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Matters in (General

% HERE are houses and houses.
1 Comfort and cleanliness are not
indigenous to any special soil.
They are, rather, like growth in
grace — the outcome of struggle,

of conflict and of eternal patience.
We all know that in the midst of life we are in
death, and, in the ceaseless disintegration that
goes on everywhere the house and its belongings
are not spared. Moth and dust are busy with
the clothing, curtains and rugs, while silent chem-
ical agencies cease not, by day or night, proclaim-




PLATTERS AND  “PIPIiCIE

ing themselves in mould, fermentation and cdecay,
apparent to the sight and to the sense of smell.
What the cook calls “spoiling’ 1s but a varied
reminder of the temporary nature of all things
earthly. Matter may be indestructible, but its
transformations are without end and number.

There are some melancholy verses pasted in
more than one woman’s scrapbook which recite
the woes of the despairing housekeeper who
throughout her existence swept and dusted, and
scrubbed, waging a life-long war against dirt.
The conclusion of the whole matter was, that,
overcome at last, she lay down and “was buried in
dirt” — a tragical conclusion which must be ac-
cepted, notwithstanding Richard Grant White’s
strictures against the hateful word.

It is the inevitable end, of course, but it 1s not,
after all, a cause for hopeless discouragément.
Because one-must work to- -day, and to-morrow
and the next day, doing pretty much the same
things over and over again, it should not really
dishearten one. The great mother of us all, Dame
Nature herself, proceeds in the same round, on

10
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the same plan, and so furnishes the race an eter-
nal example of perfect order and submission.

The leaves that swell and burst, and shake
themselves free, under the skies of May, to find
the sun shining, the birds singing, the soft south
wind blowing, are doomed to wither and fall.
Beyond the heavenly graciousness of spring, the
- fervid heat of midsummer, the frost is waiting to
blight, and the snow to cover them. But what
of it? They will come again and yet again, with
unfailing verdancy from the secret places of cre-
ation.

Women are apt to rebel against what they call
“the monotony of housework.” But what work,
well done, is not monotonous? The husband and
father goes to his shop or office six days in the
week, often the whole year round. IHe pores
over his ledgers, contends with stupid and idle
employees, and has a thousand vexations which
he knows are inseparable from the business he
has chosen. Between the sins of the slatternly
maid in the kitchen, and the blunders of clerks
or workmen, that may involve the loss of thous-

11
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ands of dollars, there is certainly not much
choice.

The only wisdom is not to expect perfection —
an unattainable state that no human being has
yet achieved.

When Euphemia kindles the kitchen fire with
gasoline — with disastrous consequences —one
must reflect that, if she knew better, she would
not be in the kitchen at all, but in a “nate house
of her own,” or perhaps on your calling list. To
put one’s expectations on “a low plane” — to
use one of the trite expressions of the hour —is
alike to be prepared for disappointment, should
it come, or for joyful and ecstatic surprise if it
doesn’t.

“Think on your marcies,” as Uncle Tom coun-
seled, in his beautiful faith in the Giver of all
good gifts. If the biscuits are heavy, be thank-
ful that they are not poisonous; if your second
best muslin has been faded to a sickly grey by
one of those perfectly harmless washing pow-
ders, be thankful that you still have a first best
that you can, in an emergency, “do up” your-

12
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self, or send to the cleaner — one of course whom
you know well. This method, resolutely adopted
and followed, will develop philosophic endur-
ance, if not a cheerfulness, passing that of
Mark Tapley, in all but the hopelessly dyspeptic

or the victims of hereditary melancholia.

In the midst of much mending, patching,
darning and altering, the minds of the orthodox
turn wistfully to the imperishable garments of
the children of Israel sojourning in the wilder-
ness. No wonder that then and there was de-
veloped a superior type — “Mothers in Israel”
— who have been a synonym to this day, for all
the high virtues of exceeding godliness.

But, reflect upon their opportunities! Those
simple and indestructible garments which noth-
ing could soil, or tear, or mar in any way! For
forty years the fashions never changed. The
sleeves, full at the top and tight at the wrist one
season, did not maliciously and perversely re-
verse themselves the next, and if they were but-
toned it was with buttons that never came off;
or, if tied, with strings that never broke. This

13
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one department of household economics, to use
another word in high favor just now, left hours
for devotion and meditation, under circumstances
that tended to soothe the most irritable nerves
and the most perturbed spirit.

But the blessings of the Chosen Ones did not
end there, for, with the entire elimination of the
clothes problem, they knew nothing of houses
~with modern improvements, and, for a time, at
least, manna was rained down from Heaven, only
to be gathered, fresh and satisfying, every morn-
ing. There were no struggles with brands of
poor flour and adulterated baking-powder, no
by-products of coal-tar, no glucose, no cotton-
seed oil, or health foods; nor were the days of
high teas, ceremonious luncheons or the ten
course dinner even prophesied, though that was
the dawn of a prophetic age.

When one reflects upon all this, one is amazed
that the Mothers in Israel — the only women of
leisure that ever lived — did not set their faces
stubbornly against further emigration. No
Promised Land could have offered them half the

14
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opportunities for high thinking and serene char-
acter building that they found there in what has
passed into history — and very mistakenly — as
the wilderness.

The Promised Land, once reached, meant for
their lords, who apparently had not yet become
their masters, endless warfare with tribes whose
names alone constitute entire lessons in the morn-
ing service from time to time during the ecclesi-
astical year; and for themselves living in houses
with all that appertains thereto.

With their indestructible clothes and an un-
failing supply of manna, they might have estab-
lished an ideal civilization in the wilderness based
upon perfect equality — a spiritual and intel-
lectual communism beyond all imagining.

They did not; hence the combined ills and occu-
pations that have descended to the present gener-
ation. Upon the whole, however, these descend-
ants have not acquitted themselves so badly when
one bears in mind the steady increase of obstacles
to the simple life which we are all discussing
a great deal and avoiding as much as possible.

15
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Indeed, I am reminded in this connection of a
good old clergyman of the primitive Baptist
Church who used to combine lecturing on tem-
perance with his sermonizing. Ie was address-
ing a drowsy audience one hot August afternoon
in the village court-house. Frightful examples
of the effects of intemperance were cited and end-
less facts and figures poured into the dulled ears
of his hearers. ILast of all, he said:

“Those present who wish to do so may now
sign the pledge. The females need not sign. The
females are doing as well as they know how.”

16
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About Kitchens

B9 HE kitchen is like the power-
. ¥ house of an electric railway. The
comfortable cars fly fast as the
wind over the smooth rails. The
passenger sits in his cushioned seat,
reads his paper, or looks out of the
window at the changing landscape. He sees the
varied life of town and village, the cattle in the
fields, the orchards pink with blossoms, or the
boughs hung with fruit surpassing in brilliancy
the jewelled trees of Aladdin’s adventure. The
motorman keeps his eve fixed on the track be-

17
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fore him; the conductor collects the fares and an-
swers questions, stops and lets pcople off and
takes them on. All this time, far off, out of sight,
the great wheels revolve where the potent force
is generated — where the elements do not inter-
fere — under the watchful eyes and the guid-
ance of other hands, unseen and unknown to the
traveller.

The kitchen fire is really the mot've power of
the whole domestic machinery, and the presiding
genius that regulates it is a sort of culinary en-
gineer.

There are lazy women who profess superiority
to nourishment for the body. If left to them-
selves, they browse off the pantry shelves, as
Wordsworth and his helpmeet are said to
‘have done, taking what they find, ‘“because it
is too much trouble to set the table and cook for
one.” 'These are the sad and erring patrons of
restaurants who lunch on ice cream and lemon
pie, and dine on nothing but entrées, few in num-
ber, but potent in the promotion of indigestion.

I have in mind a writer on a western news-

18
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paper, hard-worked and not wealthy. She did
what is called “light housekeeping,” in two small
rooms — that is, she prepared her own breakfasts
and luncheons. Now, as she was a newspaper
writer — or simply a woman writer, for that
matter — it will be at once assumed that she
- could not cook or keep house — “light,” or other-
wise. The opinion is one of those stubborn,
lingering fallacies like the unreliable proverbs
which Charles Lamb has dissected, though not
yet likewise disproved.

In reality, this woman was highly skilled,
to such a degree that if she had been a theoso-
phist — which she was not —she would have
chosen in her next incarnation to be a cook, and
leave the typewriter and fountain pen to those
who had @ons of punishment to undergo for their
sins. Her napery was of the finest; her china
and silver shone with much polishing, and to the
breakfast of fruit, coffee, rolls and chops, a queen
might have been asked any day in the week.
What she had, though simple, was of the best
and beautifully served, and in that spotless sit-

19
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ting-room, when the table was cleared, there
never was the faintest smell or suggestion of
cooking. She had a closed cabinet for her dishes,
utensils which were light and few in number, a
covered shelf at the back window for butter,
milk, and fruit in mild weather, and the use of
the refrigerator in the basement. She was a
walking advertisement of good living—sound
digestion and healthy nerves.

She said, “I had but one catastrophe in the
whole three years — and that, of course, was
when I was expecting friends to lunch. At the
very last moment the coffee pot fell from the gas
jet into the upper bureau drawer, which I had
opened and forgotten to close. But that was
nothing of consequence. I made fresh coffee and
shut the drawer until I could set it to rights,
after the visitors left.”

This illustrates the fact that even in two-room
housekeeping there must be some semblance of
a kitchen, though it may not be recognized as
such.

20



RO U T Kl B Ol WiiNGS

In the old days, in old-fashioned houses, the
kitchen was the favorite family rendezvous.

“Where’s mother?” was the first query of hus-
band and sons, and without waiting the answer
they straightway sought the kitchen and there
they found her. And she was never bothered by
their incursions. Nervous prostration was at
that time unknown.

I remember what might have been an embar-
rassing situation had it not been frankly and
squarely met. A young lawyer asked permission,
which was granted, to call upon a young woman
of his acquaintance and bring with him a friend
— a dignitary of the state Supreme Court. It
was early in October, and the stoves were not
up — for that was long before the days of the
prosaic but convenient steam coil. Suddenly it
turned very cold. The man hurriedly engaged
to put up the parlor stove did not arrive until
six p. m. When it was moved in from the barn
and heaved into position it was found that the
pipe had one of those strange attacks of swelling

21
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that occur during summer storage, and it would
not and could not be made to fit.

By that time the shops were closed and the
callers were to arrive at eight. There were but
two alternatives: the callers could be received
in the icy parlor, there to shiver and catch pos-
sibly fatal pneumonia; or, they could have the
privilege of sitting by a comfortable fire in— the
kitchen!

Which should it be? After calm reiection,
false pride was cast to the winds, the sanctity of
the Supreme Court was resolutely disregarded.
What was a judge anyway— except in rare
instances — but a man? When the visitors
arrived the situation was explained. They ac-
cepted it like gentlemen, as they were, and both
being charming and interesting talkers, the time
passed swiftly. I am forced to acknowledge that
it was a very superior sort of a kitchen. It was
carpeted with a pretty rag carpet of the kind now
considered very high art, the table was covered
with a bright crimson cloth; there were nice
shades and fresh muslin curtains, and a collec-
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tion of thrifty geraniums in full bloom on the
window sill. One of those capacious modern re-
ceptacles that might be anything, held and hid
all the cooking supplies and paraphernalia. The
stove was brilliantly polished, and beside it were
drawn up three comfortable chairs. The clock
ticked cheerfully, and near at hand was the pan-
try from' which, at the psychological moment,
were brought forth satisfying things to eat and
drink. As a social function, the evening was an
entire success, which the novel surroundmgs ap-
peared only to enhance.

Our English cousins have a pleasant fashion
of “showing you the house,” once you have been
asked across its threshold. You are personally
conducted through drawing-rooms, library, re-
ception rooms, and even bedchambers, and they
never think of leaving out the kitchen.

“Would you like to peep into the kitchen and
see the cook making bread?’ asked a hospitable
matron who, in her shiny black silk dress and
high lace cap, lacked only the medizval cuirass

23
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and sword, to have posed for Britannia raling
the waves.

I have another English kitchen in mind —a
sweet place in Kent — “homely,” a British sub-
ject would have called it. There was a stone-
flagged floor, with stout beams of age-blackened
oak overhead, and many kinds of burnished cop-
per vessels were ranged along the walls. Here,
after a long walk across the twilight fields to
hear the nightingales sing in the copses, we gath-
ered about the well scoured table to refresh our-
selves with a truly English ten o’clock supper of
bread and butter, cheese, brawn and salad. To the
American guest, the ‘clock of time had stopped.
Her native land had only just been discovered;
telephones and telegraphs, air ships and motor
cars were questionable blessings and undreamed
of. Had the host begun to talk in the vernacular
of Pepys and Evelyn, she would not have been
surprised. But what American would have in-
vited an unfamiliar guest to supper at a deal
table in the kitchen, in that unaffected and truly
hospitable fashion? It must be confessed, how-

24
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ever, in extenuation, that few or none of us have
such kitchens. Ours are never so dignified and
massively simple, invaded as they have been by
all manner of balking, labor-saving inventions —
doubtful improvements in a disguise that they
will never shed — around which the plumber and
the electrician hover perpetually.

Much of the work to which the kitchen was
once devoted is now done elsewhere. The coffee
is ground at the grocer’s, and the morning slum-
bers of those who occupy the back bedchambers
are not disturbed by the reassuring rattle of the
coffee-mill.

Linoleum is warmer and easier to clean than
bare boards, and deadens Euphemia’s elephant-
ine tread — Kuphemia who has sniffed at and
rejected with scorn the sound-proof felt slippers
provided her gratuitously by a generous mistress.

The cabinets which have been mentioned, and
which really are not lightly to be rejected, re-
mind one, nevertheless, of folding beds. The
pot closet is decorously veiled; there are pictures
and illuminated calendars with a correct domestic

25
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sentiment for every day in the year; and there
are little recesses curtained with art chintz for the
dish, that never again, in this age of suppressed
imagination, will run away with the spoon.

The water is “laid on” as the English say,
though why, no one knows, and a turn of the
nickel-plated faucet in the sink lets forth a clear
stream which one is admonished by the Board of
Health to boil carefully before drinking, as a pre-
caution against typhoid germs.

Some of the inventions are really a saving of
backs, without which the woman’s club would
not be possible. But it is among the unsolvable
problems that with the multiplication of patent
contrivances our domestic burdens apparently
increase, and we have less leisure than ever.

The contented soul that pieced “Rising Sun”
patchwork quilts, did all the family sewing by
hand, and spun and wove the household flannel
and bleached the family linen, has vanished with
long-legged spiders and warming-pans, cakes
made with seventeen eggs— whites and yolks
beaten separately — and funeral invitations.

26
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But, to return to the original proposition, the
kitchen fire is really the motive power of the
whole domestic machinery. With that fire out,
the whole household mechanism comes to a stand-
still. Three good, plain, wholesome meals a day,
which must be produced from its stores and ap-
pliances, are necessary to the well-being of the
whole family, to the mother, herself ; to the father,
harassed by many business cares; to the children,
driven to the limit of their strength in the frantic
rivalry to “make credits” and pass grades.

And, though Euphemia may strike, or be dis-
abled with some sudden and acute ailment, the
situation need not become desperate. Family co-
operation can be secured with a little firmness;
simple diet may be prescribed. The practicable
rule observed of “washing up as you go,” put-
ting everything back in its place when it has been
used and is no longer needed, will, of itself, rob
the kitchen of half its terrors and restore at least
a part of its old pleasantness.

27
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The Pains and Pleasures
of Dish-washing

% NE of the mixed troubles of my
childhood 1is the recollection of

. standing on what was known as

“the flat-bottomed chair,” in one of
. the familiar crises — just after the
last maid-of-all-work had departed

and her successor had not yet arrived. The stand-
ing was not in the nature of discipline, but be-
cause I was short of stature and the table was
tall and covered with dishes to be washed — oh,
so many, many of them, ranging all the way
from the glasses, which to the undiscriminating

28
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mind of childhood it was a work of supereroga-
tion to dip into water again, to the spoons—
and everybody used so many — the plates, the
platters and the heavy vegetable dishes coated
with a hard, grey, “goose-flesh,” down to the
coarse cooking vessels. -

But my dissatisfaction was chiefly because I
was a feeble, ailing child; furthermore, being of
an imaginative and inventive turn, at the time
the dishes were to be washed I always wanted
to do something else. I recall having success-
fully relieved the tedium of rocking the baby by
drawing the cradle up to the open door —in the
absence of the family, of course — tying the
clothes line to it, then descending the steep back
steps, carrying the line with me to the farthest
limits of the side yard, and from this safe dis-
tance, with the protests of the baby materially
diminished, rocking it jerkily under the pleasant
shade of an apple tree. A Jerk too much upset
the cradle and the baby rolled out, luckily un-
hurt, which ended the experiment abruptly. But

29



PLATTERS AND - PIPK1TNS

while it lasted it had all the excitement of novelty
and the enjoyment of uncertainty.

We were musically inclined, I and the younger
sister who “wiped,” while I “washed,” and we
endeavored to throw a glamour over our task by
rendering selections from a long repertoire —
ballads, hymns, national airs, and what were then
known as “Sunday School songs.” These, at
that period, were peculiarly gloomy, chiefly re-
minders in verse of sudden and untimely death.
The singing was loud — there were no pianissimo
passages, even in the most funereal of the Sun-
day school songs, as we interpreted them. We
sang energetically and we unconsciously kept
time to the measure, especially in those passages
marked ritardando on the score, holding dish-
cloth and tea-towel immovable at the whole notes
and dotted half notes. By this arrangement we
prolonged the dish-washing out of all reason.

Once the grandmother, of beloved memory,
came for a visit — her sweet voice sounding in
my ears, and her gentle, benign face rising out of
the long, long vanished past as I write. In the
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midst of one of our customary duets over the
dish-pan she appeared at the kitchen door and
said: “Children, you sing beautifully, but sup-
pose you finish your work first and see how
quickly you can do it. Then, you can have all
- the afternoon for singing.”

We looked at each other astonished. It was
a brilliant, new idea that had never occurred to
us. We put the suggestion into immediate prac-
tice, and the dishes were washed, wiped and put
away in a Jiffy.

But — we did not then care to sing — nor did
we, ever again — “‘over the teacups.” We dis-
covered that expedition was better than music
on such occasions, and we profited by the grand-
mother’s gentle hint.

There is, perhaps, nothing about the work of
the house which the average woman dislikes so
much as dish-washing. There are few who do not
object to it, and still fewer who say that they
actually like it. They are seldom believed —
like the people who insist that they love Wagner
and Browning, and yet want professional expla-
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nation to make all their hidden meanings clear.

It assuredly is a part of housekeeping at which
mere man, left to himself for a time —on his
camping expeditions, or while his wife is visiting
her family — boggles disgracefully. The sticky
dishes and dingy glass usually speak for them-
selves. Occasionally, however, the guilty one
confesses how he managed it, and with the arro-
gance of his sex, even recommends his method
over that brought to perfection by the wisdom
of the feminine mind, from time immemorial.

If at home, his suggestion 1s, paper — wrap-
ping paper preferred, but if that is not obtain-
able, then newspapers, and that, too, in this de-
generate age when they run to full-page illus-
trations that are largely smears of printer’s ink.

If camping, his method is to use sand, swiping
the things round and round, with a brisk polish-
ing off by way of a coup de main. So firm is the
operator in the belief that this is the true and
only way, that, in addition to discoursing at
length on dish-washing made easy, he can hardly
be restrained from putting a cart-load of sand
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into the cellar with the winter coal. But there are
others — of the same superior sex — who frankly
acknowledge their total inability to cope with the
dish-washing problem. Not many, of course, but
- a few, frank, fearless, honest souls who stand
out in bright refulgence, have admitted that their
powers have limitations. I once saw indications
of such a spirit, and indications only, as is usually
the case among those who deal even on terms of
familiarity with spirits.

It was in far-off Australia. We came upon
reminders of an abandoned camp, beside a stream
under a eucalyptus tree. There were traces of
extinguished fire where the “billy” had been
boiled, empty and rusting “tins” of many dimen-
sions, blackened and battered cooking vessels and
broken dishes. It resembled a battle ground
after a hard fight. But the vanquished ones
were not ashamed of their defeat; they manfully
—or unmanfully—acknowledged it, for they
had left nailled up against the tree a board
whereon was inscribed, plainly and legibly,
this legend: ‘ Wanted: A General.”’
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A “general” did not in this context mean a
commanding officer to reorganize the demoralized
forces. It is the antipodean term for maid-of-
all-work.

The woman of some sorrows and many vexa-
tions knows well that the devices enumerated
above are in reality faulty inventions of minds
rebelling, for the moment, against their environ-
ments. She i1s satisfied that the sink —if it
has been constructed for a woman below the pro-
portions of a lady of Brobdingnag — an ample
pan, a long-handled mop, a nice and saving soap-
shaker, are the indispensable accompaniments of
good dish-washing —and, of course, plenty of
scalding hot water. It is the instinct of man to
simplify everything but technical phraseology.
This he clings to with the tenacity of an uncon-
querable will; because, like the mystery that en-
shrouded the Delphic oracle, it helps him keep the
upper hand with the masses, deluding them into
the belief that, after all, there may be something
in it, and filling them with an unreasoning ad-
miration for a mind that is not unbalanced by so
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much vain repetition. Hence the sand-and-news-
paper dish “cleaning.”

I frankly confess that I am one of the few
- women who love Wagner and Browning and
have no antipathy to dish-washing. Not that I
love 1t; but there i1s a real satisfaction in remov-
ing the chaos of an abandoned dinner-table, car-
rying the dishes away and “scraping” them in the
kitchen or butler’s pantry, for cooks quit, even
in housesthat have a butler’s pantry — and ar-
ranging them in order for purification. Polished
glass, shining silver, glossy and burnished plates
upon whose surface not even the sensitive fin-
gers of a blind man could discover the slightest
semblance of roughness, all set forth in chaste
and spotless groups, fill my soul with satisfac-
tion not untinctured by pride. Kven the potato
masher, so slippery and sticky, and the big, dull
lid of the stew-pan that has lost its brightness
through age — like folks—1 can contemplate
with serene approval after their cleansing, though
I am free to admit that it is the kind of approval
one feels who has done one of those trying stints
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that can be classified as duty — such as paying a
visit to a dull, censorious neighbor, or bearing
patiently with a man who sniffs.

The whole secret of successful and not dis-
agreeable dish-washing is that imparted by the
shrewd old grandmother so long ago — expedi-
tion, combined with thoroughness; next to that,
the right sort of getting ready. There are weak
and self-indulgent persons who “pile up” a whole
day’s dishes and leave them until the next morn-
ing. They love to sit around the table, the meal
ended, and gossip; or, after breakfast, slip away
to “glance over the morning paper” before the
library fire — an occupation which means read-
ing it all, carefully, to the last bargain adver-
tisement and the last sentence of the dryest edi-
torial. But all this immoral and shiftless pro-
crastination brings its own punishment. All the
while one is gossiping, no matter how congeni-
ally, the eye wanders over the waiting dishes; and
during the narrative of battle, murder and sud-
den death, not forgetting the divorces, now recog-
nized as the only legitimate “news,” there is still
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a subconscious realization that the dishes are still
waiting and will never betake themselves to the
kitchen without human intervention. The *“‘con-
trols” of even the most advanced spiritual me-
~ diums seem to do nothing more than raise heavy
tables from the floor, which is not of the slightest
practical use to anybody. When they so far de-
velop as to send the dishes to the kitchen sink
and back again, ready for future use, there will
be an immediate accession to the ranks of earnest
inquirers, followed no doubt by many sound con-
versions. But, as the young sophomore orator
would remark — “that time is not yet.”

The only method that is both sure and certain
1s to rise at once; seize the dishes firmly and re-
move them, no matter how much you may want
to know what happened to Ellen Jones then, or
who was elected President of the Mothers’ Con-
gress on the last ballot. Place glass and silver
scrupulously to themselves, neither chipping the
one by piling it together, nor dinting and bend-
ing the other under the soup plates or heavy chop
platter; then arrange cups, saucers, small dishes
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and plates in proper order. The true dish-washer
stands self-confessed in these nice preliminaries.
If silver, glass and china are scattered about,
higgledy-piggledy; if the plates are not freed
from every trace of food than can be removed by
conscientious scraping, then one knows what to
expect — dish-washing degraded to the merest
savage rite. A glance at the dish-pan reveals
there a mixture — “thick and slab” —as that
brewed by the witches in Macbeth. The tea-
towels are also eloquent witnesses and, like the
mistress’s pocket handkerchiefs, if possible,
should be many, fine, and white as snow. And
this, too, is achieved only by willing hands, plenty
of soap and hot water without limit.

When the rule given is followed scrupulously,
like the musical diversion I have deseribed, the
interest in Ellen Jones and the doings of the
Mothers’ Congress will, possibly, have quite
evaporated, but how pleasant the kitchen looks!
So pleasant that, for the moment, you forget that
the same process must be repeated to-morrow,
and through all the to-morrows, for years to
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come. For it will not be in our time that the race
will be sustained on concentrated food pellets,
carried in the glove, like a street car fare, or in
the waistcoat pocket — an evolution destined to
banish the kitchen and all that therein is.
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HO can explain the dismalness of
dust? It is an implied reminder —
never welcome except in prolonged
sea-sickness, or face-ache — of the
final end of all mortality; of the
most depressing and least uplifting
texts in the Bible, and the sadness of the burial
service.

The relation between ideas and their obscure
origin is so subtle that psychology devotes many
abstruse chapters to this one theme alone. At
any rate, dust is undeniably the outward and
visible sign of neglect and decay.
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It is terribly depressing to come home from a
holiday, spent in the clean forest, or at the still
more cleanly sea-shore, before Kuphemia has ar-
rived to set the house in order and wind the
clocks.

The dust that has gathered on the window-sills,
on the piano and the banisters, is so very dusty
—so much greyer and grittier than that which
settles down from day to day, and which is from
day to day removed. It mournfully indicates
that the holidays are over, with all their lounging
and sailing, hammocks and novels, and that, with
the broom and the dust-pan again to the fore,
the serious business of life begins once more —
getting the children into school, the fall sewing,
the revival of the club and the missionary society,
and the ordering of three meals daily.

There is nothing for it but to face the dust-pan
boldly and be sure that the new broom sweeps
clean.

It is remarkable what a deal there is about
brooms in folk-lore and literature. The mischief-
making witch of our beloved old fairy tales could
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mount her broomstick and whisk herself out of
danger in the twinkling of an eye. The old
woman who swept the cobwebs out of the sky
must have been a benefactress in her time —a
vast improvement on some municipal street
sweeping that could be mentioned. The broom
came up many times in the Salem trials, while
those of Joe and the Marchioness are still dear to
the few and dwindling readers of Dickens. |

Sang Puck in the revels of “A Midsummer
Night’s Dream™:

““Not a mouse

Shall disturb this hallowed house;

I am sent with broom before
To sweep the dust behind the door.”’

The construction of the last clause in the above
quotation should commend itself to the many
classes that spend long hours in clearing up liter-
ary obscurity for the less intelligent readers; it
would lend itself most suggestively to debate as
to whether the “tricksy sprite” had been sent to
sweep the dust behind the door, after Euphemia’s
manner, when she is in a hurry, or from behind
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the door, where she has absent-mindedly left it.

There are clean, conservative souls who regard
the patent sweeper with loathing. They are the
severely thorough who still rigorously fell all
seams that ought to be felled; who despise all
easy ways of doing things and who will reach
Heaven, at last, only by the narrowest path of
all, because they prefer it. Their brooms, singly
- and collectively, are a credit to them. They never
shed straws, or run to a sharp peak, like an in-
dex finger pointing skyward on an old-fashioned
tombstone. A string is run through a hole in
the handle of each broom, and by this it is hung
on its own nail, when 1t does not stand, as a re-
spectable broom should, reversed in its proper
place behind the pantry door. And it is washed
— roundly scrubbed — with soap and water, like
a submissive child. Then, no matter how stubby
— evenly stubby —it becomes from long use, it
1s never soiled — not even the last remnant that is
finally committed to the furnace.

' The well kept broom is as efficacious as 1t is
what the country newspapers call “nice-appear-
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ing.” There is no corner that it does not tind —
under the bed, under the bureau, along the base-
board — and where it has gone a West Point in-
spector might pass his white-gloved fingers and
find them still immaculate.

Hardwood floors have certainly simplified the
business of sweeping, though the removing and
beating of rugs could hardly be recommended as
light and easy employment for decayed gentle-
women. The great compensation is, that when
rugs have been carried out of doors and well
beaten the house is really clean. Microbes have
been carried away bodily —if they do not float
back through the open windows — your neigh-
bors’, or your own.

It is too much to hope, with a people so fond
of change as are Americans, that the fashion of
rugs and polished floors will remain. But, we
can make the most of it while it lasts; rejoice that,
through its agency, the most malignant feature
of house-cleaning has been held, for a time, in
abeyance, and that the art of darning holes with
carpet ravellings bids fair to become as obsolete

as sampler marking.
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But there are still many carpeted floors, and
these yet demand the ministration of the broom or
carpet sweeper. It will be some time before the
vacuum cleaner will come into universal use.

The charges brought against the carpet sweeper
are fairly well sustained. I have seen rooms and
furniture so battered and beaten by it that one
might almost imagine that a herd of hard-hoofed
quadrupeds had been turned loose in and
amongst them, there to gambol at will.

When Euphemia is not watched, she likes to
throw open the windows, tie the curtains in hard
knots, and sweep amongst the furniture like some
large, square craft navigating an intricate archi-
pelago. Her guiding principle is to sweep
around, and by no means move, things. In this
exercise she raises clouds of dust that collect
again on walls, ceilings and cornice, like a lasting
haze, the obscurity increasing with the length of
her term of service.

Of course, no intelligent woman need be told
that every chair and table should be wiped, pol-
1shed and removed, the mantel cleared and the
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pictures covered. Then the carpet —if there is
one — should first be sprinkled with damp tea
leaves or bits of damp paper, and brushed firmly
and thoroughly with a clean, solid broom. In
some houses even this careful method 1s tabooed,
and carpets, or matting, are wiped with soft
cloths. But while the English housemaid will
still creep about obediently, on hands and knees,
with her big, inconvenient brush that wakes you
at daybreak, whacking the banisters as she
“does” the stairs, there is something in the free
air of the Republic that raises the opposition of
her sister, American or naturalized. She de-
mands a broom, or gives notice, and she usually
gets the broom.

As in the kitchen, when the dishes are washed
and put away, so, after the weekly sweeping
there is a temporary brightness that one wishes
might last; fresh flowers in the vases, a new
lustre on the bric-a-brac, and the fragrance
of pure, cool air that has blown through the
house. Cleanliness is “akin to godliness,” and
this should be the special text for sweeping day.
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Some Reflections About

Dusting

S to the respective merits of
dust-cloths and brushes, competent
authorities differ as irreconcilably
as they do over the many ways of
making coffee and washing flan-
nels. The advocate of the feather-
duster, who is the natural enemy of the dust-
cloth, no matter if it is of softest silk or brier-
stitched cheesecloth hung in the chimney corner
in a bag embroidered with a motto, asserts that
the heavy hand of Kuphemia scouring it round
and round leaves lines and zig-zags on furniture
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and woodwork like those that flying cinders
groove on the windows of a Pullman car.

On the other hand, a model housekeeper —an
Ohio housekeeper — declares that the feather-
duster is put to a far better use when worn as a
head-dress by a South Sea Islander or a North
American Indian. Furthermore, a competent,
though popular writer on health and hygiene, has
sounded the warning: “Let sleeping microbes
lie” — over doors and windows and other difficult
places, rather than disturb and scatter them, to
be innocently swallowed by members of the fam-
ily — all through the agency of the feather-duster.
Of course, it is perfectly reasonable to say that
dust, thus disturbed, is not removed; that it rises
and settles again; and so certain was one feather-
duster opponent of this, that, detecting Euphe-
mia furtively dusting the rungs of a chair in the
prohibited manner, she lost her temper, and at
the same time her dignity, jerked the brush from
the maid’s hands, broke the handle in two and
tossed the fragments into the grate, exclaiming:

“That thing shall never come into my house
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again!” She added, being wonderfully bold and
fearless, “If you disobey me again, you go.”

Euphemia did not disobey her again, be-
cause she did not remain long enough to dust
another room with a brush, or without it. In her
own pertinent and impertinent language, and
with the match factory and the mitten factory
advertising daily for hands, Kuphemia said “she
didn’t have to.”

The summing up seems to admit some argu-
ment on both sides. The cloth, no matter how
soft, does leave grooves and lines; but, with a
light touch this does not happen, and a dexterous
finger can introduce it into the tracery and lat-
tice work of the imitation Chippendale now in
vogue. Furthermore, dust allowed to remain in
these lurking places becomes damp and black
and then solidifies, until it is as hard as the wood
to which it is attached and can be removed only
by thorough redressing. Another item in favor
of the dust-cloth is its washableness.

To the model housekeeper, and to her humble
and less successful imitator, there is a sense of
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comfortable abundance in a whole shelfful of
hemmed dust-cloths, as fresh and clean and as
neatly folded as the table-cloths and bed-linen,
and to be as often changed. These perfect dust-
cloths are not for a moment to be confounded
with those of coarser quality, for commoner use,
and much less with the shabby rags that leave
trails of lint and thread everywhere.

I refer only to those that go to the wash every
week in generous relays, and are as smoothly
ironed as the pillow-cases.

The feather-duster admits of no such treat-
ment, but it will still be favored by those who,
with good reason, are afraid of step-ladders. As
for disturbed and scattered microbes, they are
everywhere, 1t 1s urged ; there is no escaping them,
and a few million more or less floating about do
not appear to shorten materially the allotted span
of human life. There is in hotels, and perhaps in
those houses where every member of the family,
including the baby, has a suite of rooms and an
automobile, a huge machine by which both
the sweeping and dusting are done. This is the

50



REPLECTIONS ON DUSTING

vacuum cleaner, to which I have already respect-
fully alluded. It arrives with considerable clat-
ter and confusion, mysteriously covered with can-
vas, which appeals strongly to the imagination
and inspires one with distinct doubts and fears.
There are usually two men or more in charge,
and as it is trundled across the threshold one
might well mistake it for the apparatus of a
surgeon about to undertake a major operation,
or some sort of a contrivance for inflicting in-
stantaneous and painless death. There is a still
more imposing variety, common in cities, oper-
ated by a steam engine which, of course, stands
outside in the street, and from which lengths of
hose are carried into the house, and from room to
room. The engine outside puffs and pants, the
dust is gathered up and forced into the recep-
tacle —also outside —and when the house has
been gone over from attic to cellar, the hose is
reeled up, the engine trundles down the street,
having performed its whole duty, like a dull but
useful citizen. The automatic method, like cre-
mation, is steadily growing in favor, and may one
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day be in general use, but to me a room cleaned
in this way has none of the freshness and bright-
ness that follows old-fashioned sweeping and
dusting with a cloth. Hand-work in dusting will
probably always be preferred by the fastidious,
as in the case of the superior arts — painting,
carving and embroidery. The hand is the natural
tool of the brain, and there is an intimate rela-
tion between them. Where the task is bungled —
no matter what it is — there is almost sure to be
behind the clumsy fingers a turgid, intractable
mind. To realize this is the beginning of all do-
mestic wisdom. Kuphemia, washing the French
gilt clock with Sapolio, or scouring the porcelain
bathtubs in the same way, is thus logically ex-
plained.

Machines will never mend matters, whether
propelled by gasoline, compressed air, or electric-
ity, while the same limited intelligence is in
charge. The real domestic problem must, after
all, be solved by hand, and complicated modern
appliances seem often to introduce into the house
only a new element of bother.
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The Pantry Shelves and Door

"¢ HE pantry shelves are often the
¢ Wforaging ground of many preda-
tory ‘species, even in what appear
to be well kept houses. Flies buzz
angrily and throw themselves
against the screen outside the win-
dow, lured by the smell of dainties and ready to
force an entrance at the first opportunity.

Here, if permitted, the horrid cockroach
~ prowls, tainting what he does not eat, and the
huge, bloated water-beetle, glossy and black,
greedily joining the others in the work of spoli-
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ation. Then there are ants, big and little, black
and red, large and small, and, last of all —mice.

The hatred of mice, except for their destruc-
tiveness, has always seemed to me as senseless as
the panic of a horse that takes fright and runs
away for just nothing at all. The mouse is not
dangerous. His bite, unlike that of his repulsive
kinsman, the rat, is not venomous. His little
body is a model of grace and elegance, from the
fine, pink-veined ears to his delicate and exquis-
ite feet; his soft, silken coat is beautiful, and his
eyes are bright and intelligent. He never at-
tacks, unless brought to bay, and even then he
gives one the merest nip, that does not hurt much
more than a pin scratch. I learned to tolerate,
if not like, mice, from a habit I had, when a child,
of taming and petting them, and carrying them
with me to school to beguile the ennui of the
multiplication table and the parts of speech. 1
found them peaceable and companionable in their
little cages, which were securely hidden in my
desk, among my neglected and ill-used books.

But, having thus done justice to the attractions
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of mice, I am forced to agree with their enemies
that they are wholly out of place on the pantry
shelves. 'Their footprints, though pretty from
an artistic standpoint, are not appetizing or
decorative on butter or cake icing. For the im-
pudent invader of this forbidden ground, there
can be nothing but the trap; but it should be one
that does its work speedily and humanely. Some
of the devices used by women who profess to be
tender-hearted are instruments of genuine tor-
ture — even those recommended by members of
the Humane Society, who talk vehemently
against cruelty to animals and the wearing of
machine-made bird’s wings in hats.

There are various things that will drive away
the smaller vermin — borax, hellebore, corrosive
sublimate, and, it is said, the fresh parings of
cucumbers. ILarge black ants, it is well known,
devour the small red ones — seemingly drawing
the color line, for they never appear to molest the
smaller species of their own complexion.

Most vermin love darkness because their deeds
are evil—a proposition that is applicable to
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many creeping things. For this reason, every
pantry should have a large window which will
freely admit light and air. There should also be
a cupboard with solid doors for jellies and such
supplies as are chemically affected by too much
sunshine.

Plates for cooking — not those that properly
belong in the china closet — should be stood upon
edge within a cleat close to the back of the shelf,
while bowls and cups and pudding dishes should
be turned upside down. All this is perfectly well
known to most housekeepers, but not all carry it
into effect.

The upper shelf in the pantry is very often a
catch-all. There are put away the cracked dishes
kept for old associations, the pink-flowered sugar
bowl that belonged to one’s grandmother; the tea-
pot with the broken nose, that was great-aunt
Honoria’s; the old grimy candle-moulds that did
duty long before the days of kerosene and gas;
boxes of dusty bottles, forgotten balls of twine
and ancient parcels of garden seeds that are al-
ways spilling.
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One reason for all this flotsam and jetsam is,
that the top shelf is hard to get at. The insecur-
ity of the step-ladder has been noted, and in
addition to this grave fault it must be carried
from the cellar or the back passage and climbed.
The lower shelves, too, must be cleared to reccive
the rubbish that must be lifted down to be sorted
or removed. So dreadful are accidents with step-
ladders that, before one begins this, one feels im-
pelled to make one’s will, or, at least, to study
minutely all rules of “First Aid to the Injured.”
This is the true and real reason why the upper
pantry shelf is occasionally neglected, in the
houses of otherwise thorough housekeepers. If
some person could invent one that could be raised
and lowered at will by a set of smoothly working
pulleys, warranted never to get out of order, his
fortune would be made and the top pantry shelf
would no longer burden the mind of any but theo-
retical domestic economists.

The slovenly habit of leaving food uncovered
— except meats that are to be served cold, which
should be allowed to cool thoroughly after cook-
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ing — is a habit to which Euphemia is prone, It
is an invitation to mouse, ant and beetle to a
bountiful and free entertainment. A few crumbs
of cake, or pastry, a bowl of cold potatoes over
which no one has thought to place a protecting
saucer, the remains of the steak, a little jelly in a
lidless tumbler, a spoonful of preserve in a glass
dish — all are temptations which no mortal mouse
or ant can resist. A pantry where such neglect
is permitted inevitably becomes a rich field for
the entomologist, but it must be spoken of under
one’s breath by persons who are averse to com-
bining the wonders of Nature with their daily
food.

The housekeeper has another and almost hope-
less pantry difficulty with which to contend. It
is usually desired to keep the supplies cool that
are placed there. Who has ever been able to
train Euphemia to close the door behind her as
she goes and comes, carrying a cup of flour or
a brewing of tea? No one — if she tell the truth,
the whole truth and nothing but the truth. A
swing door acquires all manner of creakiness. It
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screams if you touch it, and will seldom or never
close tightly after Fuphemia has kicked 1t for a
week. Some one has suggested that she might
be reminded of her neglect by means of an ex-
plosive attachment, like the signal torpedoes that
are placed upon railroad tracks as a warning.
But what would it avail with Euphemia, after
the first few days — she who must be called regu-
larly every morning, although she sleeps with
an alarm clock under her pillow of such calibre
that it rouses everybody but herself in the house?

No; the only sure means would be for some
reliable member of the family to take her stand
beside the pantry door and close it, with her own
hand, every time Euphemia entered and emerged,
and this, in time, would prove monotonous and
confining.
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A Few Thoughts About
the Cellar

‘@ UMAN beings, like rodents, have
had, always, an inclination to keep
their stores underground. Princes
~  and others favored of fortune, in
the “Arabian Nights,” frequently
“ found, just at the right moment,
convenient flights of steps leading down to sub-
terranean palaces, or gardens wherein Jewelled
trees gave of their perennial riches, and where
air and sunlight seemed to be superfluous.

The delightful old pirates, whose manners
were often perfect, after capturing and scuttling
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a ship, habitually went ashore to bury their
plunder in the earth.

We know it is there that Nature has hidden her
rarest and most lasting treasures, apparently to
force men to dig and sweat for them, and thus,
for the time being, keeping them harmlessly em-
ployed. The cellar has always been the storage
place for creature comforts of many kinds, be-
cause, in the primitive days, when we travelled by
stage-coach, subscribed to a weekly paper, and
looked forward to the arrival of the new almanac,
it was the only security against the heat of Au-
gust and the frost of December.

There was a real charm about an old-fashioned
cellar. How cool it was in midsummer, and how
warm when the snow lay deep on the ground!
The atmosphere was a perfectly blended frag-
rance of good things: yellow cream, sweet butter,
honey in jars, and, in the apple compartment,
bins of all the best varieties.

How well I recall the bushels of small crimson
“Milams,” of waxen pink-and-yellow “Sheep-
nose,” of the mellow and spicy “Bellflowers,”
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and the “Vandevere,” unsurpassed for pies-and
mince-meat. How we hunted and sorted them
over, for the very choicest specimens to give the
teacher, as a peace-offering or as a means of cur-
rying favor, or to clinch a hard bargain with
Emily Ellen in a trade for her depleted water-
color box. 'The bins ran around the walls; the
milk pans were set in shining rows on the shelves,
and there were separate spaces for the less invit-
ing potatoes and carrots. Collections of many-
hued jellies, rich peach and cherry preserves,
made by the old recipe, “a pound of fruit to a
pound of sugar,” that “kept” from their own ex-
ceeding richness like Oriental sweets, crowded
the long, swinging shelf. Big, round pumpkins,
showing a rich purplish bloom on their yellow
surface, heaped in convenient corners, breathed
intimations of' Thanksgiving Day. In jars al-
most as ample as those to which the cunning Mor-
giana devoted her attention, were stored gallons
of spiced mince-meat, sausage and “head-cheese”
— the rich mixtures with which our grandmoth-
ers ruined their digestion and set their children’s

teeth on edge.
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There was no end to the resources of an old-
fashioned cellar. It had its own catastrophes,
too, like most things mundane. One that 1 re-
member best was subject to being flooded by
heavy rainfalls. I used to lie awake listening to
the dull beat of the deluge, knowing that there
would be difficulty in getting the supplies for
breakfast, and that the swarthy “Mexican Pete,”
who wore earrings, and had an insatiable appetite
for red pepper, would arrive as soon as the storm
was over, if sober, to pump out the water. I re-
call, too, tubs and tables afloat, and the hurried
removal of spoilable things that had not been
placed permanently above high water mark — as
had the apple bins, and the big jars. I also have
fond recollections of the clever cat named “Sebit-
uane” (by my mother shortened to “Sooby™)
for the hospitable African chief who befriended
Livingstone. Unlike most cats he was a fearless
swimmer. One night he leaped into the cellar
when the water was too deep to wade. He pad-
dled vigorously to the cellar steps, reached the
intervening pantry, there knocked down a pan
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of flour and presented himself, to our intense de-
light, much abashed and well dredged. Another
bath was required, but for several days his black
coat was quite stiff and sticky.

After Frances Hodgson Burnett wrote her
“Lady of Quality,” there was quite a furore
for exploring the cellars of old London houses.
And what well-preserved secrets did they not
unearth? I was told that in one mansion whose
mistress had died the previous century in the
odor of sanctity two skeletons were dug up,
buried many feet below the pavement. In
her own beautiful old house in Portland Place,
Mrs. Burnett occasionally conducted favored
guests through what she called her “Tower of
London Kitchen.” At the fireplace an ox migh*
have been roasted, and the stores in the wine-bins,
in the heyday of its glory, might have quenched
the thirst of Falstaff’s army.

This cellar was much below the level of the

street, and there were rooms without number,
one beyond the other, with floors and ceilings of
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stone, the latter vaulted and groined like the
ceilings of a crypt.

In the rear, farthest back of all, dark and
breathless as a tomb, the use of which no man
ever knew, was a mysterious cell. It was this
sinister hiding-place that suggested the story and
the concealment that followed the tragedy.

The cellar of a modern house has no traditions.
There are focused many inventions, that, while
intermittently beneficent, have long spells of the
utmost malignancy. There is the furnace in
which the fire goes out on mornings when the
mercury stands at ten degrees below zero, and
burns luridly in the unseasonable warmth of a
hot day in March; the hot water plant, or the
steam instalment, subject to what Carlyle called
awful “gurgling and gluttering,” and occasional
bursting; the gas meter that keeps on steadily
measuring hundreds and thousands of cubic feet
while the family are away for the summer va-
cation, just as it does when the house is filled
with guests, or Euphemia is burning it all night
in her room because she is afraid of ghosts.
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There, too, is the water meter, to which will be
added in the near future an air meter, after a
syndicate with a billion dollars capitalization shall
have monopolized the atmosphere; with other
already existent indicators, reminding one, as
they noiselessly perform their work, how riches
take wings and a moderate income evaporates.

The bins once devoted to the “Vandeveres”
and ‘“Rambo,” whose praises have been cele-
brated, are now filled with coal or dusty coke,
outdoing in ugliness the furnace above mentioned
with its ugly brick foundation, or other heating
apparatus, with all its ramifications of pipes and
valves. The top of the furnace does make a good
warm bed for the cat, where the masonry is of
proper thickness, but that is the most that can be
said for it. I have always detested all the im-
plements that go with a furnace, because they are
so big and sooty, so heavy, awkward and hard to
lift: the long poker for scratching out jagged
“clinkers” that multiply so fast and which though
white hot keep on absorbing and never giving
out heat; the capacious shovel that the man han-
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dles so airily — when he can be induced to handle
it at all — and which serves, as nothing else can,
to remind frail woman of the pitiless limitations
of sex.

Then there is such a bewildering array of
dampers to be regulated in all kinds of weather,
one quarter closed, half closed, shut tight —a
mistake with which puts out the fire, or fills the
house with poisonous gas. I have dwelt upon
the vagaries of the furnace in weather totally
unsuited to those vagaries—the scorching heat
it emits in the early autumn and spring when but
little is wanted, and its sulking when that heat
is needed; and I have always hoped that some
plan might be discovered for storing caloric un-
til it was required. Then there would be no
such thing as a bad furnace. The heat which it
often gives out below stairs and nowhere else,
is also a fault, almost human in its imperfection.
This has necessitated the construction of a cold
chamber, else the potatoes will sprout, the apples
shrivel and decay. 'Thus one so-called im-
provement brings on another, like the conse-
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quence of bad deeds, and so fast do they multi-
ply that it is hard, at last, to distinguish the
original from its consequences.

The most that can be said for the furnace,
from an aesthetic standpoint, is, that when the
wind is in the right direction, and the door can
be left open, it sends a cheerful glow into the
dark corners. And if it is responsible for effac-
ing the hearthstone of poet and painter, it 1s
much more comfortable to sit around a register,
or beside a radiator, than constantly to feed a
fire and carry out ashes. But when this is said,
all is said.

Many cellars, or basements, have laundry
attachments. With their stationary tubs fitted
out with faucets for hot and cold water, the stove
that keeps the wash-day smell out of the house,
they are excellent things—if a laundress can
be found. Nowadays, in her efforts to elude
pursuit, she is like a fugitive fleeing and hiding
from merited justice.

If she is white, her children have the measles.
If she is black, she does her work between “pro-
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tracted meetin’s” and the funerals of relatives —
a connection so enormous that it never is lessened
by continuous and frequently recurring deaths.

Even when she arrives, she must be allowed
generous intervals in which to smoke her pipe
and meditate. With her, washing day and iron-
ing day, like the eternal Sabbaths of the hymn,
“never end,” but lap over into each other the
whole year round. Still, it is something that she
and her ways, which are not always “ways of
pleasantness,” are underground, where she may
be left in solitude to smoke and soliloquize, with-
out interrupting the established order on the
floors above.

In considering this aspect of the cellar and
its possibilities, putting all prejudice aside, the
German semi-annual wash-day has much to re-
commend it — a mighty splashing, and clear-
starching, twice a year, and then — peace.
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Up 1n the Attic

N ATTIC, dear to memory, was
reached by a flight of enclosed
steps from ‘“the long bedroom.”
4 In the centre of the space one
could stand upright and not touch

~ the rafters, while the slope of the

roof lowered gradually on either side until it
touched the eaves. There was no real floor in
the attic, only narrow, rough boards laid along
the centre that clattered as you walked and gave
you a delightful sense of insecurity. We were
always cautioned to keep on the boards, and were
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held in check by a terrible tale of a “distant”
cousin who inadvertently stepped off, and whose
foot went through the ceiling of the room below,
bringing a bother of plasterers to repair dam-
ages, at much expense and inconvenience. What
would have happened had the hole been larger
and the “distant” cousin dropped down bodily
with a crash, we often imagined — a disquieting
but salutary reflection. There were always fam-
ilies of fluffy kittens in the garret, behind boxes
pushed back close under the eaves; and we
peered around and over the boxes, thrilled with
delicious fear at good old Tabby’s eyes blazing
in the dark. It was a harrowing catastrophe
when once two of her many litters fell down be-
tween the plastering and the weather-boarding
and had to be rescued by the intervention of the
carpenter.

We could hear the scratching claws of pink-
footed pigeons running over the shingles, and
by putting our ears close to the weatherboarding
we could hear the grumbling of the mothers and
the petulant squealing of the squabs in the nests
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outside in the cornice — squabs doomed, alas!. to
furnish forth the most delectable pigeon pies that
ever came steaming to the table.

In the summer, wasps came flying through the
open window with their burdens of lint and mud
for the nests which they built along the rafters.
Big bunches of dried pennyroyal, hoarhound and
catnip were hung up at intervals from these same
rafters. Often were these supplies drawn from;
when the children had colds, or their measles
“would not come out,” or the newest baby was
getting its first taste of human ailment in the
throes of colic. 'These herbs gave out a dusty
odor to the old attic that was pleasant enough.

The battered, hairy trunks that were stored in
the place, to say nothing of other receptacles,
were full of old clothes and parcels of calico,
silk and woolen scraps —the “pieces” that we
coveted and which we relied upon to replenish
our dolls’ wardrobes. There were queer old hats
and bonnets that we used when we wanted
to “dress up,” and a chest, the lid of which we
lifted with bated breath, whenever we could sum-
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mon up enough courage, getting a fearsome
glimpse of yellow bones and grinning skull — for
the grandfather was a country doctor and the un-
articulated skeleton was a survival of his student
days. There were also piles of medical pam-
phlets bound in glossy paper — white, yellow,
green and blue, out of which we clothed our pa-
per dolls with surpassing magnificence. ~From
the dusty window we could see the flash of the
cannon when the salute was fired on the Fourth
of July, out on the village common. When tired
of playing there were snug nooks where divans
could be arranged from spare pillows and dis-
carded comforters and where we read “Puss in
Boots,” “Hop o’'My Thumb” or “Swiss Family
Robinson™ to the patter of the summer rain on
the shingles.

The child of to-day is sorely exercised and
thinks much about her clothes. She knows that
Santa Claus is a myth, that “Puss in Boots” is
foolish and the fascinating ingenuity of “Swiss
Family Robinson” quite impossible. Perhaps
this is partly the reason why the attic, too, like
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all the rest of the modern house, has undergone
a change which has added much to its convenience
but has robbed it of the last vestige of sentiment.

Still another old-fashioned attic belonged to
a delightful farmhouse. It was floored and plas-
tered, the space at the sides only being reserved
for storage, quite enclosed and entered by small
doors that fastened with a button. In this attic,
which extended the entire length of the house,
there were three big four-post beds, and a win-
dow in either end which, left open on summer
nights, gave full sweep to the west wind. The
moonlight streamed in and lay, a silver patch
across our beds, and the breeze brought the far-
off barking of dogs from other farms, and the
fragrance of sweetbrier, of new-mown hay and
the clove pinks along the garden walks. We
were always given a candle to undress by, and,
to this day, the smell of a smoking candle wick
brings back the memory of that pleasant place,
although now

““All, all are gone, the old, familiar faces.’’
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Through the day in the spring and summer
it resounded with the cheerful hum of the spin-
ning-wheel, for here all such work was done, Ann
and Martha walking to and fro, drawing out
the long thread that wound itself on the fast-
flying spindle, while Aunt Polly sat, her half-
blind eyes shaded by the sunbonnet drawn down
over her face, carding the snow-white fleeces.

The attic of to-day is reached by a conventional
staircase, quite as good as the best, forty years
ago, furnished with a banister or safe hand-rail.
It 1s liberally supplied with electricity, or gas
jets, registers or radiators. There are several
windows for light and perfect ventilation which
are washed regularly and properly equipped
with shades and sash curtains. There is a smooth
floor for dancing, and even a stage for private
theatricals or stereopticon lectures. Very little
second-hand furniture is kept there because it
has been either done over or sold to the second-
hand dealer, or sent to the summer cottage.
Whatever relics of clothing there may be are
neatly arranged in drawers and wardrobes.
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Occasionally the best satin gowns, with laces and
silken scarfs, are stored here in long cedar chests.
Here little Rollo, who was put into spectacles at
eight, declaims his speech for Arbor Day, and
Julia practices reading the paper that she has
written for the reunion of her “sorority”” — hate-
fullest of all words, except “smart” and “swag-
ger.” No fairy tales for them, or paper dolls,
or watching wasps, or thrills at Tabby’s fiery
eyes, if you please. 'They have reached a loftier
“viewpoint,” ‘“a higher plane,” “along these
lines,” to quote again the phraseology of plati-
tude. But it must be confessed — once more —
that what the attic has lost in one direction it
has gained in another, and the laund