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: this bewilderment of snow and sunlight.
Al pati It was & kind of fairy thing as yer, and
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CHAPTER XXIII

Yolande was a strlet and  faithful
guardinn; and Mr. Romford, no doubt
finding it impossible to get =peech of her
mother alone, had probably left the place,
for they saw no more of him, Indeed,
they were thinking of other matters. Yo-
linde was anxious to get away to the
south, and yet afrald to risk the fatigue
of traveling on a system obviously so
frall as her mother’s was, She kept lin-
gering on and on in the hope of secing
some Improvement taking place, but her
mother, though much more cheerful in
#pirits, did not seem to galn In strength:
Indeed, she seemed physically so weak
that agaln and again Yolande postponed
their departure, This also had its draw-
backs, for the weather wans becoming
more and more wintry, and out-of-door
exercise was belug restricted. It was
too cold for driving; Yolande had ment
back the pony carringe, Then she dared
not exposs her mother to wnortherly or
easterly winds, Frequently now she had
to go out for her mworning walk by hep-
self, a brisk promenade onee or twice up
and down tha pinr haing snongh to send
her home with pink cheeks. At last she
snid to her mother, with some timidity:

“I have been thinking, mother, that
we might take some one's advice as to
whether you are strong enough to bear
the journey,”

“I think I could go,” the mother mnid.
“Ob, yes, I should like to try, Yolande,
for you seem 80 anxlous about It, and of
course Worthing must be dull for you.”

The girl went and stood by her moth-
er's side;, and put her hand gently on her
shoulder,

“Mother, my father |s fretting that he
can be of no service to us,"

under a sheet of dazling snow! That
is to say, as much of the world as was
vigible—the pavement, and the street,
and the promennde, and the beach; he
youd that the windwruflled bosom of the
sen was dark and sullen o comparison
with this brillilant white wonder lying
all around. And still the northerly gale
blew hard; and one after another
strangely dark clouds were blown aeross
the sky, untll, na they got far enough
to the msouth, the sun would shine
through them with a strange coppery lus-
ter, and then would disappear altogether,
and the dark sea would become almost
black. And then again the fierce wind
would hurry on the smoke-colored pall to
the horizon; and there would he glimpses
of a pale blue aky flecked with streaks
of white; and the brilllant sunlight would
be all sround them once more on the
bonts and the shingle and railings and
the snow-whitened streets.

Now Yolande's mother was strangely
excited by the scene, for it confirmed her
in a curious fancy she had formed that
during all the time she had been under
(:ll} ;u::uEuLl: U: t:nld-\'.‘ L.l‘ My n‘.u: ;l“l: :f‘-’l—l.
living In a dream, and that she was now
making the acquoaintance again of the
familiar features of the world as she once
bad known them,

“It seems years and years since I saw
the snow,” she said, looking on the shin-
ing white world In a mild entrancenient
of delight. *Oh, Yolande, I should like
to see the fnlling suow—I should like to
feel it on my hands.'

“You are likely to see It soon enough,
mother,” said the girl, who had noticed
how from time to time the thick clouds
going over shrouded everything in an
ominous gloom. *“In the meantime 1 shall

“Oh, no, no, no, Yolande,"” the otler

HER MOTHER WAS STANDING IN THE BALCONY.

crled, with a sudden terror. “Don't
think of it, Yolande—it would kill me—
he will never forgive me."

“Tlere Is no forgiveness needed, moth-
er; aI!“t!mt is over and forgotten. Moth-
or—

But the mere mention of this proposal
seemed to have driven the poor woman
Into a kind of frenzy. Bhe clung to her
daughter's arm, and said in a wild sort
of wny: -

“If I snw him, Yolande, I should think
he was coming to take you nway from
me—to take you away from me! It
would be the old dnys come back again
—and—and the lawyers i

Bhe was all trembling now, and ellug-
ing to the girl's arni,

“Stay with me, Yolande—satny with
me. 1 know I have doue great harm
and injury, and I eannot ask him to for-
give me; but you, I have not harmed
you, I ean lock lnto your face without
repronch.”

“I will atay with you, mother, don’t
be nfrail. Now proy calin yourself; 1
won't speak of that again If it troubles
you; we shall be just by onr two selves
for as long as ever you like, and as for
Inwyers, and doctors, or anyhody else,
why, you shall not be allowed to know
that they exisr'

8o she gradually got her mother ealm-
ed sgain; and by and by, when she got
the apportunity, she sat down and wrote
to her father, saying that at present jt
wins lwpossible he should come and see
them, for that the mere snggestion of
gnch a thing had violently alnrmed and
excited her mother, and that excitement
of any kind did her most serious mis-
chief. Bhe added that she feared she
wonld have to take the responsibility of
deciding whether they should attempt
the journey; that most likely they would
proceed by short stages, and that, In that
cnse, she would write to him again for
directions as to where they should go on
arriving in Parls.

They had fixed definitely the day of
their departure, when on the very night
before, the varying northerly winds thig
had been hlowing with more or less bit-
terness for some time, cnlminated In a
gale. It was an unusual quarter—most
of the gales on that part of the const
comipg from the south and the south-
west: but all the snme the wind during
the night blew with the fores of o hurri-
ecane, and the whole house shook and
trembled.  Then, In the morning, what
was their astonishment to find the sun-
light pouring in at the parlor windows;
and outside, the world white and hushed

go round after breakfost and tell Mr.
Watherston not to send the carringe; we
can't start in a snowstorm."

“But why not send Jane, Yolande?
It will be bitterly cold outside.”

“I suppose it would be no ealder for
me than for her,” Yolande sall.  And
then she added, with a smile of confes-
sion, “'besides, I want to see what every-
thing looks like.”

“Will you let me go with you? May
I?" sald the mother, wistfully.

“You?" said Yolande, laughing. “Yes,
that is likely—that is very likely! You
nre in good condition to face a gale from
the northeast, and walk through suow
at the same time,"

When Yolande went out gha found It
was bitterly cold, even though the ter-
race houses sheltered her from the north-
east wind, Bhe wnlked qulckly—and
even with a kind of exhilaration, for this
new thing in the world was a kind of
excltement; and when she had gone and
delivered her message, she thought she
wotld have a turn or two up and down
the pler, for there the snow had been in
. measure swept from the planks, and
there was freer walking, Moreover, she
had the whole promenade to herself; and
when she got to the end she counld turn

to find befare her the spectacle of the'

long line of coast sund the hills inland
all whitened with the snow, while nround
her the sullen-hued gea seemed to shiver
under the gusts of wind that swept down
on It, Walking back was not so com-
fortable ns walking out; nevertheless,
she took another turn or two, for she
knew that if the snow began to fall she
might be imprisoned for the day: nnd
she enjoyed all the natural delight of a
sound constitution in brisk exercise. She
had to walk smartly to withstand the
cold, and the fight against the wind was
something; altogether, ghe remained on
the pier longer than she had intended.

Then something touched her cheek,
and stung her, as It were. 8he turned
and looked; soft white flakes—n fow of
them only, but they were large—worp
coming fluttering along and past her; and
here and there one alighted on hor dress
like a moth, and hung there. It was
strange, for the sunlight was shining all
around her, and thers were no vory
threateniug clouds visible over the land,
But they grew more and more frequent ;
they lit on her halr, and she took them
off; they lit on her eyelnshes, and molt-
ed molst and cold into her eyes; at length
they had given a falrly white coating to
the front of her dresa, and so she made
up her mind to make for home, through

wonderful and beautiful: Lur she kpew
very well that as soon as the dlouds had
drifted over far enough to obscure the
sun, it would look much less wonderful
and supernatural, and ®he would merely
be making her way through an ordinary
and somewhat heavy fall of SNOW,

But when she got nesr i the house |
something canght her eyes there that
filled her with a sudden Jiimay., Her
mother was standing In the haleony, and
she had her hands outstretliel ay If she |
were taking a childish delizhe in freling
the flakes fall on her fngers, and when
khe saw Yolande she Wurel a pleasant
recoguition to her,  Yolamle—sick g
heart with dread—hurricd 1o the door,
ran upstajrs when she got in, and rushed
to the baleony, Bhe was Lregthless, sha
could not speak, she coull inly seize her
motier by the arm and drag her into the
room,

e

[opsT

Near the head of Black River Val-

“Why, what Is it, Yolande?" the moth- |ley, in Windsor County, Yermout, ten

er said. *I saw you eoming through the
know. Iso't It beautiful—beautifull It
lovks like dreams and pletures of long |
ago—Il have not felt snow on my hands

and my hair for 80 nany and many
renrs—-""
“How could you be su imprudent,

mother!” the girl sald, wlen she had
got breath. “Aod withont a  shawl!
Where was Jane? To stund out in the
snow——""

“It was only for a minute, Yolande,"
said she, while the girl was dusting the
snow from her mother's shoulders and
aurms with her pocket handkerchief, *It
was only a minute—aud it was so
strange to ses snow agnin"

“But why do you go out? why did you
g0 out?" the girl repeuted. “On a bit-
terly eold marning Vke thia and haro.
beaded and bare peckel

“Well, yes, it iy cold ourside,” she sald,
with an involuntary shiver. "I did not
think It would be so coll, There, that
will do, Yolande; I will #it down by the
fire and get warm again”

During that evening Yolande's mother
seemed somewhat depressed, and also a
little hit feverish and wncomfortable.

*1 should not wonder if you were go-
ing to have a wery bad cold, mother,”
girl enid. *I should not wonder If you
had caught ' chill by piing out on the
baleony."

“Nonsense, nonsense, child; it was only
for & minute or so. But I am a little
tired, T think I will go to hed now; and
perhaps Jane could ask for an extra
blunket for me. You need not be alnrm-
ed. If I have caught n slight cold—
well, you eny we ought not to sturt In
such weather in any enxe”

*“*Shall T come and resd to you, moth-

er "
“No, po; why should yon trouble?
Most likely I shall go to sleep. No, I

will leave you to your novel; nnd you
must deaw In your chair to the fire; and
soon you will have forgoiren that there
is such a thing as snow.”

And so they bade good tilzht to each

other, and Yolande was not seriously
disturbed,

(T he continued.)

AS TO KITCHEN PERQUISITES,

Cooks and Stewards Who Get Com-=
missions on Purchoses,

Perquisites for the head of the
kitchen are matters to be mentioned
with bated breath. They are spme-
thing that nelther the cook, chef nor
market wan wil allow, yer It s a well-
known fact that In most large lwuse-
holds the steward of the establish-
ment, whoever that may be, makes a
comfonrtable Income In commissions, It
was the dealer, nndoubtedly, who he-
gan this, but the custom has developed
as it has grown, npnd demands for com-
missions kave multiplied and ocenslon-
ally a little information crops  out
through some who feecls ag-
grieved,

YIt was all right,” groaned the mar
ket man the other day, “when I al-
lowed them 5 or 10 per cent on the
bills, but when they hegln to demand
15 and 20 it looks serlons.

At some of the hureaus where high-
priced domestles rexister they will not
take one whom they know exacts com-
missions, There are few wlo are re-
fused on that account, however, for,
as stated, It 1s not a subject that s
usually mentloned.  One high-priced
cook, however, Lins winlted for several
months for a posltlon beeause sghe re-
fused to take one where g housekeep-
er wna employed, and she wis caon-
sclentionsly kept from others on the
ground that she was looking for per-
quirites,

One family In New York absolutely
refuses to allow any one in {ts employ
to receive commissions on honsehold
supplles  purchased.  They look Into
the matter carefully and none is given,
However, if the shopman Is so mind-
&1 or the cook sends a letter saying
that timeg arve hard and money searce
and he then gends ont a little present
of 820 or $25 who can obiect? That 1s
0 slmple way to get around the matter
and no one is the wiser,

There may be an understanding with
the famlly that a commisglon s to ba
recefved and the suliject 18 then on as
legitimnte a basls 03 that of any other
busluess. As a rle, however, it is
generally understood, and the ndstress
of the house, though she may hnve ob-
Jectlons, closes her eyes and puts the
whole thing comfortihuy ont of mind.
If she doesn't, It mikes no difference;
ghe ean do little to prevent It

“T know my house employes recelve
commissions,' =nil the mistress of one
wenlthy family the other day, *“but
what ean one do? If T shonld allow
mysolf to be worrled by suel things 1
should bhe perfectly misernble and if I
witched the domestics all the tima 1
could do nothing clse.”

(LT

milles from the nearest rollway statien
ut Ludlow, lles the hamlet of Plym-
outh Union, What the populntion llves
on 18 o question diffienlt to answer
Fortuuntely, it costs very little to llve
lthere. A majority of the population
are in one way or another supported
by Civil War penslons. A tlda] wave
of patriotism muost have swept through
|this section of Vermont In the early
sixties,

The most Interesting inhabltant of
Plymouth Unlon & “Aunt Esther”
Dramon, the last on the roll of Federal
pensioners as wldow of n soldier of
the Revolution. “Aunt Esther” was
born in Plymouth township, not far
from her present home, on the ficst day
|of August, 1814, She was one of a
famlily of elght or nine, born to a her-
Itage of poverty, Her father 18 remem-
|bered na o “stirring” man, who began
I'fe with nothlng, marrlsd prematore-
[, and worked bard to provide for nfs
famlly, In cutting tlmber to bnild
them a house he wns killed by the fall
[of a tree. His wilow was left with-
out resources and found It lmpossible
to holid her family together. One by
one they were “hound out” to service,
{and were never reunited. At a teénder
nge Esther wns thus put to work and
remembers this perlod chlefly as one
of negleet and {ll-treatinent.

By one kind of work or another,
mostly domestle service, she made
shift to live, and finally drifted to
Tyason, which then hnd n charcodl

blast farnnce and was something of a
center of netivity., She 18 sald to have
taught a distriet sehool for one or two
terms,  Her own edueation had been
very lmited, and teaching could not
have offered her a successful ecnreer
By thus dolng.whntever enme in hor
| way, she managed to support hoerself
(untll she was 21 years old, when she
| married.,

Her cholee of a husband
well consldered. Noah Damon, whom
she wedded after a brief courtship,
was a4 wildower 75 or 70 years  old,
with adult ehlldren and a record of
wond gerviee ns a solidller of the Revoly-
tlon In  sundry Masachusetts com-
munds, He [s traditlonally remember-
ed as an easy-golng, honest, Improvi
[dent man, and not incllned to ba In
dustrions, It 18 sald that Esther Sum.
ner was misled ns to his abllity and
willingness to support her, nnd thonghit
le bl same property, whereas he had
none.  Perhaps he was an optimist by
'1.t1|1pnrn|m~nr, Thelr marringe wna oal-
chrated on the Gth of September, 1835,

The young wife soon dlscovered
that, for her, the muirrlage relatlon
mennt not only supporting herself by

wns  not

HOW THE WAR CHANGED THE MAP.
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continued hard work for small Wuges
but supporting her husband as well,
He was quite wllling to entertaln her
with storles of the war, but these did
not seem to compensate for the added
burden she had unwittipgly agsumed.
She Inslsted that Damon's children
should make some provislon for hlm,
This led to misunderstandings and
family onarrala And thow finally took
thie old man to 0 farm in New Hamp-
shire, to which the young wife refuseil
to go.

No separation other than that de-
scribed was sought or desired. Damon
never censed to erave his wife's com-
punfonship; she, In turn, while unwill-
Ing to be a dependent npon the Damon
fanmily, spured enough of her menger
earnings to keep him elothed, and 'n
other ways to provide for hls comfort,
In some way Damon got money to
make a trip to Boston to visit some
frienda, and from this outing he never
returned. He died on the journey,
whileh was probably ton mueh for his
falllng strength, but whether In golng
to or coming from Boston s not clear.

After the death of her husband,
which In the eclreumstanees  eannot
hnve been a very keen bereavement,
Mra., Damon reallzed that she  had
other duties than  self-interest nlone
anggested,  Fler mother was then old
and poor and friendless, Esther took
her nud eared for her to the end of ner
Nfe. Mo ennble her to do thls she
leased o little farm nenr Reading, VE,
al worked It ns well as she eould
with the help of a hired man,

After her mother's death she did not
feel equal to contlnulng this profitless
and unsatisfactory enterprise, and re-
tnrned to Plymoul Unlon to take up
hed residence with an old resident of
that place, a Mrs. Snow., who had a
honuse, but no Income. In that house
she has lved for the past sixteen
venrs, nnd there she hopes amd  ex-
pects to remaln for the rest of her lfe.
During a perlod of many years she
has been In receipt of a Federal pen-
slon of $8 per month, and this meager
provision had to suffice In a large de-
gree for the nesds of both old women,
The penslon has lately been Increased
to $24 per month.

With the exception of n sllght deaf-
ness, Mra, Damon retalng her faculties
remnrkably.

BEFORE,
Itussiun tervitory shown In bluck, Jap

LETTERS SHE NEVER SENDS,

Woman Writes Many Jnst to Get
Things Off Her Mind.

1 write lots of lettors that 1 never
mall,” sald o Kansus Clity woman to
a friend recently, “What do I do with
them? 1 tear them up, 1 write them
slmply to get things I want to say off
my mind. For instance, If the butcher
linng sent me o medloere stenk and 1 am
mad ahout it 1 don't enll hlm up and
scold him, I send the steak biuek and
then sit down nnd write n letter glving
lim the very miselilef for his eare-
lossness, When I have written 1t I
rend It over. | have the rebuke out of
me and I feel better, Next I tear the
letter up, The butcher gets his steak
back and knows he wus eareless, He
sends another one and 18 more eareful
next time. He didn't need the ealling

AFTER,
unese terrltory or sphere of Influence

in white or shaded.

Bvery once In a while I &lt down and
write notes to people telling them ex-
actly what I think of them, When I
get the things 1 want to say off my
mind the notes are destroyed and I
nm relleved,  That Is the way 1 keep
people Hking me, I say what I think
of them and have the satisfaction that
comes from saylng It, but It never
renches them or anybody else”—Kan-
sng Clty Times,

Discouraging.
“Here Is another exanwple of the
Irony of fate"”
“What's that?”
"Why when eggs are cheap and
plentiful all the had netors are taking
a rest."—~Clevelnand Plain Dealer.

It Is only after some people are
plunted under six feet ‘of eurth thag

down, but I needed to get rid of it

they cease to say “I told you so.”




