, but | Pecome of me? I was a silly little fool,
here in America there is one trade, at]and I could do nothing, nothing. I hadn't

least, that is not overcrowded, and that | Peen a good
is domestic service, The crying want of

the day is good servants. Well-te-do peo-

clerk, and no one knew it
{ any better than I did, but I tried to make
!up in amiability and pleasantness what I
| lacked

ple are declining housekeeping every day In ability and knowledge. But
because they canno: find trained and re- | DOW what was I to do? Toward morning
sponsible men and women to care for |1 fell as and dreamed that al} the
their households. Servants there are, to | W whom 1 had worked were in
be sure: but counting out a few—such | It seemed very pleasant to
servants! Untidy, ill-kempt, undisciplined | a&Ve the there, for they wore their
inexperienced, who gauge the value of.| Dappiest expressions, but they looked so

their labor by what they feel they must | » 80 much smarter than I had ever

have to spend and by what the thorough. | *%¢0 I s00n saw the reason for
ly trained, disciplined, and experienced were wearing my clothes. Then
sérvant imported from abroad receives ¥ “\' me I could be a modiste,

A colored man who has done occasional | how I happened to become
chores for me threw up his position at | ° and one of !z.v most suc-
320 a month the other day, and then came | “®5ful business women in New York, she
fo me asking aid in procuring another for Washington soon

“But why,” 1 asked, “did you leave Mr "~ the talents of Mlle.

. " the hannv
Biank? He seemed to be satisfied with | the happy «
you.” *“Yes,” replied the man, “but I

jes' can't live on $20 a month, and that's

2ll Mr. Blank is willing to pay.” “But,” | Found Vocation Pleasant,
I reminded him. *“you are an unskilled “Yes,” ¥ou say; “but being at the

laborer, and he gave you your board. It | head of a big establishment & not do-

seems t0 me that for what you did that | mestic service, and it is domesti 2
|

was rather good pay, since your bhoar Ve advocating.” True enou t

g L8t 3 “Yeos ma m -
| € ountsifor at least $1 Yes, ma'am; " the door of domest) — o
| know that,” admitted the man, “but I
! - . . reached her present -
can't live on it, leastwise me and Eliza -

" on, for she took service with a 1

can't 1

It never occurred to him to measure his
labor by his worth

to his master,

but he

insisted on receiving what he needed

which is very much com-
modity to a buyer “Here, |
this thing ix worth so muc! I need

a third more than that sum, s0 you m
pay it The bu
the street

and buys at
left with y¢

and you are

| hands, just as my fr d left
without employment se he was not
Im‘ﬂﬂ"!)l with what his labor was actually
‘vmnh
| Too Hot to Work. | ean Keep t
The other day I chanced upon two col- | YOUr aspirations
|ored “ladles” who were waiting Ilike | hOw  your
lm\so’, , for a « and while they waited
| discussed heir

lerical

| chfie.” sald one t of
not expact to eat with the family One | nobody this enter domestic service. ba i
of the appilcants for the position sent | podyv.” - me to suggest and plan what wo e
kim a Roland for his Oliver. She cer- | seemed to be the r such an ini to the I
tainly loved Jesus, :~E.!‘ replied, and under | two, “wasn't Mrs. Norma 0 supgest i w
the circumstances ghe would not care to voh go? Won't it be hard for a position 1
eat with the fanily somebody else this hot try to
Want Certain Privileges, then [h(\.sp poor little n
It smeems stringe that other | yvou have naged
women, to whom Jomestic situations arp! *'Cose I could a' some
open, should not show the same spirit{ ‘1 didn’'t want to | Tabor-sav SNES. FORCLORion-
and have a like sense of humor. Few of | workin® for Mis N j e Oonsentl - St md}: =
them, naturally, are ambitioug to eat bt vy i Py - A‘ a1 \.\0:':\' e f
with the family, but they Insist “tpon A SIELEPIR 3 S e " i e -4
. o o | and the law, as it is understoos { and keeping clean of ise is pla¥y

other and ofttimes absurd privileges be- | lowed, does not protact the |to what it was even 1 ~ of a cen-
cause they imagine It adds to their im- | Normans at the mercy of u | tury ago. and to my uch
portance. It is a difficult lesson learned | servants who are apt to le them In | pleasanter work to i1
when a woman comes to understand that | the terrific heat of 1 {things and d i e
nothing adds so much to her importance : momens's notice, or t of wearing one's out in a shop or one's
as work well done. Those whose n?'ﬁliﬂl?‘ﬂ‘)ﬂ" in a snowstor t} le cere- [ head out with figures. It is what wa
are fixed upon the task in hand have no | mony. Hence, with too few, adequate out of the work, not the character
time to observe or consider the attitude !r‘.nd unscrupulous se ekeeping | of the work that counts

toward them of the people with whom | in America has become a pre 1. Some | Herbert's Lines Recalled.
they are associated, unless it is studlously ‘ anxious housewives have not tried to d always begin running
rude | solve it, but have abandoned their homes the mention of
The most Incompetent government clerk | and gone to . boarding, while others, | contemptuous
I ever knew passed most of her time in | home lovers, are still wres “ng with i head:
complaining of the rudeness of the men | valiantly,
in her office. This man had passed her Opportunities A-plenty.
in the hall without taking off his hat: When I hear of a woman losing this

that one had spoken to her with a clgar position or that, being dropped for in-

in his mouth; another had insisted upon
having the window open for the sole pur-
pose of giving her the rheumatism. So

it Is with the women in domestic employ,
If they are constantly look out for
slights they will surely rec them.

There Is no doubt of the rooted objec-
tion in this country to domestic employ-
hent among women who must be bread
winners, especially among those
who have “seen better times.™
they have better
hears complaining from real
who bear their change
tuves with dignity and calm

A friend employed in one of the de-
partmentg me that he worked side
by side with a woman whose father had
been a member of a President’s Cabinet,
who herself had been born with a golden
spoon in her mouth, and that he never
heard her utter one word of complaint
or dissatisfaction. It was once my good
fortune to know a lady in New York
who was the housekeeper In the home of
a multimillionaire, who had not so very
long before b2en at the head of her own
household—a household of greater im-
portance and elegance than that she was
then presiding pver.

The family whom she served would
have been delighted to make her one of
them; to have her eat at table and
share in other privileges, but she re-
fused on the plea that it would interfere
with her work, and though I came to
know her well I never once heard her al-
lude to her former wealth and position:
nor did I ever hear her compiain of rude-
ness from the servants, tradespeople, or
any other source. If she suffered any
she had the ability to deal with it.

Plenty of Room at the Top.

It is character, of ccurse, that counts,
and when a woman has that she has an
unquestionable weapon in no matter what
position of life she is placed. The world
ie littered with Incompetents that just es.
cape being competents. Only a few in
every profession are at the top of their
professions, hence that old trite saying
we all fall back on at timies, “There is
plenty of room at the top.”

Yes, there is plenty of room at the top,
but many. of those at the bottom are
unable to reach the special top they are
ambitious to attain, and so they stay
forever near the bottom, whereas if they
would abandon the work In which they
‘have failed to advance, and try another

women
or believe
seen times, for one
gentle-

of for-

no
women,

tells

competency as a clerk, or suspended be-

cause there Is a lack of work—when I

hear of the sorrow and misery these di and talk about ill lu

miseale and spensions bring and well-
vou to the

find myself saying with some Impa
“Why don’'t these wome 1
relves to do some of the t!

1, so the quicker you

1 league boots and

begging to be done?™ 1 h 1 it the qilcker you will be
asked some of these unfortur WO
why they don't try something else, w}:z" The crving need In America at this
they don't definitely remove themseives | Writing good domestics. There is
from the government service make | abundance of room in that service for
themselves so valuable in other lines |&ll the disappointed clerks and shop girls
that they will be wanted instead of want- l land, if they will only bring them-
ing? ‘ to the point of fziving it ..1 trial,
“I would never consent to take a {and disabusing their minds of the idea
menlal position,” said a lofty lady who |that it is menial 3
came to me for help, when I suggested I! t is a false American idea, for it pre-
could find a position for her in New York | Vails nowhere eise in the world, that it Is
to take entire charge of a doctor's house- | & hardship for women to work, that they
hold—never in the world, it was m,,!,ﬁh- uld be taken care of by the man eof
mental! If T could have aesured her that | their household, their every want pro-
gshe would have eaten at the doctor's |Vvided for. Absurd! It is a woman's right
table, and that he would have occaston- | and privilege to work; more, it is a pan-
ally taken her to the theater she might [8cea for her every woe. ?f women
have accepted the offered posit As it i\\"':‘kmi more they would weep less. It is,
was, she preferred to remain in Wash- |1 be sure, not always pleasant Or pra
ington and talk about her former gran. |tical for her to go into the marketplace
deur while she slowly starved: but, then | &nd work for hire, but her work in the
she did not consider ft menial to starve. | home should be as valuable as man's in
Another woman, who lost her position | the street, and the greatest shame that

in the government service and who was |C2n come t0 & man or woman is the re-

looking for something to do, sald the only | fusal of honest work that stands ready for
: i 1ands

thing she really understood was cooking. their hands.

She loved it, and she had mastered it YR &

Scented a Bargain,

“Then why not cook?’ I asked. She § g =
3 i she roolwich. or Wal- rom the Boston raveler, ]
almo.\: SN M 1 S aioh, ¢ ”. A worker in the Salvation Army tells
wich, or whatever her name was, cook L
It » h hougt f Her father the following:
'z 5 Al Y y or 't ! =
e “A down-and-cut beggar came along

would turn over in his grave if he should
know that his daughter was occupying a
menlal position. She would rather.starve,
and she deserved to expect that she had

an uptown street the other day where 1
was getting ready hoid a meeting.
The man Jooked pretty much up against

to

T atched him to see what h
never been taught to think properly, to ’v:'.n\?lzd 1!\ WHUCRES. & ;
- 3 lioh uc
regard things in the right light. He approached a bystander, shame-

Might Be Good Cook.

It never occurred to this lady of an-
cient lineage that it is much better to he
a good cook than a poor clerk: to be an
excellent anything, so long ag the pro-
fession or trade is an honest one, than
to be a poor something else, even though
the something else is supposed to carry
greater social prestige. No one who fails
to feel this can be a successful anything.
“he most successful person is that person
who findg and accepts his true voca-
tion. It makes no difference that Mrs,
Smith thinks that cooking is not genteel.

facedly, and muttered something. The
man asked him to repeat it, and I heard
the beggar say:

“ ‘Please, sir, will you give me 10 cents
for a bed?”

“*Certainly, certainly,” the man replied,
taking a dime from his pocket. ‘“Where
is the bed?” ”

There are branca offices of The Wasgh-
ington Herald scattered all over the city,
but if none is conveniently loeated for
you, your ad. will be accepted over the
‘phone at the regular rate.
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