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“Granny wakened from her nap and shrieked objurgations at T. B. for an hour.”
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“Every one of them is crazier
than the others, ma’am,” vehemently
asserts Salome, maid-of-all-work





Part I.



When, during our second summer
at the Tansy Patch, the whiskers
of one of our cats were cut off
mysteriously we always blamed a small
boy pertaining to a family living near us,
behind a thick spruce grove. Whether we
were right or wrong in this conclusion I
cannot say. None of us, not even our
redoubtable Salome, cared to accuse any
member of this family openly. We had too
well-founded dread of “Granny’s” tongue.
So nothing was ever said about “Doc’s”
whiskers, and our amiable relations with
our neighbors remained undisturbed.


They were certainly a curious assortment.
Salome always referred to them as
“Them lunatics behind the bush,” and
asserted vehemently that “everyone of
them is crazier than the others, ma’am.”
She thought it quite dreadful that Dick
and I should allow the children to consort
with them so freely; but the children liked
them, and we ourselves found an endless
source of amusement in their peculiarities.
They were even better fun than our cats,
we thought.


The head of the house was a handsome,
middle-aged man whom we seldom saw and
with whom, save on one memorable occasion,
we never had any conversation. His
legal name appeared to be William Conway.
His offspring called him “Paw,” Aunt
Lily always referred to him pathetically
as “My poor brother,” and Granny called
him “My worthless skinamulinx of a son-in-law.”
What his wife had called him I wot not. She had
died, it appears, eight years previously, when Millicent
Mary Selina Munn Cook Conway had been
born. If she resembled her mother it is not probable
that her bereaved spouse sorrowed as one
without hope.


When Timothy Benjamin, the oldest son—better
known, it may be said as T. B.—paid us a long,
friendly, first call, Salome had asked him bluntly,
“What does your father do for a living?”


“Nawthing, mostly,” was T. B.’s frank and
laconic response.


“Then how do you get along?” demanded Salome.


“My old beast of a granny has a little money.
We live on that,” said T. B. easily. “Folks round
here call paw lazy, but he says no, he’s just contented.”


“Does he never work?”


“Nope. He fiddles and fishes. And he hunts for
buried treasure.”


“Buried treasure?”


“Yip—down on them sand-hills ’cross from the
hotel. He says Captain Kidd buried millions there.
He keeps a-digging for it, paw does. Says when he
finds it we’ll all be rich.”


“Your father’d better be digging in his garden,”
said Salome, severely. “I never saw such a scandal
of weeds.”


“That’s what Granny says,” retorted T. B.


Salome was squelched for the time being. The
thought that she and Granny could be of the same
opinion about anything enraged her into silence.


Of Mr. Conway’s prowess as fisherman and
treasure-seeker I know nothing, but I can testify
to his ability as a violinist. When he fiddled, on his
tumble-down “back stoop,” on the summer evenings,
the music that drifted over to the Tansy
Patch, through the arches of the spruce wood, was
enchanting. Even Salome, who prided herself on
her ear for music, admitted that.


“It’s angelic, ma’am, that’s what it is,” she said
with solemn reluctance. “And to think that lazy good-for-nothing
could make it! What could Providence
have been thinking of, ma’am? My good, hardworking
brother John tried all his life to learn to
play well on the fiddle and he never could. And
this Bill Conway can do it without trying. Why,
he can almost make me dance, ma’am.”


That would have been a miracle, indeed! But
Dick and I often did dance, on our own stoop, in
time to the witching lilts of the invisible musician
beyond the spruces.


In appearance Mr. Conway looked like a poet run
to seed. He had a shock of wavy, dark auburn
hair, a drooping moustache and a goatee, and brilliant
brown eyes. He was shy or unsociable, we did
not know which. At all events, he never came
near us. “Jest too lazy to talk, that’s all,” T. B.
assured us. “Paw hasn’t nothin’ again’ yous.”


The first member of the family to call on us—and
the only one who ever paid us a formal
call—was Aunt Lily—Miss Lilian Alethea
Conway, according to the limp, broken-cornered
card she left behind. The formality
of her call consisted in her leaving this
card. For the rest, she stayed the afternoon,
took supper with us, and then remained
for the evening.


“I am not, my dear Mrs. Bruce, a soulless
society woman,” was her somewhat
unnecessary introductory remark. She
swam up the steps—she really had a very
graceful walk—and subsided limply into a
rocker. She wore a rumpled dress of pale
blue muslin with a complicated adornment
of black velvet ribbon, and her long, thin
arms were encased in cream lace gloves—remarkably
nice gloves, of their kind, at
that. Some of Granny’s money must have
gone into those gloves. She had a pale,
freckled face and reddish hair. Yet she
was not absolutely lacking in beauty.
Later on I saw her once in the moonlight
and was surprised by her good looks. Her
features were quite classical and if she
had known how to do anything with her
hair she would have been a pretty woman.


I asked her to come into the house, but
she assured me she preferred to remain
outside.


“I love to sit and watch the golden bees
plundering the sweets of the clover,” she
said dreamily, clasping her lace-covered
hands. Neither bees nor clover were
noticeable about the Tansy Patch, but that
did not worry Aunt Lily. She rolled her
large, blue eyes upon me and added,


“I adore the country, Mrs. Bruce. The city is so
artificial. Don’t you truly think the city is so
artificial? There can be no real interchange of
soul in the city. Here, in the beautiful country,
under God’s blue sky, human beings can be their
real and highest selves. I am sure you agree with
me, Mrs. Bruce.”


I did, or pretended to; Salome and I knitted the
afternoon away while Aunt Lily swayed idly and
unceasingly in her rocker, and talked quite as idly
and unceasingly. She told us all there was to be
told about her family and herself. She kept a
diary, it appeared.


“I must have some place to pour out my soul in,
Mrs. Bruce,” she said pathetically. “Some day, if
you wish, I will show you my journal. It is a self-revelation.
And yet I cannot write out what burns
in my bosom. I envy my niece Dorinda her powers
of expression. Dorinda is a poetess, Mrs. Bruce.
She experiences the divine afflatus. My poor brother
can express the deepest emotions of his soul in
music, but I can only wield my halting pen. Yet
my journal is not devoid of interest, Mrs. Bruce,
and I should not object to sharing it with a sympathetic
friend.”


“I should like to see it,” I assured her—sincerely
enough, for I suspected that journal would be
rather good fun.


“I will bring it to you some day then,” said Aunt
Lily, “and when you read it, remember,
oh pray, remember, that it was written
by a being with a tired heart. I suffer
greatly, Mrs. Bruce, from a tired heart.”


I did not know whether this was a
physical or an emotional ailment.
Salome understood it to be the former
and asked quite sympathetically,


“Did you every try a mustard plaster
at the pit of your stomach, Miss?”


“I fear that would not benefit a
weary heart, Miss Silversides,” sighed
Aunt Lily. “Possibly you have never
suffered, as I have, from a weary,
wounded heart.”


“No, thank the Lord, my heart’s all
right,” said Salome, briskly. “My only
trouble is rheumatism in the knee
j’int. Ever have rheumatism in your
knee j’int, Miss?”


No, Aunt Lily’s knee joints were all
right. In fact, Aunt Lily proved to be
a remarkably healthy woman. Her
wearied heart evidently found no difficulty
in pumping sufficient blood
through her body and her appetite, as
supper-time showed, as anything but
feeble.


“When I can forget what might have
been, I am happy,” she sighed. “I have
had my romance, Mrs. Bruce. Alas,
that it should be in the past tense! I
once thought I had found my true soul
mate, Mrs. Bruce, and I dreamed of
happy, real marriage.”


“What happened that you didn’t get
married?” queried Salome, pricking up
her ears. Salome is always rather interested
in blighted romances, despite
her grim exterior.


“A misunderstanding, Miss Silversides—a
misunderstanding that severed
two fond hearts. He wedded another.
Never since that sad day have I met a
man who could stir the dead ashes of
my heart to tingling life again. But
let us not talk of my sorrows, dear
friends. Will you tell me how to can
peas?”


When Aunt Lily went away I asked
her to come again and she assured me
that she would.


“I think you will understand me—I
have always been misunderstood,” she
said. Then she trailed her blue
draperies down the hill to the wood,
looking, when kindly distance had lent
enchantment, quite a graceful, romantic
and attractive figure.


“Did you ever hear such a lunatic,
ma’am?” demanded Salome. “Her and
her soul mates and her tired hearts!
Her hair looks as if she’d swept it up
with a broom and her nails weren’t
cleaned and her stockings were scandalous
dirty. And yet, for all, there’s
something about the creature I like,
ma’am.”


That was the eventual verdict of our
household upon Aunt Lily. In spite of
everything there was a queer charm
about her to which we succumbed. The
same thing could be said of that absurd
diary of hers, which she brought over
to us during our second summer. It
was as ridiculous, and sentimental, and
lackadaisical as Aunt Lily herself.
And yet there was an odd fragrance
about it that lingered in our memories.
We could not, somehow, laugh quite as
much over it as we wanted to.


T. B. was also an early and frequent
caller. He was thirteen years old in
our first summer at the Patch. He had
thick, fair, thatch-like hair and keen
blue eyes—the only intelligent eyes in
the family. He was, it developed, much
addicted to creeping and crawling
things; he always had bugs, toads, frogs
or snakes secreted about his anatomy.
The only time he ever had a meal with
us a small green snake slipped from
the pocket of his ragged shirt and
glided over the table.


“Do you think he is human, ma’am?”
Salome asked, with bated breath, after
he was gone.


“He is a born naturalist,” said Dick.
“He is making a special study of ants
this summer, it appears. Snakes are
only a side issue at present. If he
could be educated he would amount to
something.”


There did not seem to be much likelihood
of this. T. B. himself had no
illusions on the subject.


“There ain’t any chance for me—never
was and never will be,” he once
told me gloomily.


“Perhaps your grandmother would
help you,” I suggested.


T. B. grinned.


“Perhaps—when stones bleed,” he
said scornfully. “I don’t s’pose the old
beast has enough money. None of us
knows how much she has got—she just
doles it out. But she wouldn’t give me
any if she had pecks. She hates me.
If there’s any money left when she
dies—s’posen she ever does die—Joe’s
to get it. He’s her baby.”


If Joseph—T. B. was the only one
who ever called him Joe—was Granny’s
favorite he was not the favorite of anybody
else. However we of the Tansy
Patch might differ concerning the
other members of the Conway family
we all united in cordially detesting
Joseph. He was such a sly, smug little
wretch—“a born hypocrite, that child
is, ma’am,” declared Salome solemnly.
We had no proof that it was really he
who had cut off Doc’s whiskers, but
there was no doubt that it was Joseph
who painted poor Una’s legs with stripes
of red and green paint one day. Una
came home in tears, quickly followed
by T. B. and Aunt Lily, the latter in
tears also.


“I would rather have lost my right
hand than have this happen, dear Mrs.
Bruce,” she wailed. “Oh, do not cherish
it against us. Your friendship has been
such a sweet boon to me. And turpentine
will take it off—it can’t be very
dry yet.”


“Jest wait till Granny goes to sleep
and I’ll lambaste Joe within an inch of
his life,” said T. B.


He did, too; when Granny wakened
from her nap she heard the sobbing
Joe’s tale and shrieked objurgations at
T. B. for an hour. T. B. sat on the
fence and laughed at her; we could
hear him and hear Granny also.
Granny’s vocal powers had not failed
with advancing years, and every word
came over distinctly to the Tansy Patch
through the clear evening air.


“May you be eaten by pigs,” vociferated
Granny—and we knew she was
brandishing her stick at the graceless
T. B. “I’ll bite your face off—I’ll tear
your eyes out—I’ll rip your heart out!
You blatant beast! You putrid pup!”


“Oh, listen to that awesome woman,
ma’am,” said Salome, shuddering.
“Ain’t it a wonder she isn’t struck
dead?”


But Granny was every inch alive—except
that she could not walk, having
what Aunt Lily called “paralattics in
the hips.” She was confined to a chair,
generally placed on the back verandah,
whence she could command a view of
the main road. From this point of
vantage she could scream maledictions
and shake her long, black stick at any
person or objects which incurred her
dislike or displeasure.


Granny was of striking appearance.
She had snow-white hair and dead-white
face, and flashing black eyes. She
still possessed all her teeth, but they
were discolored and fang-like; and
when she drew her lips back and
snarled she was certainly a rather
wolf-like old dame. She always wore
a frilled widow’s cap tied tightly under
her chin, and was addicted to bare feet.


It was war to the hilt between Granny
and Salome from the start. Granny
attacked first, without the slightest
provocation. Salome had gone through
the spruce wood to call the children
home to dinner. Perhaps Granny found
Salome’s expression rather trying.
Salome always did look very well satisfied
with herself. At least, something
about her seemed to grate on Granny’s
nerves.


“Yah!” she shrieked vindictively,
“your grandfather hanged himself in
his horsestable. Go home, jail-bird, go
home.”


Outraged Salome was too much overcome
to attempt a reply. She came
home almost in tears.


“Ma’am, my grandfathers both died
most respectable deaths.”


“You mustn’t mind what Granny
says, Salome,” I said soothingly.


“Indeed, ma’am, nobody should mind
what a lunatic says. But it is hard for
a decent woman to have her grandfathers
insulted. I do not mind the
name she called me, ma’am, but she
might respect the dead.”


Granny respected nothing on earth.
T. B. who, although he hated her, had
a certain pride in her, told tales of her
repartee. On one occasion a new
minister had stopped on the road and
accosted Granny over the fence. He
was young and callow, and perhaps
Granny’s eyes disconcerted him, for he
certainly worded his question rather
inanely.


“Can you tell me, madam, where I am
going?” he asked politely.


“How should I know where you
are going, gosling?” retorted Granny.
Then she had burst into a series
of chuckles which had completed
his discomfiture. The poor young man
drove hastily away, crimson of face—“looking
like thirty cents,” declared
T. B. with a relish.


On another occasion Granny routed
an automobile. One, filled with gay
hotel guests, had stopped at the gate.
Its driver had intended to ask for some
water, but Granny did not allow him to
utter a word.


“Get out of this with your demon
machine,” she yelled. She caught up
the nearest missile, which happened to
be her dinner plate, and hurled it at
him. It missed his face by a hair’s
breadth and landed squarely, grease and
all, in a fashionable lady’s silken lap.
Granny followed this up by a series of
fearsome yells and maledictions, of
which the mildest were “May ye never
have a night without a bad dream,”
and “May ye always be looking for
something and never finding it,” and—finally—“May
ye all die to-night. I’ll
pray for it, that I will.”


The dismayed driver got his car away
as quickly as possible and Granny
laughed loud and long.


“My old Granny’s the limit,” declared
T. B.


If Joseph was Granny’s favorite, poor
Charity was her pet detestation. Charity
was the oldest of the family; she was
eighteen and a good-hearted, hardworking
creature. Almost all the work
that was done in that house was done
by Charity. Consequently, she had
little time for visiting, and her calls on
us were few. She was a dark, rather
stocky girl, but had her share of the
family’s good looks. She had dusky red
cheeks and a very pretty red mouth.
Granny vowed that Charity was “a
born fool”; Charity was very far from
being that, but she certainly did not
possess very much “gumption,” as
Salome said. She had no taste in dress
and went about one summer wearing
an old rose gown with a bright scarlet
hat.


“Oh, if only something would happen
to one of them, ma’am, before they dislocate
my eyes,” groaned Salome.


One day something did happen. A
glad Salome told us of it.


“Charity Conway won’t wear that
dress again, ma’am. Yesterday when
she was going to church she found a
nest of five eggs in the field. So she
put them in the pocket of her petticoat
and when she got to church she forgot
all about them and sat down on them
and the dress is ruined, ma’am. It is a
good thing, but I am sorry for poor
Charity, too, for Granny is mad at her
and says she won’t buy her another
dress this summer.”



Part II.



If Charity came to see us but seldom,
Dorinda made up for it. Dorinda was a
constant guest. Dorinda was sixteen
and Dorinda wrote poetry—“bushels of
it,” so said T. B.


The first time Dorinda came she
wanted to borrow some mutton tallow.


“I have chapped hands and I find it
difficult to write poetry with chapped
hands.”


“I should think you would, miss,”
said Salome; but she got out the mutton
tallow.


Dorinda bored us to death with her
poetry. It really was the most awful
trash. One line, however, in a poem
which Dorinda addressed to the returned
soldiers of the Boer War, always
shone like a star in our family memory.



          
           

“Canada, like a maiden, welcomes back her sons.”





 

But Salome thought it wasn’t quite
decent!


“If there was only a wood-pool near
here!” sighed Dorinda. “I can write
my best only by a wood-pool.”


“Why not try the pond?” suggested
Salome.


“My Muse,” said Dorinda, with
dignity, “only inspires me by a wood
pool.”


I cannot remember the names of all
Dorinda’s poems. Some of them were,
“Lines on a Birch Tree,” “Lines to My
Northern Birds,” “A Romantic Tail,”
and “Lines Written on a Friend’s Tansy
Patch.”


Dorinda was stout but very good-looking.
She had magnificent hair—great
masses of silky brown curls. She
always dressed it beautifully, too. But,
like all mortals, Dorinda was not satisfied.


“I wish I was sylph-like, Mrs. Bruce,”
she sighed. “A poetess should be sylph-like.”


The relations between Dorinda and
Aunt Lily were not as cordial as their
common addiction to literary pursuits
might pre-suppose. There was some
antagonism between them, the cause of
which we never knew. But it resulted
in T. B. hating Dorinda with an unbrotherly
hatred and deriding her poems
unmercifully.


One little white blossom of pure affection
bloomed in the arid desert of T. B.’s
emotional life. He loved his Aunt. She
sympathized with his pursuits and, in
spite of her lackadaisical ways, was not
afraid of his snakes. T. B. would not
allow Granny to abuse Aunt Lily.


“How did you stop it?” queried
Salome, anxiously.


“The first time she turned her tongue
loose on Aunt Lily I went up to her and
bit her,” said T. B., coolly.


“You ought to bite her oftener,” said
Salome, vindictively.


“There ain’t none of the rest of us
worth standing up for,” said T. B.
“Granny’s tough biting.”


T. B. figured conspicuously in Aunt
Lily’s diary. She seemed to centre her
maternal affection in him.


“I wish I could educate T. B.,” she
wrote, “but alas, I am poor. How bitter
a thing is grinding poverty! My poor
brother is a genius, but he makes no
money. And I fear he will never find
the treasure he seeketh. Like myself, he
is misunderstood and unappreciated.
My beloved T. B. lacks many things
which should pertain to youth. I
patched his best trousers to-day.”


Many of T. B.’s speeches and exploits
figured in the diary.


“For, perhaps, in spite of all, he may
be famous some day,” wrote Aunt Lily,
“and then this neglected diary, written
by a woman whose hopes in life have
been blighted, will be of inestimable
value to a biographer in search of material.
I have noticed that the boyish
pranks of great men are of surpassing
interest. I could wish that T. B. used
less slang. But English undefiled is
seldom heard to-day. Alas, for it! I
feel that T. B.’s association with the refined
family who are now sojourning at
the Tansy Patch may be of great help
to him.”


I don’t know that we “helped” T. B.
very much, but Salome tried to do him
good in a spiritual way. She was much
horrified to find that T. B. was a
skeptic and prided himself on it. Accordingly,
Salome took to lending him
books and tracts and bribing him to read
them, with doughnuts. One of them was
the “Memoir of Susanna B. Morton”—an
account of the life and early death
of a child of extraordinary piety.
Salome used to read it and weep over it
Sunday afternoons. T. B. enjoyed the
book, but scarcely, I fear, in the way
Salome desired.


“Ain’t Susanna a holy terror?” he
would say to me with a grin. T. B. had
a sense of humor and that book tickled
it.


Una, too, told him sweetly that she
meant to pray for him; but this roused
T. B.’s dander instantly.
“You ain’t! Don’t you dast! I won’t
be prayed for,” he shouted.


“Oh, T. B., aren’t you afraid of going
to the bad place?” whispered poor Una,
quite aghast.


“Nix on that”—contemptuously. “I
don’t believe there’s any hell or heaven
either. When you die that’s the end of
you.”


“Wouldn’t you like to go on living?”
asked Dick, who enjoyed drawing T. B.
out.


“Nope. There’s no fun in it,” said the
youthful misanthrope. “Heaven’s a
dull place from all the accounts I’ve
heard of it. I’d like a heaven full of
snakes and ants and things, though.
There’d be some sense in that kind.”


“How are your ants coming on?” I
queried.


T. B. was transformed in a moment.
He sat up, eager, alert, bright-eyed.


“They’re durned int’resting,” he exclaimed.
“I sat all day yesterday and
watched their doings in that nest below
the garden. Say, but they’re quarrelsome
little cusses—some of ’em like to
start a fight ’thout any reason, far’s I
can see. And some of ’em are cowards.
They gits so scared they just double
theirselves up into a ball and let the
other fellow bang ’em round. They
won’t put up no fight. Some of ’em are
lazy and won’t work. I’ve watched ’em
shirking. And there was one ant died
o’ grief ’cause another ant got killed—wouldn’t
eat—wouldn’t work—just died.
Tell you, I wish humans was as interesting
as ants. Well, so long. I must
be gitting home to dinner.”


Always in the winter, which we spent
in our town home, the children kept up
a correspondence with T. B. He wrote
very interesting letters, too, allowing
for eccentricities of grammar and spelling.
Aunt Lily wrote me wondrous
underlined epistles, full of sentiment,
and Dorinda sent us a poem every week—on
“Memories of Other Days” or some
kindred subject. We often wondered
what life must be in the house beyond
the spruces in winter, when Granny
must perforce be cooped up indoors.
Salome shuddered over the thought of it.


It was not until our fourth and last
summer at the Tansy Patch that we
were ever asked to partake of a meal
in the Conway establishment. One day,
not long before our final departure,
T. B. came over and gravely handed us
a formal invitation, in Aunt Lily’s
handwriting, on a soiled, gilt-edged
correspondence card. We were asked
to supper the next evening at seven
o’clock. Salome got one, too.


“Surely, ma’am, you’ll never try to
eat a meal in that house!” she exclaimed.
“Why, I have heard that
they’ve been known to mix up cakes in
the wash-pan, ma’am. And remember
the dog and the soup, ma’am.”


“But they threw the soup out,”
said Una.


“I think Mr. Bruce and I must go,”
I said. “I do not want to hurt Aunt
Lily’s feelings. But you can please
yourself about going, Salome.”


Salome drew a deep breath.


“I’d rather go to supper with the
king of the Cannibal islands, ma’am,”
she said. “But if you are determined
to go, I’ll go too, and we’ll all be
poisoned together.”


I really believe Salome was curious.
She wanted to see what sort of meal
“them lunatics” would put up.


We all got a surprise. The Conway
supper table was as pretty a one as I
have ever sat down to. The linen was
spotless. The china and silver old and
good—evidently relics of Granny’s
palmy days. The decorations of ferns
and wild flowers were charming, and
the awful lamp, with its hideous red
globe, which stood on a corner table,
cast a very becoming rose-light over
everything.


“You see, we can put on style when
we want to,” said T. B., slyly.


All the family were dressed up for
the occasion. “Paw” in a dark suit
and white shirt, was handsome and
presentable. Aunt Lily for once had
her hair done nicely and she and the
girls, in their pretty muslins, looked
quite charming. Even Granny had on
a new black silk and a fresh cap; and,
if she could only have held her tongue,
might have passed for a decidedly
handsome and aristocratic old dame.
But that Granny could not do.


“I hope you’ve got more in your head
than you carry on your face,” she said
when Dick was introduced.


Having said that, however, she behaved
herself quite well during supper.
The bill of fare presented to us was
surprisingly good and—what was still
more surprising—quite fashionable.
Charity must have studied household
magazines to some effect. Everything
was so delicious that we could not but
enjoy it—despite sundry disconcerting
recollections of gossip concerning
snakes and wash-pans. We had angel
cake that night and, whatever it was
mixed up in, it was toothsome. Salome,
in particular, was much impressed by
the “style” and menu. She never
spoke quite so scornfully of them afterwards.


“They may be lunatics, ma’am,” she
said, as we went home. “But that
silver was solid, ma’am, and that cloth
was double damask and there was
initials on the spoons; and when all’s
said and done, ma’am, there’s family
behind them whatever they’ve come
to.”


“I hope you got your craws full,” was
Granny’s parting salutation.


We all noticed how pretty and chipper
Aunt Lily was that night. She was
quite bright and animated. The reason
therefor was disclosed soon after when
Aunt Lily informed us that she was
going to be married. She was very
well satisfied about it too, in spite of
her tired heart and blighted life. We
discovered that the bridegroom elect
was a common-place farmer living near
the hotel.


“He’s no beauty,” T. B. informed us,
“and Granny twits Aunt Lily with it.
But Aunt Lily says she’d marry him if
he was as ugly as a gorilla because it
is his soul she loves. I dunno nawthing
about his soul, but he’s got the dough
and he’s going to educate me. Aunt
Lily told him she wouldn’t have him
if he didn’t. I’m going to live with ’em,
too. Say, won’t I be glad to get away
from Granny’s tongue and Dorinda’s
poetry? It makes me feel young again.”


“How on earth will that woman ever
keep a house, ma’am?” said Salome. “I
pity that poor man.”


“He is very well able to keep a servant,”
I said, “and I have always had a
suspicion that Aunt Lily is not by any
means as die-away as her looks, Salome.
The woman who arranged that supper
table must have something of what you
call ‘gumption.’ Anyhow, everybody
is so well satisfied that it seems a pity
to carp.”


“Oh, I like the creature and I wish
her well, ma’am,” Salome rejoined, with
a toss of her head. “And I’m glad poor
T. B. is to have his chance. But say
what you will, ma’am, George Black is
marrying into a queer lot, and that is
my final opinion, ma’am.”


Aunt Lily meant to give up keeping
a diary, so she informed me.


“I shall not need it,” she said. “I
can pour out my soul to my husband. I
have put the past and all its sadness
behind me. Will you help me select
my bridal suit, Mrs. Bruce? I did want
to be wedded in a sky-blue gown—the
tint of God’s own heaven, Mrs. Bruce.
But George says he would like a plain
dark suit better and I believe that a
wife should reverence and obey her
husband. I am no new woman, Mrs.
Bruce, and I believe in the sacredness
of the conjugal tie. The secret of life
is devotion, Mrs. Bruce.”


“I’m very glad you are taking T. B.
with you,” I said.


“I could not dream of leaving him
behind, Mrs. Bruce. My heart is knit
to his. I trust that in my home his surroundings
will be more uplifting than
they have hitherto been. In an atmosphere
of calm and joy I feel sure that
he will develop, Mrs. Bruce.”


The next week Aunt Lily and T. B.
went to the new atmosphere of calm
and joy and we departed regretfully
from the Tansy Patch. As we drove
away in the still evening we heard
“Paw” fiddling gloriously on his stoop;
and as we turned the corner of the road
and passed the house Granny shook her
stick at us with a parting malediction.


“May yer potatoes always be rotten,”
she shrieked.


But—“Paw’s” fiddle followed us further
than Granny’s howls, and our
memories of our Tansy Patch neighbors
were not unpleasant ones.


“When all is said and done, ma’am,”
was Salome’s summing up, “them
lunatics were interesting.”


THE END.



TRANSCRIBER NOTES



Mis-spelled words and printer errors have been fixed.


[The end of Our Neighbors at the Tansy Patch by L. M. (Lucy Maud) Montgomery]
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