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166 CHARLOTTE PERKINS GILMAN

“Edward! One moment! Give me a moment for my life! The
pistols are harmless, dear—blank cartridges. I fixed them my:
self. | saw you suspected. But you’ve spoiled my surprise, |
shall have to tell you now. This is my studio, love. Here is the
picture you have the sketch of. I am ‘M. Duchesne’—Mary
Duchesne Greenleaf Carpenter—and this is my model!”

v

We are very happy in Paris, with our double studio. We some-
times share our models. We laugh at M. Daudet.

THE GIANT WISTARIA

“Meddle not with my new vine, child! See! Thou hast already
Iroken the tender shoot! Never needle or distaff for thee, and
yet thou wilt not be quiet!”

The nervous fingers wavered, clutched at a small carnelian
cross that hung from her neck, then fell despairingly.

“Give me my child, mother, and then I will be quiet!”

“Hush! hush! thou fool—some one might be near! See—
there is thy father coming, even now! Get in quickly!”

She raised her eyes to her mother’s face, weary eyes that yet
had a flickering, uncertain blaze in their shaded depths.

“Art thou a mother and hast no pity on me, a mother? Give
me my child!”

Her voice rose in a strange, low cry, broken by her father’s
hand upon her mouth.

“Shameless!” said he, with set teeth. “Get to thy chamber,
and be not seen again to-night, or I will have thee bound!”

She went at that, and a hard-faced serving woman followed,
and presently returned, bringing a key to her mistress.

“Is all well with her,—and the child also?”

“She is quiet, Mistress Dwining, well for the night, be sure.
I'he child fretteth endlessly, but save for that it thriveth with me.”

T'he parents were left alone together on the high square
porch with its great pillars, and the rising moon began to
make faint shadows of the young vine leaves that shot up lux-
urtantly around them; moving shadows, like little stretching
lingers, on the broad and heavy planks of the oaken floor.

“It groweth well, this vine thou broughtest me in the ship,
my husband.”

“Aye,” he broke in bitterly, “and so doth the shame I brought
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thee! Had I known of it I would sooner have had the ship
founder beneath us, and have seen our child cleanly drowned,
than live to this end!”

“Thou art very hard, Samuel, art thou not afeard for her
life? She grieveth sore for the child, aye, and for the green
fields to walk in!”

“Nay,” said he grimly, “I fear not. She hath lost already what
is more than life; and she shall have air enocugh soon. To-
morrow the ship is ready, and we return to England. None
knoweth of our stain here, not one, and if the town hath a child
unaccounted for to rear in decent ways—why, it is not the first,
even here. It will be well enough cared for! And truly we have mat-
ter for thankfulness, that her cousin is yet willing to marry her.”

“Hast thou told him?”

“Aye! Thinkest thou I would cast shame into another man's
house, unknowing it> He hath always desired her, but she
would none of him, the stubborn! She hath small choice now!™

“Will he be kind, Samuel? can he—"

“Kind? What call’st thou it to take such as she to wife?
Kind! How many men would take her, an’ she had double
the fortune? and being of the family already, he is glad to hide
the blot forever.”

“An’ if she would not? He is but a coarse fellow, and she ever
shunned him.”

“Art thou mad, woman? She weddeth him ere we sail to-
morrow, or she stayeth ever in that chamber. The girl is not so
sheer a fool! He maketh an honest woman of her, and saveth
our house from open shame. What other hope for her than a
new life to cover the old? Let her have an honest child, an’ she
so longeth for one!”

He strode heavily across the porch, till the loose planks
creaked again, strode back and forth, with his arms folded
and his brows fiercely knit above his iron mouth.

Overhead the shadows flickered mockingly across a white
face among the leaves, with eyes of wasted fire.

LA B B B

“0, George, what a house! what a lovely house! I am sure it’s
haunted! Let us get that house to live in this summer! We will
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have Kate and Jack and Susy and Jim of course, and a splendid
time of it!”

Young husbands are indulgent, but still they have to recog-
nize facts.

“My dear, the house may not be to rent; and it may also not
be habitable.”

“There is surely somebody in it. | am going to inquire!”

The great central gate was rusted off its hinges, and the long
drive had trees in it, but a little foothpath showed signs of
steady usage, and up that Mrs. Jenny went, followed by her
obedient George. The front windows of the old mansion were
blank, but in a wing at the back they found white curtains and
open doors. Outside, in the clear May sunshine, a woman was
washing. She was polite and friendly, and evidently glad of
visitors in that lonely place. She “guessed it could be rented—
didn’t know.” The heirs were in Europe, but “there was a law-
yer in New York had the lettin’ of it.” There had been folks
there years ago, but not in her time. She and her husband
had the rent of their part for taking care of the place. “Not
that they took much care on’t either, but keepin’ robbers out.”
It was furnished throughout, old-fashioned enough, but good;
and “if they took it she could do the work for 'em herself, she
guessed—if be was willin’!”

Never was a crazy scheme more easily arranged. George
knew that lawyer in New York; the rent was not alarming;
and the nearness to a rising sea-shore resort made it a still
pleasanter place to spend the summer.

Kate and Jack and Susy and Jim cheerfully accepted, and
the June moon found them all sitting on the high front porch.

They had explored the house from top to bottom, from the
great room in the garret, with nothing in it but a rickety cra-
dle, to the well in the cellar without a curb and with a rusty
chain going down to unknown blackness below. They had ex-
plored the grounds, once beautiful with rare trees and shrubs,
but now a gloomy wilderness of tangled shade.

The old lilacs and laburnums, the spirea and syringa, nod-
ded against the second-story windows. What garden plants
survived were great ragged bushes or great shapeless beds. A
huge wistaria vine covered the whole front of the house. The
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trunk, it was too large to call a stem, rose at the corner of the
porch by the high steps, and had once climbed its pillars; but
now the pillars were wrenched from their places and held rigid
and helpless by the tightly wound and knotted arms.

It fenced in all the upper story of the porch with a knitred
wall of stem and leaf; it ran along the eaves, holding up the
gutter that had once supported it; it shaded every window
with heavy green; and the drooping, fragrant blossoms made a
waving sheet of purple from roof to ground.

“Did you ever see such a wistaria!” cried ecstatic Mrs.
Jenny. “It is worth the rent just to sit under such a vine,—a fig
tree beside it would be sheer superfluity and wicked extrava-
gance!”

“Jenny makes much of her wistaria,” said George, “because
she’s so disappointed about the ghosts. She made up her mind
at first sight to have ghosts in the house, and she can’t find
even a ghost story!”

“No,” Jenny assented mournfully; “I pumped poor Mrs.
Pepperill for three days, but could get nothing out of her. But
I'm convinced there is a story, if we could only find it. You
need not tell me that a house like this, with a garden like this,
and a cellar like this, isn’t haunted!”

“I agree with you,” said Jack. Jack was a reporter on a New
York daily, and engaged to Mrs. Jenny’s pretty sister. “And if
we don’t find a real ghost, you may be very sure I shall make
one. It’s too good an opportunity to lose!”

The pretty sister, who sat next him, resented. “You shan’t
do anything of the sort, Jack! This is a real ghostly place, and
I won’t have you make fun of it! Look at that group of trees
out there in the long grass—it looks for all the world like a
crouching, hunted figure!”

“It looks to me like a woman picking huckleberries,” said
Jim, who was married to George’s pretty sister.

“Be still, Jim!” said that fair young woman. “I believe in
Jenny’s ghost as much as she does. Such a place! Just look at
this great wistaria trunk crawling up by the steps here! It looks
for all the world like a writhing body—cringing—beseeching!”

“Yes,” answered the subdued Jim, “it does, Susy. See its
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waist,—about two yards of it, and twisted at that! A waste of
good material!”

“Don’t be so horrid, boys! Go off and smoke somewhere if
you can’t be congenial!”

“We can! We will! We’ll be as ghostly as you please.” And
forthwith they began to see bloodstains and crouching figures
so plentifully that the most delightful shivers multiplied, and
the fair enthusiasts started for bed, declaring they should never
sleep a wink.

“We shall all surely dream,” cried Mrs. Jenny, “and we must
all tell our dreams in the morning!”

“There’s another thing certain,” said George, catching Susy
as she tripped over a loose plank; “and that is that you frisky
creatures must use the side door till I get this Eiffel tower of a
portico fixed, or we shall have some fresh ghosts on our hands!
We found a plank here that yawns like a trap-door—big
enough to swallow you,—and I believe the bottom of the thing
is in China!”

The next morning found them all alive, and eating a sub-
stantial New England breakfast, to the accompaniment of
saws and hammers on the porch, where carpenters of quite
miraculous promptness were tearing things to pieces generally.

“It’s got to come down mostly,” they had said. “These tim-
bers are clean rotted through, what ain’t pulled out o’ line by
this great creeper. That’s about all that holds the thing up.”

Tucre was clear reason in whart they said, and with a cau-
tion from anxious Mrs. Jenny not to hurt the wistaria, they
were left to demolish and repair at leisure.

“How about ghosts?” asked Jack after a fourth griddle
cake. “I had one, and it’s taken away my appetite!”

Mrs. Jenny gave a little shriek and dropped her knife and
fork.

“Oh, so had I! I had the most awful—well, not dream ex-
actly, but feeling. I had forgotten all about it!”

“Must have been awful,” said Jack, taking another cake.
“Do tell us about the feeling. My ghost will wait.”

“It makes me creep to think of it even now,” she said. “I
woke up, all at once, with that dreadful feeling as if something
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were going to happen, you know! | was wide awake, and hear-
ing every little sound for miles around, it seemed to me. There
are so many strange little noises in the country for all it is so
still. Millions of crickets and things outside, and all kinds of
rustles in the trees! There wasn’t much wind, and the moon-
light came through in my three great windows in three white
squares on the black old floor, and those fingery wistaria
leaves we were talking of last night just seemed to crawl all
over them. And—O, girls, you know that dreadful well in the
cellar?”

A most gratifying impression was made by this, and Jenny
proceeded cheerfully:

“Well, while it was so horridly still, and I lay there trying
not to wake George, | heard as plainly as if it were right in the
room, that old chain down there rattle and creak over the
stones!”

“Bravo!” cried Jack. “That’s fine! I'll put it in the Sunday
edition!”

“Be stilll” said Kate. “What was it, Jenny? Did you really
see anything?”

“No, I didn’t, I’'m sorry to say. But just then I didn’t want to.
I woke George, and made such a fuss that he gave me bromide,
and said he’d go and look, and that’s the last I thought of it till
Jack reminded me,—the bromide worked so well.”

“Now, Jack, give us yours,” said Jim. “Maybe, it will dove-
tail in somehow. Thirsty ghost, I imagine; maybe they had
prohibition here even then!”

Jack folded his napkin, and leaned back in his most impres-
sive manner.

“It was striking twelve by the great hall clock—" he began.

“There isn’t any hall clock!”

“QO hush, Jim, you spoil the current! It was just one o’clock
then, by my old-fashioned repeater.”

“Waterbury! Never mind what time it was!”

“Well, honestly, I woke up sharp, like our beloved hostess,
and tried to go to sleep again, but couldn’t. I experienced all
those moonlight and grasshopper sensations, just like Jenny,
and was wondering what could have been the matter with the

gt b
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supper, when in came my ghost, and I knew it was all a dream!
It was a female ghost, and I imagine she was young and hand-
some, but all those crouching, hunted figures of last evening
ran riot in my brain, and this poor creature looked just like
them. She was all wrapped up in a shawl, and had a big bundle
under her arm,—dear me, I am spoiling the story! With the air
and gait of one in frantic haste and terror, the muffled figure
glided to a dark old bureau, and seemed taking things from
the drawers. As she turned, the moonlight shone full on a little
red cross that hung from her neck by a thin gold chain—I saw
it glitter as she crept noiselessly from the room! That’s all.”

“O Jack, don’t be so horrid! Did you really? Is that all! What
do you think it was?”

“1 am not horrid by nature, only professionally. I really did.
That was all. And I am fully convinced it was the genuine, le-
gitimate ghost of an eloping chambermaid with kleptomania!”

“You are too bad, Jack!” cried Jenny. “You take all the hor-
ror out of it. There isn’t a ‘creep’ left among us.”

“It’s no time for creeps at nine-thirty A.M., with sunlight
and carpenters outside! However, if you can’t wait till twilight
for your creeps, I think I can furnish one or two,” said George.
“I went down cellar after Jenny’s ghost!”

There was a delighted chorus of female voices, and Jenny
cast upon her lord a glance of genuine gratitude.

“It’s all very well to lie in bed and see ghosts, or hear them,”
he went on. “But the young householder suspecteth burglars,
even though as a medical man he knoweth nerves, and after
Jenny dropped off 1 started on a voyage of discovery. I never
will again, | promise you!”

“Why, what was it?”

“Oh, George!”

“I got a candle—"

“Good mark for the burglars,” murmured Jack.

“And went all over the house, gradually working down to
the cellar and the well.”

“Well?” said Jack.

“Now you can laugh; but that cellar is no joke by daylight, and
a candle there at night is about as inspiring as a lightning-bug in
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the Mammoth Cave, I went along with the light, trying not to fall
into the well prematurely; got to it all at once; held the light down
and then I saw, right under my feet—(I nearly fell over her, or
walked through her, perhaps),—a woman, hunched up under a
shawl! She had hold of the chain, and the candle shone on her
hands—white, thin hands,—on a little red cross that hung from
her neck—vide Jack! 'm no believer in ghosts, and I firmly object
to unknown parties in the house at night; so I spoke to her rather
fiercely. She didn’t seem to notice that, and I reached down to
take hold of her,—then I came upstairs!”

“What for?”

“What happened?”

“What was the matter?”

“Well, nothing happened. Only she wasn’t there! May have
been indigestion, of course, but as a physician [ don’t advise
any one to court indigestion alone at midnight in a cellar!”

“This is the most interesting and peripatetic and evasive
ghost I ever heard of!” said Jack. “It’s my belief she has no end
of silver tankards, and jewels galore, at the bottom of that
well, and I move we go and see!”

“To the bottom of the well, Jack?”

“To the bottom of the mystery. Come on!”

There was unanimous assent, and the fresh cambrics and
pretty boots were gallantly escorted below by gentlemen
whose jokes were so frequent that many of them were a little
forced. ,

The deep old cellar was so dark that they had to bring lights,
and the well so gloomy in its blackness that the ladies recoiled.

“That well is enough to scare even a ghost. It’s my opinion
you'd better let well enough alone?” quoth Jim.

“Truth lies hid in a well, and we must get her out,” said
George. “Bear a hand with the chain?”

Jim pulled away on the chain, George turned the creaking
windlass, and Jack was chorus.

“A wet sheet for this ghost, if not a flowing sea,” said he.
“Seems to be hard work raising spirits! I suppose he kicked the
bucket when he went down!”

As the chain lightened and shortened there grew a strained
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silence among them; and when at length the bucket appeared,
rising slowly through the dark water, there was an eager, half
reluctant peering, and a natural drawing back. They poked
the gloomy contents. “Only water.”

“Nothing but mud.”

“Something—"

They emptied the bucket up on the dark earth, and thgn tl}e
girls all went out into the air, into the bright warm sunshine in
front of the house, where was the sound of saw and hammer,
and the smell of new wood. There was nothing said until the
men joined them, and then Jenny timidly asked:

“How old should you think it was, George?”

“All of a century,” he answered. “That water is a preserva-
tive,—lime in it. Oh!—you mean?—Not more than a month; a
very little baby!”

There was another silence at this, broken by a cry from the
workmen. They had removed the floor and the side walls of
the old porch, so that the sunshine poured down to the dark
stones of the cellar bottom. And there, in the strangling grasp
of the roots of the great wistaria, lay the bones of a woman,
from whose neck still hung a tiny scarlet cross on a thin chain

of gold.
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The human creature took great delight in contemplating the
flowing robes of the angels. Their changeful motion suggested
to him all manner of sweet and lovely thoughts and memories;
also, the angelic virtues above mentioned were supposed largely
to inhere in the flowing robes. Therefore flow they must, and
the ample garments waved unchecked over the weary limbs of
the wearer, the contiguous furniture and the stairs. For the an-
gels unfortunately had no wings, and their work was such as
required a good deal of going up and down stairs.

It is quite a peculiar thing, in contemplating this work, to
see how largely it consisted in dealing with dirt. Yes, it does
seem strange to this enlightened age; but the fact was that the
angels waited on the human creatures in every form of menial
service, doing things as their natural duty which the human
creature loathed and scorned.

It does seem irreconcilable, but they reconciled it. The angel
was an angel and the work was the angel’s work and what
more do you want?

There is one thing about the subject which looks a bit suspi-
cious: The angels—I say it under breath—were not very bright!

The human creatures did not like intelligent angels—
intelligence seemed to dim their shine, somehow, and pale
their virtues. It was harder to reconcile things where the angels
had any sense. Therefore every possible care was taken to pre-
vent the angels from learning anything of our gross human
wisdom.

But little by little, owing to the unthought-of consequences
of repeated intermarriage between the angel and the human
being, the angel longed for, found and ate the fruit of the for-
bidden tree of knowledge.

And in that day she surely died.

The species is now extinct. It is rumored that here and there
in remote regions you can still find a solitary specimen—in
places where no access is to be had to the deadly fruit; but the
race as a race is extinct.

Poor dodo!

THE YELLOW WALL-PAPER

It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and my-
self secure ancestral halls for the summer.

A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a
haunted house, and reach the height of romantic felicity—but
that would be asking too much of fate!

Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer
about it.

Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so
long untenanted?

John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in mar-
riage.

John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith,
an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs openly ar any
talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures.

John is a physician, and perbaps—(I would not say it to a liv-
ing soul, of course, but this is dead paper and a great relief to
my mind—) perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster.

You see he does not believe I am sick!

And what can one do?

If a physician of high standing, and one’s own husband, as-
sures friends and relatives that there is really nothing the mat-
ter with one but temporary nervous depression—a slight
hysterical tendency—what is one to do?

My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing,
and he says the same thing.

So I take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and
tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and am absolutely
forbidden to “work” until I am well again.
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Personally, I disagree with their ideas.

Personally, I believe that congenial work, with excitement
and change, would do me good.

But what is one to do?

I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust
me a good deal—having to be so sly about it, or else meet with
heavy opposition.

I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less opposi-
tion and more society and stimulus—but John says the very
worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I con-
fess it always makes me feel bad.

So 1 will let it alone and talk about the house.

The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing well
back from the road, quite three miles from the village. It makes
me think of English places that you read about, for there are
hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of separate little
houses for the gardeners and people.

There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden—
large and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and lined with
long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.

There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.

There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the
heirs and co-heirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for years.

That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid, but I don’t care—
there is something strange about the house—I can feel it.

I even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said
what I felt was a draught, and shut the window.

I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I’'m sure I
never used to be so sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous
condition.

But John says if I feel so, I shall neglect proper self-control;
so I take pains to control myself—before him, at least, and
that makes me very tired.

I don’t like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that
opened on the piazza and had roses all over the window, and
such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not
hear of it.

He said there was only one window and not room for two
beds, and no near room for him if he tock another.
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He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir with-
out special direction.

I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he
takes all care from me, and so I feel basely ungrateful not to
value it more.

He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to
have perfect rest and all the air I could get. “Your exercise de-
pends on your strength, my dear,” said he, “and your food
somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the
time.” So we took the nursery at the top of the house.

It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows
that look all ways, and air and sunshine galore. It was nursery
first and then playroom and gymnasium, I should judge; for
the windows are barred for little children, and there are rings
and things in che walls,

The paint and paper look as if a boys’ school had used it. It
is stripped off—the paper—in great patches all around the
head of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a great
place on the other side of the room low down. I never saw a
worse paper in my life.

One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing
every artistic sin.

It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, proncunced
enough to constantly irritate and provoke study, and when
you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance they
suddenly commit suicide—plunge off at outrageous angles, de-
stroy themselves in unheard of contradictions.

The color is repellant, almost revolting; a smouldering un-
clean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turning sunlight.

It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur
tint in others.

No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I
had to live in this room long.

There comes John, and I must put this away,—he hates to
have me write a word.

¥ % % % ¥

We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t felt like writing
before, since that first day.
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I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nurs-
ery, and there is nothing to hinder my writing as much as |
please, save lack of strength.

John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases

are serious.

I am glad my case is not serious!

But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.

John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows
there is no reason to suffer, and that satisfies him.

Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not
to do my duty in any way!

I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and com-
fort, and here | am a comparative burden already!

Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little I
am able,—to dress and entertain, and order things.

It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!

And yet | cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous.

I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at
me so about this wall-paper!

At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said
that 1 was letting it get the better of me, and that nothing was
worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.

He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be
the heavy bedstead, and then the barred windows, and then
that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on.

“You know the place is doing you good,” he said, “and
really, dear, I don’t care to renovate the house just for a three
months’ rental.”

“Then do let us go downstairs,” I said, “there are such
pretty rooms there.”

Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little
goose, and said he would go down cellar, if I wished, and have
it whitewashed into the bargain.

But he is right enough about the beds and windows and
things.

It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish,
and, of course, I would not be so silly as to make him uncom-
fortable just for a whim.

o
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I'm really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that
horrid paper.

Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious
deep-shaded arbors, the riotous old-fashioned flowers, and
bushes and gnarly trees.

Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little pri-
vate wharf belonging to the estate. There is a beautiful shaded
lane that runs down there from the house. I always fancy I see
people walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but John
has cautioned me not to give way to fancy in the least. He says
that with my imaginative power and habit of story-making, a
nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner of ex-
cited fancies, and that I ought to use my will and good sense to
check the tendency. So I try.

[ think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a
litele it would relieve the press of ideas and rest me.

But I find I get precty tired when I try.

It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companion-
ship about my work. When I get really well, John says we will
ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says
he would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case as to let me
have those stimulating people about now.

[ wish I could get well faster.

But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if
it knew what a vicious influence it had!

There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a bro-
ken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside down.

I get positively angry with the impertinence of it and the
everlastingness. Up and down and sideways they crawl, and
those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one
place where two breadths didn’t match, and the eyes go all up
and down the line, one a little higher than the other.

I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing be-
fore, and we all know how much expression they have! I used
to lie awake as a child and get more entertainment and terror
out of blank walls and plain furniture than most children
could find in a toy-store.

I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big, old
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bureau used to have, and there was one chair that always
seemed like a strong friend.

I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce
I could always hop into that chair and be safe.

The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious
however‘, for we had to bring it all from downstairs. I supposc’
:‘\}rll:nen this was ;sed asa %layroom they had to take the nursery

ings out, and no wonder!

1 el I never saw such ravages as the

‘The wall-paper, as I said before, is torn off in spots, and it
sticketh closer than a brother—they must have had pe,rsever-
ance as well as hatred.

Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the
plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this great h::avy
bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been
through the wars.

But I don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.

There comes John’s sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so
careful of me! I must not let her find me writing. ’

She is a perfect and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for
no better profession. I verily believe she thinks it is the writing
which made me sick!

But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off
from these windows.

- There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded wind-
ing road, and one that just looks off over the country. A lovely
country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.

Thl§ wall-paper has a kind of subpattern in a different shade

a particularly irritating one, for you can only see it in certait;
lights, and not clearly then.
- But in the places where it isn’t faded and where the sun is
just so—I can see a strange, provoking, formless sort of figure
that seems to skulk abourt behind that silly and conspicuous’
front design.

There’s sister on the stairs!

* * % % *

Well,. the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I
am tired out. John thought it might do me good to see a little
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down for a week.

Of course I didn’t do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now.

But it tired me all the same.

John says if I don’t pick up faster he shall send me to Weir
Mitchell in the fall.

But I don’t want to go there at all. T had a friend who was in
his hands once, and she says he is just like John and my
brother, only more so!

Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.

I don’t feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for
anything, and I'm getting dreadfully fretful and querulous.

I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.

Of course | don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but
when [ am alone.

And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town
very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and lets me
alone when [ want her to.

So | walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit
on the porch under the roses, and lie down up here a good deal.

I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper.
Perhaps because of the wall-paper.

It dwells in my mind so!
I lie here on this great immovable bed—it is nailed down, I

believe—and follow that pattern about by the hour. It is as
good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we’ll say, at the bot-
tom, down in the corner over there where it has not been
touched, and I determine for the thousandth time that 1 will
follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.

I know a little of the principle of design, and 1 know this
thing was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or alterna-
tion, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever
heard of.

It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.

Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated
curves and flourishes—a kind of “debased Romanesque” with
delirium tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated col-
umns of fatuity.

But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the
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sprawling outlines run off in great slanting waves of optic hor-
ror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.

The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so,
and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the order of its
going in that direction.

They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that
adds wonderfully to the confusion.

There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and
there, when the crosslights fade and the low sun shines di-
rectly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after all,—the in-
terminable grotesques seem to form around a common centre
and rush off in headlong plunges of equal distraction.

It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess.

* % F %

I don’t know why I should write this.

I don’t want to.

I don’t feel able.

And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say
what I feel and think in some way—it is such a relief!

Bur the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.

Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so
much.

John says I mustn’t lose my strength, and has me take cod
liver oil and lots of tonics and things, to say nothing of ale and
wine and rare meat.

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me
sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk with him the
other day, and tell him how I wish he would let me go and
make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.

But he said I wasn’t able to go, nor able to stand it after I got
there; and I did not make out a very good case for myself, for I
was crying before I had finished.

It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just
this nervous weakness I suppose.

And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried
me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me and read to
me till it tired my head.
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He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had,
and that [ must take care of myself for his sake, and keep well.

He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must
use my will and self-control and not let any silly fancies run
away with me.

There’s one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does
not have to occupy this nursery with the horrid wall-paper.

If we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a
fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn’t have a child of mine, an im-
pressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.

I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me
here after all, I can stand it so much easier than a baby, you see.

Of course | never mention it to them any more—I am too
wise,—but I keep watch of it all the same.

There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me,
or ever will.

Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer
every day.

It is always the same shape, only very numerous.

And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about
behind that pattern. I don’t like it a bit. I wonder—I begin to
think—1I wish John would take me away from here!

L

It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so
wise, and because he loves me so.

But I tried it last night.

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the
sun does.

I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always
comes in by one window or another.

John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and
watched the moonlight on that undulating wall-paper till I felt
creepy.

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as
if she wanted to get out.

I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move,
and when [ came back John was awake.
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“What is it, little girl>” he said. “Don’t go walking about
like that—you’ll get cold.”

I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really
was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me away.

“Why, darling!” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks,

and I can’t see how to leave before.

“The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly i

leave town just now. Of course if you were in any danger, |
could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you
can see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are
gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, I feel really
much easier about you.”

“I don’t weigh a bit more,” said I, “nor as much; and my ap-
petite may be better in the evening when you are here, but it is
worse in the morning when you are away!”

“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big hug, “she shall be
as sick as she pleases! But now let’s improve the shining hours

by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!”

“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloomily.

“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then
we will take a nice little trip of a few days while Jennie is get-
ting the house ready. Really dear you are better!”

“Better in body perhaps—” I began, and stopped short, for
he sat up straight and looked at me with such a stern, re-
proachful look that I could not say another word.

“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my sake and for
our child’s sake, as well as for your own, that you will never
for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing
so dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is
a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician
when [ tell you so?”

So of course | said no more on that score, and we went to
sleep before long. He thought I was asleep first, but I wasn’t,
and lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front pat-
tern and the back pattern really did move together or separately.

* % % ¥ %

On a partern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence,
a defiance of law, that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.

A R i
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The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and in-
furiating enough, but the pattern is torturing.

You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well un-
derway in following, it turns a back-somersault and there you
are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples
upon you. It is like a bad dream.

The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a
fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool in joints, an intermi-
nable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless
convolutions—why, that is something like it.

That is, sometimes!

There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing
nobody seems to notice but myself, and that is that it changes
as the light changes.

When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always
watch for that first long, straight ray—it changes so quickly
that I never can quite believe it.

That is why [ watch it always.

By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a
moon—I wouldn’t know it was the same paper.

At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamp-
light, and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes bars! The out-
side pattern | mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as
can be.

I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that
showed behind, that dim sub-pattern, but now I am quite sure
it is a woman.

By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern
that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the
hour.

I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me,
and to sleep all I can.

Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an
hour after each meal.

It is a very bad habit [ am convinced, for you see I don’t
sleep.

And that cultivates deceit, for I don’t tell them I’'m awake—
O no!

The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John.
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He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an in-
explicable look.

It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,—
that perhaps it is the paper!

I have watched John when he did not know I was looking,
and come into the room suddenly on the most innocent ex-
cuses, and I've caught him several times looking at the paper!
And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it once.

She didn’t know I was in the room, and when I asked her in
a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most restrained manner
possible, what she was doing with the paper—she turned
around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite
angry—asked me why I should frighten her so!

Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched,
that she had found yellow smooches on all my clothes and
John’s, and she wished we would be more careful!

Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying

that pattern, and I am determined that nobody shall find it out
but myself!

* % % o ¥

Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You
see I have something more to expect, to look forward to, to
watch. I really do eat better, and am more quiet than I was.

John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the
other day, and said I seemed to be flourishing in spite of my
wall-paper.

I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him
it was because of the wall-paper—he would make fun of me.
He might even want to take me away.

I don’t want to leave now until I have found it out. There is
a week more, and I think that will be enough.

* * * % ¥

I'm feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at night, for
it is so interesting to watch developments; but I sleep a good
deal in the daytime.

In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.

There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades
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of yellow all over it. I cannot keep count of them, though I
have tried conscientiously.

It is the strangest yellow, that wall-paper! It makes me think
of all the yellow things I ever saw—not beautiful ones like but-
tercups, but old foul, bad yellow things.

But there is something else about that paper—the smell! I no-
ticed it the moment we came into the room, but with so much air
and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and
rain, and whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here.

It creeps all over the house.

I find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the parlor,
hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on the stairs.

It gets into my hair.

Even when [ go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and sur-
prise it—there is that smell!

Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to
analyze it, to find what it smelled like.

It is not bad—at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest,
most enduring odor [ ever met.

In this damp weather it is awful, I wake up in the night and
find it hanging over me.

It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning
the house—to reach the smell.

But now [ am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it
is like is the color of the paper! A yellow smell.

There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the
mopboard. A streak that runs round the room. It goes behind
every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, even
smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and over.

I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did
it for. Round and round and round—round and round and
round—it makes me dizzy!

w ok % % %

I really have discovered something at last.

Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, 1
have finally found out.

The front pattern does move—and no wonder! The woman
behind shakes it!
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Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind,
and sometimes only one, and she crawls around fast, and her
crawling shakes it all over.

Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very
shady spots she just takes hold of the bars and shakes them
hard.

And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody
could climb through that pattern—it strangles so; I think that
is why it has so many heads.

They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off
and turns them upside down, and makes their eyes white!

If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half

so bad.

* % * ¥ %

I think that woman gets out in the daytime!
And I'll tell you why—privately—I've seen her!
I can see her out of every one of my windows!

It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping,

and most women do not creep by daylight.

I'see her in that long shaded lane, creeping up and down. I see
her in those dark grape arbors, creeping all around the garden.

I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along,
and when a carriage comes she hides under the blackberry
vines.

I dor’t blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be
caught creeping by daylight!

I always lock the door when I creep by daylight. I can’t do it
at night, for I know John would suspect something at once.

And John is so queer now, that I don’t want to irritate him.
I wish he would take another room! Besides, I don’t want any-
body to get that woman out at night but myself.

I often wonder if I could see her out of all the windows at
once.

But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one
time.

And though I always see her, she may be able to creep faster
than I can turn!

et
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I have watched her sometimes away off in the open country,
creeping as fast as a cloud shadow in a high wind.

* % % % %

If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under
one! | mean to try it, little by litcle.

[ have found out another funny thing, but I shan’t tell it this
time! It does not do to trust people too much.

There are only two more days to get this paper off, and I be-
lieve John is beginning to notice. [ don’t like the look in his eyes.

And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions
about me. She had a very good report to give.

She said I slept a good deal in the daytime.

John knows I don’t sleep very well at night, for all 'm so
quiet!

He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be
very loving and kind.

As if | couldn’t see through him!

Still, I don’t wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for
three months.

It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are se-
cretly affected by it.

* F * % ¥

Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John to stay in
town over night, and won’t be out until this evening.

Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing! but I told her
I should undoubtedly rest better for a night all alone.

That was clever, for really I wasn’t alone a bit! As soon as it
was moonlight and that poor thing began to crawl and shake
the pattern, I got up and ran to help her.

I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before
morning we had peeled off yards of that paper.

A strip about as high as my head and half around the room.

And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began
to laugh at me, I declared 1 would finish it to-day!

We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furni-
ture down again to leave things as they were before.
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Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but [ told her mer-
rily that I did it out of pure spite at the vicious thing,.

She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind doing it herself, but
I must not get tired.

How she betrayed herself thar time!

But I am here, and no person touches this paper but me,—
not alive!

She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent! But I
said it was so quiet and empty and clean now that I believed I
would lie down again and sleep all I could; and not to wake
me even for dinner—I would call when I woke.

So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things
are gone, and there is nothing left but that great bedstead
nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it.

We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home
to-morrow.

I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again.

How those children did tear about here!

This bedstead is fairly gnawed!

But I must get to work.

I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the
front path.

I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to have anybody
come in, till John comes.

I want to astonish him.

I’ve got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that
woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can tie her!

But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to
stand on!

This bed will not move!

I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got
S0 a}?gry I bit off a little piece at one corner—but it hurt my
teeth.

Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach standing on the
floor. It sticks horribly and the pattern just enjoys it! All those
strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus
growths just shriek with derision!

I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To
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jump out of the window would be admirable exercise, but the
bars are too strong even to try.

Besides I wouldn’t do it. Of course not. I know well enough
that a step like that is improper and might be misconstrued.

I don’t like to look out of the windows even—there are so
many of those creeping women, and they creep so fast.

I wonder if they all come ourt of that wall-paper as I did?

But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope—
vou don’t get me out in the road there!

I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern when it
comes night, and that is hard!

It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep
around as [ please!

I don’t want to go outside. I won’t, even if Jennie asks me to.

For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything
is green instead of yellow.

But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder
just fits in that long smooch around the wall, so I cannot lose
my way.

Why there’s John at the door!

It is no use, young man, you can’t open it}

How he does call and pound!

Now he’s crying for an axe.

It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door!

“John dear!” said I in the gentlest voice, “the key is down by
the front steps, under a plantain leaf!”

That silenced him for a few moments.

Then he said—very quietly indeed, “Open the door, my
darling!”

“I can’t,” said I. “The key is down by the front door under a
plantain leaf!”

And then I said it again, several times, very gently and
slowly, and said it so often that he had to go and see, and he
got it of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door.

“What is the matter?” he cried. “For God’s sake, what are
you doing!”

I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my
shoulder.
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“I’ve got out at last,” said I, “in spite of you and Jane! And
P’ve pulled off most of the paper, so you can’t put me back!”

Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and
right across my path by the wall, so that I had to creep over
him every time!

i :
3
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THE ROCKING-CHAIR

A waving spot of sunshine, a signal light that caught the eye at
once in a waste of commonplace houses, and all the dreary
dimness of a narrow city street.

Across some low roof that made a gap in the wall of ma-
sonry, shot a level, brilliant beam of the just-setting sun,
touching the golden head of a girl in an open window.

She sat in a high-backed rocking-chair with brass mount-
ings that glittered as it swung, rocking slowly back and forth,
never lifting her head, but fairly lighting up the street with the
glory of her sunlit hair.

We two stopped and stared, and, so staring, caught sight of
a small sign in a lower window—*“Furnished Lodgings.” With
a common impulse we crossed the street and knocked at the
dingy front door.

Slow, even footsteps approached from within, and a soft
girlish laugh ceased suddenly as the door opened, showing us
an old woman, with a dull, expressionless face and faded eyes.

Yes, she had rooms to let. Yes, we could see them. No, there
was no service, No, there were no meals. So murmuring mo-
notonously, she led the way up-stairs. It was an ordinary house
enough, on a poor sort of street, a house in no way remarkable
or unlike its fellows.

She showed us two rooms, connected, neither better nor
worse than most of their class, rooms without a striking fea-
ture about them, unless it was the great brass-bound chair we
found still rocking gently by the window.

But the gold-haired girl was nowhere to be seen.

I fancied I heard the light rustle of girlish robes in the inner
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chamber—a breath of that low laugh—but the door leading to
this apartment was locked, and when I asked the woman if we
could see the other rooms she said she had no other rooms to let.

A few words aside with Hal, and we decided to take these
two, and move in at once. There was no reason we should not.
We were looking for lodgings when that swinging sunbeam
caught our eyes, and the accommodations were fully as good
as we could pay for. So we closed our bargain on the spot, re-
turned to our deserted boarding-house for a few belongings,
and were settled anew that night.

Hal and I were young newspaper men, “penny-a-liners,”
part of that struggling crowd of aspirants who are to literature
what squires and pages were to knighthood in olden days. We
were winning our spurs. So far it was slow work, unpleasant
and ill-paid—so was squireship and pagehood, I am sure; me-
nial service and laborious polishing of armor; long running
afoot while the master rode. But the squire could at least honor
his lord and leader, while we, alas! had small honor for those
above us in our profession, with but too good reason. We, of
course, should do far nobler things when these same spurs
were won!

Now it may have been mere literary instinct—the grasping
at “material” of the pot-boiling writers of the day, and it may
have been another kind of instinct—the unacknowledged at-
traction of the fair unknown; but, whatever the reason, the
place had drawn us both, and here we were.

Unbroken friendship begun in babyhood held us two to-
gether, all the more closely because Hal was a merry, prosaic,
clear-headed fellow, and I sensitive and romantic.

The fearless frankness of family life we shared, but held the
right to unapproachable reserves, and so kept love unstrained.

We examined our new quarters with interest. The front
room, Hal’s, was rather big and bare. The back room, mine,
rather small and bare.

He preferred that room, I am convinced, because of the win-
dow and the chair. [ preferred the other, because of the locked
door. We neither of us mentioned these prejudices.

“Are you sure you would not rather have this room?” asked
Hal, conscious, perhaps, of an ulterior motive in his choice.
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“No, indeed,” said I, with a similar reservation; “you only
have the street and I have a real ‘view’ from my window. The
only thing I begrudge you is the chair!”

“You may come and rock therein at any hour of the day or
night,” said he magnanimously. “It is tremendously comfort-
able, for all its black looks.”

It was a comfortable chair, a very comfortable chair, and we
both used it a great deal. A very high-backed chair, curving a
little forward at the top, with heavy square corners. These cor-
ners, the ends of the rockers, the great sharp knobs that tipped
the arms, and every other point and angle were mounted in
brass.

“Might be used for a battering-ram!” said Hal.

He sat smoking in it, rocking slowly and complacently by
the window, while I lounged on the foot of the bed, and
watched a pale young moon sink slowly over the western
housetops.

It went out of sight at last, and the room grew darker and
darker till I could only see Hal’s handsome head and the curv-
ing chair-back move slowly to and fro against the dim sky.

“What brought us here so suddenly, Maurice?” he asked,
out of the dark.

“Three reasons,” | answered. “Our need of lodgings, the
suitability of these, and a beautiful head.”

“Correct,” said he. “Anything else?”

“Nothing you would admit the existence of, my sternly log-
ical friend. But I am conscious of a certain compulsion, or at
least attraction, in the case, which does not seem wholly ac-
counted for, even by golden hair.”

“For once I will agree with you,” said Hal. “I feel the same
way myself, and [ am not impressionable.” .

We were silent for a little. I may have closed my eyes,—it
may have been longer than I thought, but it did not seem an-
other moment when something brushed softly against my arm,
and Hal in his great chair was rocking beside me.

“Excuse me,” said he, seeing me start. “This chair evidently
‘walks,’ I’ve seen ’em before.”

So had I, on carpets, but there was no carpet here, and I
thought I was awake.
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He pulled the heavy thing back to the window again, and
we went to bed.

Our door was open, and we could talk back and forth, but
presently 1 dropped off and slept heavily until morning. But I
must have dreamed most vividly, for he accused me of rocking
in his chair half the night; said he could see my outline clearly
against the starlight.

“No,” said I, “you dreamed it. You've got rocking-chair on
the brain.”

“Dream it is, then,” he answered cheerily. “Better a night-
mare than a contradiction; a vampire than a quarrel! Come
on, let’s go to breakfast!”

We wondered greatly as the days went by that we saw noth-
ing of our golden-haired charmer. But we wondered in silence,
and neither mentioned it to the other.

Sometimes I heard her light movements in the room next
mine, or the soft laugh somewhere in the house; but the moth-
er’s slow, even steps were more frequent, and even she was not
often visible.

All either of us saw of the girl, to my knowledge, was from
the street, for she still availed herself of our chair by the win-
dow. This we disapproved of, on principle, the more so as we
left the doors locked, and her presence proved the possession
of another key. Noj; there was the door in my room! But I did
not mention the idea. Under the circumstances, however, we
made no complaint, and used to rush stealthily and swiftly
up-stairs, hoping to surprise her. But we never succeeded.
Only the chair was often found still rocking, and sometimes I
fancied a faint sweet odor lingering about, an odor strangely
saddening and suggestive. But one day when I thought Hal
was there I rushed in unceremoniously and caught her. It was
but a glimpse—a swift, light, noiseless sweep—she vanished
into my own room. Following her with apologies for such a
sudden entrance, I was too late. The envious door was locked
again.

Our landlady’s fair daughter was evidently shy enough when
brought to bay, but strangely willing to take liberties in our
absence.
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Still, I had seen her, and for that sight would have forgiven
much. Hers was a strange beauty, infinitely attractive yet infi-
nitely perplexing. I marveled in secret, and longed with pain-
ful eagerness for another meeting; but I said nothing to Hal of
my surprising her—it did not seem fair to the girl! She might
have some good reason for going there; perhaps I could meet
her again.

So [ took to coming home early, on one excuse or another,
and inventing all manner of errands to get to the room when
Hal was not in.

But it was not until after numberless surprises on that point,
finding him there when I supposed him downtown, and notic-
ing something a little forced in his needless explanations, that
[ began to wonder if he might not be on the same quest.

Soon I was sure of it. [ reached the corner of the street one
evening just at sunset, and—yes, there was the rhythmic swing
of that bright head in the dark frame of the open window.
There also was Hal in the street below. She looked out, she
smiled. He let himself in and went up-stairs.

I quickened my pace. I was in time to see the movement
stop, the fair head turn, and Hal standing beyond her in the
shadow.

I passed the door, passed the street, walked an hour—two
hours—got a late supper somewhere, and came back about
bedtime with a sharp and bitter feeling in my heart that I
strove in vain to reason down. Why he had not as good a right
to meet her as I it were hard to say, and yet I was strangely
angry with him.

When I returned the lamplight shone behind the white cur-
tain, and the shadow of the great chair stood motionless against
it. Another shadow crossed—Hal—smoking. I went up.

He greeted me effusively and asked why | was so late. Where
I got supper. Was unnaturally cheerful. There was a sudden
dreadful sense of concealment between us. But he told nothing
and I asked nothing, and we went silently to bed.

I blamed him for saying no word about our fair mystery,
and yet I had said none concerning my own meeting. I racked
my brain with questions as to how much he had really seen of
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her; if she had talked to him; what she had told him; how long
she had stayed.

[ tossed all night and Hal was sleepless too, for I heard him
rocking for hours, by the window, by the bed, close to my
door. I never knew a rocking-chair to “walk” as that one did.

Towards morning the steady creak and swing was too much
for my nerves or temper.

“For goodness’ sake, Hal, do stop that and go to bed!”

“What?” came a sleepy voice.

“Don’t fool!” said I, “I haven’t slept a wink to-night for
your everlasting rocking. Now do leave off and go to bed.”

“Go to bed! I've been in bed all night and I wish you had!
Can’t you use the chair without blaming me for it?”

And all the time I heard him rock, rock, rock, over by the
hall door!

I rose stealthily and entered the room, meaning to surprise
the ill-timed joker and convict him in the act.

Both rooms were full of the dim phosphorescence of re-
flected moonlight; I knew them even in the dark; and yet I
stumbled just inside the door, and fell heavily.

Hal was out of bed in a moment and had struck a light.

“Are you hurt, my dear boy?”

I was hurt, and solely by his fault, for the chair was not
where I supposed, but close to my bedroom door, where he
must have left it to leap into bed when he heard me coming. So
it was in no amiable humor that I refused his offers of assis-
tance and limped back to my own sleepless pillow. I had struck
my ankle on one of those brass-tipped rockers, and it pained
me severely. I never saw a chair so made to hurt as that one. It
was so large and heavy and ill-balanced, and every joint and
corner so shod with brass. Hal and I had punished ourselves
enough on it before, especially in the dark when we forgot
where the thing was standing, but never so severely as this. It
was not like Hal to play such tricks, and both heart and ankle
ached as I crept into bed again to toss and doze and dream and
fitfully start till morning.

Hal was kindness itself, but he would insist that he had been
asleep and I rocking all night, till I grew actually angry with him.
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“That’s carrying a joke too far,” I said at last. “I don’t mind
a joke, even when it hurts, but there are limits.”

“Yes, there are!” said he, significantly, and we dropped the
subject.

Several days passed. Hal had repeated meetings with the
gold-haired damsel; this I saw from the street; but save for
these bitter glimpses I waited vainly.

It was hard to bear, harder almost than the growing es-
trangement between Hal and me, and that cut deeply. I think
that at last either one of us would have been glad to go away
by himself, but neither was willing to leave the other to the
room, the chair, the beautiful unknown.

Coming home one morning unexpectedly, I found the dull-
faced landlady arranging the rooms, and quite laid myself out
to make an impression upon her, to no purpose.

“That is a fine old chair you have there,” said I, as she stood
mechanically polishing the brass corners with her apron.

She looked at the darkly glittering thing with almost a flash
of pride.

“Yes,” said she, “a fine chair!”

“Is it old?” I pursued.

“Very old,” she answered briefly.

“But I thought rocking-chairs were a modern American in-
vention?” said .

She looked at me apathetically.

“It is Spanish,” she said, “Spanish oak, Spanish leather,
Spanish brass, Spanish . 1 did not catch the last word,
and she left the room without another.

It was a strange ill-balanced thing, that chair, though so
easy and comfortable to sit in. The rockers were long and
sharp behind, always lying in wait for the unwary, but cut
short in front: and the back was so high and so heavy on top,
that what with its weight and the shortness of the front rock-
ers, it tipped forward with an ease and a violence equally as-
tonishing.

This I knew from experience, as it had plunged over upon
me during some of our frequent encounters. Hal also was a
sufferer, but in spite of our manifold bruises, neither of us
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would have had the chair removed, for did not she sit in it, eve-
ning after evening, and rock there in the golden light of the
setting sun.

So, evening after evening, we two fled from our work as
early as possible, and hurried home alone, by separate ways, to
the dingy street and the glorified window.

[ could not endure forever. When Hal came home first, I, lin-
gering in the street below, could see through our window that
lovely head and his in close proximity. When I came first, it
was to catch perhaps a quick glance from above—a bewilder-
ing smile—no more. She was always gone when I reached the
room, and the inner door of my chamber irrevocably locked.

At times I even caught the click of the latch, heard the flutter
of loose robes on the other side; and sometimes this daily dis-
appointment, this constant agony of hope deferred, would
bring me to my knees by that door begging her to open to me,
crying to her in every term of passionate endearment and per-
suasion that tortured heart of man could think to use.

Hal had neither word nor look for me now, save those of stud-
ied politeness and cold indifference, and how could I behave
otherwise to him, so proven to my face a liar?

I saw him from the street one night, in the broad level sun-
light, sitting in that chair, with the beautiful head on his shoul-
der. It was more than I could bear. If he had won, and won so
utterly, I would ask but to speak to her once, and say farewell
to both forever. So I heavily climbed the stairs, knocked loudly,
and entered at Hal’s “Come in!” only to find him sitting there
alone, smoking—yes, smoking in the chair which but a mo-
ment since had held her too!

He had but just lit the cigar, a paltry device to blind my eyes.

“Look here, Hal,” said I, “I can’t stand this any longer. May
I ask you one thing? Let me see her once, just once, that I may
say good-bye, and then neither of you need see me again!”

Hal rose to his feet and looked me straight in the eye. Then
he threw that whole cigar out of the window, and walked to
within two feet of me.

“Are you crazy,” he said. “I ask her! I! I have never had speech
of her in my life! And you—" He stopped and turned away.
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“And [ what?” I would have it out now whatever came.

“And you have seen her day after day—talked with her—I
need not repeat all that my eyes have seen!”

“You need not, indeed,” said I. “It would tax even your in-
vention. I have never seen her in this room but once, and then
but for a fleeting glimpse—no word. From the street I have
seen her often—with you!”

He turned very white and walked from me to the window,
then turned again.

“I have never seen her in this room for even such a moment as
you own to. From the street I have seen her often—with you!”

We looked at each other.

“Do you mean to say,” | inquired slowly, “that I did not see
you just now sitting in that chair, by that window, with her in
your arms?”

“Stop!” he cried, throwing out his hand with a fierce ges-
ture. It struck sharply on the corner of the chair-back. He
wiped the blood mechanically from the three-cornered cut,
looking fixedly at me.

“I saw you,” said 1.

“You did not!” said he.

I turned slowly on my heel and went into my room. I could
not bear to tell that man, my more than brother, that he lied.

I sat down on my bed with my head on my hands, and pres-
ently I heard Hal’s door open and shut, his step on the stair,
the front door slam behind him. He had gone, 1 knew not
where, and if he went to his death and a word of mine would
have stopped him, I would not have said it. I do not know how
long I sat there, in the company of hopeless love and jealousy
and hate.

Suddenly, out of the silence of the empty room, came the
steady swing and creak of the great chair. Perhaps—it must
be! I sprang to my feet and noiselessly opened the door. There
she sat by the window, looking out, and—yes—she threw a
kiss to some one below. Ah, how beautiful she was! How
beautiful! I made a step toward her. I held out my hands, I ut-
tered I know not what—when all at once came Hal’s quick
step upon the stairs.
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She heard it, too, and, giving me one look, one subtle, mys-
terious, triumphant look, slipped past me and into my room
just as Hal burst in. He saw her go. He came straight to me
and I thought he would have struck me down where I stood.

“Out of my way,” he cried. “I will speak to her. Is it not
enough to see?”—he motioned toward the window with his
wounded hand—*“Let me pass!”

“She is not there,” I answered. “She has gone through into
the other room.”

A light laugh sounded close by us, a faint, soft, silver laugh,
almost at my elbow.

He flung me from his path, threw open the door, and en-
tered. The room was empty.

“Where have you hidden her?” he demanded. I coldly
pointed to the other door.

“So her room opens into yours, does it?” he muttered with a
bitter smile. “No wonder you preferred the ‘view!” Perhaps I
can open it too?” And he laid his hand upon the latch.

I smiled then, for bitter experience had taught me that it was
always locked, locked to all my prayers and entreaties. Let him
kneel there as I had! But it opened under his hand! I sprang to
his side, and we looked into—a closet, two by four, as bare
and shallow as an empty coffin!

He turned to me, as white with rage as 1 was with terror. I
was not thinking of him,

“What have you done with her?” he cried. And then
contemptuously—*“That I should stop to question a liar!”

I paid no heed to him, but walked back into the other room,
where the great chair rocked by the window.

He followed me, furious with disappointment, and laid his
hand upon the swaying back, his strong fingers closing on it
till the nails were white.

“Will you leave this place?” said he.

“No,” said I.

“I will live no longer with a liar and a traitor,” said he.

“Then you will have to kill yourself,” said I.

With a murttered oath he sprang upon me, but caught his
foot in the long rocker, and fell heavily.
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So wild a wave of hate rose in my heart that I could have
trampled upon him where he lay—killed him like a dog—but
with a mighty effort I turned from him and left the room.

When I returned it was broad day. Early and still, not sun-
rise yet, but full of hard, clear light on roof and wall and road-
way. | stopped on the lower floor to find the landlady and
announce my immediate departure. Door after door I knocked
at, tried and opened; room after room I entered and searched
thoroughly; in all that house, from cellar to garret, was no fur-
nished room but ours, no sign of human occupancy. Dust,
dust, and cobwebs everywhere. Nothing else.

With a strange sinking of the heart I came back to our own
door.

Surely I heard the landlady’s slow, even step inside, and that
soft, low laugh. I rushed in.

The room was empty of all life; both rooms utterly empty.

Yes, of all life; for, with the love of a lifetime surging in my
heart, [ sprang to where Hal lay beneath the window, and
found him dead.

Dead, and most horribly dead. Three heavy marks—
blows—three deep, three cornered gashes—I started to my
feet—even the chair had gone!

Again the whispered laugh. Out of that house of terror I fled
desperately.

From the street I cast one shuddering glance at the fateful
window.

The risen sun was gilding all the housetops, and its level
rays, striking the high panes on the building opposite, shone
back in a calm glory on the great chair by the window, the
sweet face, down-dropped eyes, and swaying golden head.
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The dawn colors creep up my bedroom wall, softly, slowly.

Darkness, dim gray, dull blue, soft lavender, clear pink, pale
yellow, warm gold—sunlight.

A new day.

With the great sunrise great thoughts come.

[ rise with the world. I live, I can help. Here close at hand lie
the sweet home duties through which my life shall touch the
others! Through this man made happier and stronger by my
living; through these rosy babies sleeping here in the growing
light; through this small, sweet, well-ordered home, whose
restful influence shall touch all comers; through me too,
perhaps—there’s the baker, I must get up, or this bright pur-
pose fades.

How well the fire burns! Its swift kindling and gathering
roar speak of accomplishment. The rich odor of coffee steals
through the house.

John likes morning-glories on the breakfast table—scented
flowers are better with lighter meals. All is ready—healthful,
dainty, delicious.

The clean-aproned little ones smile milky-mouthed over
their bowls of mush. John kisses me good-bye so happily.

Through this dear work, well done, I shall reach, I shall
help—but I must get the dishes done and not dream.

“Good morning! Soap, please, the same kind. Coffee, rice,
two boxes of gelatine. That’s all, I think. Oh—crackers! Good
morning.”

There, I forgot the eggs! I can make these go, I guess. Now
to soak the tapioca. Now the beets on, they take so long. I’ll
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bake the potatoes—they don’t go in yet. Now babykins must
have her bath and nap.

A clean hour and a half before dinner, I can get those little
nightgowns cut and basted. How bright the sun is! Amaranth
lies on the grass under the rosebush, stretching her paws
among the warm, green blades. The kittens tumble over her.
She’s brought them three mice this week. Baby and Jack are on
the warm grass too—happy, safe, well. Careful, dear! Don’t
go away from little sister!

By and by when they are grown, I can—O there! the bell!

Ah, welll—yes—I'd like to have joined. I believe in it, but I
can’t now. Home duties forbid. This is my work. Through this,
in time—there’s the bell again, and it waked the baby!

As if I could buy a sewing machine every week! I’ll put out a
bulletin, stating my needs for the benefit of agents. I don’t be-
lieve in buying at the door anyway, yet I suppose they must
live. Yes, dear! Mamma'’s coming!

I wonder if torchon would look better, or Hamburg? It’s
softer but it looks older. Oh, here’s that knit edging grandma
sent me. Bless her dear heart!

There! I meant to have swept the bed-room this morning so
as to have more time to-morrow. Perhaps I can before dinner.
It does look dreadfully. I’ll just put the potatoes in. Baked po-
tatoes are so good! I love to see Jack dig into them with his
little spoon.

John says I cook steak better than anyone he ever saw.

Yes, dear?

Is that so? Why, I should think they’d know better. Can’t
the people do anything about it?

Why no—not personally—but 1 should think yox might.
What are men for if they can’t keep the city in order.

Cream on the pudding, dear?

That was a good dinner. I like to cook. I think housework is
noble if you do it in a right spirit.

That pipe must be seen to before long. I'll speak to John
about it, Coal’s pretty low, too.

Guess I'll put on my best boots, I want to run down town
for a few moments—in case mother comes and can stay with
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baby. I wonder if mother wouldn’t like to join that—she has
time enough. But she doesn’t seem to be a bit interested in out-
side things. | ought to take baby out in her carriage, but it’s so
heavy with Jack, and yet Jack can’t walk a great way. Besides,

if mother comes 1 needn’t. Maybe we’ll all go in the car—but " .

that’s such an undertaking! Three o’clock!

Jack! Jack! Don’t do that—here—wait a moment.

I ought to answer Jennie’s letter. She writes such splendid
things, but I don’t go with her in half she says. A woman can-
not do that way and keep a family going. I’ll write to her this
evening.

Of course, if one could, I'd like as well as anyone to be in
those great live currents of thought and action. Jennie and I
were full of it in school. How long ago that seems. But I never
thought then of being so happy. Jennie isn’t happy, | know—
she can’t be, poor thing, till she’s a wife and mother.

O, there comes mother! Jack, deary, open the gate for
Grandma! So glad you could come, mother dear! Can you stay
awhile and let me go down town on a few errands?

Mother looks real tired. | wish she would go out more and
have some outside interests. Mary and the children are too
much for her, I think. Harry ought not to have brought them
home. Mother needs rest. She’s brought up one family.

There, I've forgotten my list, 1 hurried so. Thread, elastic,
buttons; what was that other thing? Maybe I’ll think of it.

How awfully cheap! How can they make them at that price!
Three, please. I guess with these 1 can make the others last
through the year. They’re so pretty, too. How much are these?
Jack’s got to have a new coat before long—not to-day.

O dear! I've missed that car, and mother can’t stay after
five! I’ll cut across and hurry.

Why the milk hasn’t come, and John’s got to go out early to-
night. I wish the election was over.

I’'m sorry, dear, but the milk was so late I couldn’t make it.
Yes, I’ll speak to him. O, no, I guess not; he’s a very reliable
man, usually, and the milk’s good. Hush, hush, baby! Papa’s
talking!

Good night, dear, don’t be too late.
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Sleep, baby, sleep!
The large stars are the sheep,
The little stars are the lambs, I guess,
And the fair moon is the shepherdess.
Sleep, baby, sleep!

How pretty they look! Thank God, they keep so well.

It’s no use, I can’t write a letter to-night—especially to Jen-
nie. I’'m too tired. I'll go to bed early. John hates to have me
wait up for him late. I'll go now, if it is before dark—then get
up early tomorrow and get the sweeping done. How loud the
crickets are! The evening shades creep down my bedroom
wall—softly—slowly.

Warm gold—pale yellow—clear pink—soft lavender—dull
blue—dim gray—darkness.



