
The Widow's Lodger. 
CHAPTER III. 

A MUTINY DOWNSTAIRS. 
For som ' time after the advent of the 

eccentric lodger, number twenty-seven 
was rather unsettled, but the inmates 
jnrewacc'Ustoinedtohimgradnally.There 
was, in fact. 110 alternative. he gave 
very little trouble and lia had no in
tention of goimT. The cook gave warn
ing. the housemaid would not wait up
on him, and M. P. Parker stole in and 
out of the house on tiptoe; he was 
dreadfully afraid of that eminently dis
agreeable old gentleman upstairs. When 
he walked about the house the ceilings 
shook, and when he called bis man it 
was in a roar that made everybody trem
ble. Tin 1o ibis lime Marv Allenbv had 
nob mucii lo thank the friendly lawyer 
for. but she did not tell his so. 

"He is old, and irritable, and in pain," 
she said, when Mr. Joyce inquired how 
she liked her new lodger, "and perhaps 
the climate does not agree with him. 
lie will be better by-and-bye 

any nouse, and one of two courses must 
be adopted; if the servants cannot get 
rid of their 'ways,' you must get rid 
of the servants. It is a mistake to set 
too much value on some special quality 
in a servant. You want them good-
tempered. willing, and obedient; treat 
them, as I have said, with every kind
ness and consideration, give them as 
much liberty as you can, and let them 
have their own time when their work is 
done. When you iind them sullen, dis
contented. and complaining, they are 
better out of the house, Ring for the 
cook, please, and we can tell her to send 
the housemaid up when we have done 
with her." 

Mary rang, and was answered by the 
housemaid. Reing told to send the cook 
upstairs, she went down and told her 
fellow-servant that she did not know 

"1 never said so. sir." 
"Perhaps you- will kindly tell me what 

you did say?" he said, slightly at a loss, 
for in truth the girl never said so in 
words. 

"I said nothing, sir, that wanted to 
be repeated in words. If I had not been 
satisfied, I should have given a month 
and left properly; and I do not object 
to Mr. Sinsom, because his skin is not 
the color I've been accustomed to. 
We can none of us help our afflictions, 
and it is not for me to say anything 
about the old gentleman for grunting, 
and grumbling, and swearing, though 
he might do it in proper English like a 
Christian; but I do like a man to do a 
man's work. It's the lirst time in my 
life I ever was helped to make the beu& 
by a whitey-brown man!" 

It was almosuimpossible not to laugh, 
what the matter was, but Dr. Hyde and | quite impossible not to smile; the 
misses was looking very serious. 

"And what it they are?" said the 
cook, indignantly, though with inward 
trepidation. "I don't care; I am worth 
my money anywhere." 

But she did not like and could not 
conquer the mysterious dread of "being 

House
maid's indignation was so honest and 
sincere. 

"I was never before in niv life told 
that I did not know how to make a gen
tleman's bed properly." she wen! on; 
"said to see the way he makes it is 

totmnK of it," said Mrs. Coombes, 
solemnly, as she folded up her sover
eign in a little bit of flannel, and put it 
away somewhere in the upper portion 
of her dress, "and a good thing too, 
there would be some pleasure in cook
ing for them; and, I say, Martha, do 
you think they reallv mean me to go?" 

"Lor' bless you, no, she is too tender 
hearted; half a word would do it. Only 
no more grumbling, let's take things 
cheerfully as they come, bother the old 
gentleman up stairs and his man. too. 
All we have to got to do is to mind our 
own business." 
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"Nothin" ever did suit him or agree sent for;" and her manner, half deliant! enough to drive any Christian woman 
with him except bavin" his own way," and half nervous, changed to one of j out of her senses—punching here and 
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said Mr. Joyce; "he is rich and eccen
tric. and most people let him do as he 
likes for the sake of what may be got 
out of him. By the way, I forgot to 
mention that lie hates the sight or sound 
of children. They drive him mad, so I 
told him you had none." 

"Mr. Joyce, how could you?" 
"A little evasion, my dear lady, noth

ing more, quite legal. lie asked me if 
you had—no, I am wrong—he did not 
ask anything about you in that respect, 
he wanted to know if there were child
ren in the house; now. one child is not 
children, so I could answer him fear
lessly, and then yours is such a quiet 
little angel." 

"He certainly is very quiet." said j 
Mary, "and I keep him out of the way." 

"Quite right, too. most children are a 
nuisance, except to the people they be
long to; how does the litlle chap get 
along with the nigger, for of course he 
lias seen it?" 

"I was never so surprised in my life. 
Arthur took to him from the lirst; he 
understands children wonderfully; but 
vou should not call him a nigger, Mr. j 
Joyce." 

"He would not miiul. Why should 
he? The negro is a man and a brother, 
and I have told h m not to mention the i 
child to his master." j 

"I was about to ask you that." I 
"I woyld not have him know it for j 

the world. It would aggravate the gout; j 
inflammation might set in, and then I 
should lose my best client. Keep that 
child out of his way, Mrs. Allenby, 
whatever you do." 

It was difficult to tell whether Mr. 
Joyce was serious or jesting, but he 
said that so solemnly that Mary was 
frightened; there was no knowing what 
such a singular gentleman might do if 
he came suddenly upon one of the in-
noc'Mit race that he hated with the 
ferocity of Herod. 

Had Mr. Barker's irritability not been 
a natural intirmity intensified by pain, 
it might have been thou iht that he was 
trying to see how thoroughly disagree
able he could make himself. He grum
bled whenever he. had a chance, and the 
way lie went on at the poor man of his. 
was. as the cook said, something dread
ful; not that she understood a word, for 
Mr. Barker roared at him in an un
known tongue, and Cinci replied in the 
same, with his quiet, mellow voice and 
irresistible smile: and then she wanted 
to know why he did not have his game, 
and tisli. and poultry from the proper 
tradesmen, and his meat from the butch
er. instead of eating those tinned things 
like a cannibal. Evidently the cook had 
cur.ous associations of ideas, or else her 
impressions as to what those tins con
tained were decidedly erroneous. 

most respectful attention under the 
calm eyes of the grave young doctor. j i'cot, and what he calls elevating ths 

"l'ou have given your mistress notice t head, till I don't know what it looks 
of your intention to leave her service," j like. How any Christian can sleep in 
he began: "and you have done this on 

CHAPTER IV. 
THE CRY OK A CIIII.DI 

When the girl had gone. George Hyde 
turned with a smile to his companion, 
and found her looking at him, with her 
pretty hands folded in her lap and her 
eyes glimmering witii playful triumph. 

"What is it?" he asked. "I think I i 
know. You think I came oil' second j 
best in the encounter, and so 1 confess 
I did." 

"Still, these things are to be reme
died," she said, with an imitation of his 
own deliberate gravity. "Good cooks 

... ,•«!„ ..(• fi.„ i find Kood housemaids. The very best 
pulbng there, building up a little at the jareto be ha(M)y the „core. aU(1 i t  is 

] quite right—quite—to always treat them 
with kindness and consideration, but 

it bothers me entirely." 
"Mr. Barker is an invalid." said 

Dr. Ilvde. quietly, "and the man under
stands him." 

"Man, indeed; a gentleman with 

several occasions. Mrs. Coombes. Is it 
really your wish to go?" 

"Well, sir."—and Mrs. Coombes be
gan to study the pattern of her apron 
intently.—"not that 1 have anything to I plenty of money ought to have a wife 
say—a kinder mistress no one could de- j to understand him. and I am not even 

• 

and I do like 
And if I am en-

I have my fe<jiinus, 
my kitchen to myself. 
gaged as cook. 1 do like to do the cook
ing like a Christian—not have a lot of 
foreign messes dished up under my 
very nose." 

"But if Mr. Barker prefers those 
'foreign messes." Mrs. Coombes, and in
structs his servant to prepare them, 
surely you can have no objection. Does 
the man interfere with you?" 

"Oil no. sir. quite trie contrary." 
' "Am I to understand, then, that you 
interfere with him?" 

"Good gn.cious me. sir! I let him do 
just \\hat he likes. He rolls Ins eyes at 
me if 1 say a word; and he is so civil 
and good-natured, that I have not the continually. 

I may sw eep and clean with Mr. Siu-
sauce looking on, but as to touching 
any of the breakables, it's more than I 
dare, and to be told to my face that 
they are gems of the ant e and articl"s 
of virtue,—a few trumpery bits of old-
fashioned china.—I am not a fool." 

"I have no doubt that, like Mrs. 
Coombes, you are a very excellent ser
vant," he said, soothingly, "and if your 
mistress had a house of her own you 
would be all that could he desired; but 
you have been here long enough to 
known how dillr-ult it is to tret lodgers 
who pay. I fully admit Mr. Barker's 
eccentricities, bill, it is scare.--ly fair for 
you to worry your mistress about them 

heart to be angry with him. But Mien, 
sir, it's not what I've baen used to. A j sir.' 
cook's a cook and a kitchen s a kitchen, 
and I like mine to myself." 

"Then I am afraid. .Mrs. Coombes. wc 
must accept your notice," sale Uie doc
tor, taking out his pocket-book; "so we 
will say lrom this day month. Mrs. 
Allenby is very sorry—so am I. You 
are an excellent servant, but you share, 
with many of your class, the stupid idea 
tnat the kitchen is entirely your own, 
and anyone else who ent rs does so on 
sufferance. You should understand 
that the kitchen is that part of the lions, 
in which you do your wor,< as you may 
be ordered, and. so that you are not un
duly interfered with, you have no right I 
to object to anyone who m ay be sent j 
there or permitted there by your mis-1 
tress. You may go. Mrs. Coombes.' ! 
and lie touched the bell. "We want tht I 

.housemaid now." 
! Mrs. Coombes decended. crestfallen I 
but more indignant than ever, half in-! 
clined to pack up her box and go there! 
and then, just to let them see bow they 

.would get along without her. I 
:  "If it had been a real master," she I 
told the housemaid, "l would not have 
stood it; but them doctors have got ? j 
way of speaking you can't answer. A j 
pretty pass things have come to. when : 
a respectable married cook cannot call j 
her kitchen her own. It's your turn 1 
now. Martha—that bell was for you— : 
and I hope you'll speak your mind, as I. 
did—at least. I meant to." she added to 
herself—"but there's no saying any-

With a cook who g ive warning twice j thing to them doctors. I hate doctors. 

•I can't help speaking now and then, 

a week on the average, and a housemaid 
in a perpetual state of mutiny, Mrs. 
'Allenby was in a s id co.i litio i of pjr-
1 lexity. and she did not• lik-j having to 
smuggle her pretty baby out of the way 
if sue chanced to hear her lo.l tor's voice 
or footstep on the landing. The little 
widow had a very independent spirit of 
her own. and in her inmost heart she 

:.-wished Mr. Barker would go. 
"1 would tell him to go." she said to 

Dr. Hyde, "but Iain sure no one else 
would take him in; lie is so d.sagree-
able." 

"You have the tine spirit of a Chris-1 
tian, Mary," he said. W;th a smile. | 
"You endure the infliction rather than 
let your neighbors suffer; hut it seems 
to me that so long as you keep a lodg

ing bouse you will be liable to th'is9 
things. People who live in lodgings 
imagine that tliev have the right to do 
as tliey please; people who let lodgings 
hnagine that those who live in them 
'should do as they, the people who let 
them, please. Xow here we have the 
two brought into conflict. You have a 
self-willed old gentleman for a lodger, 
he has a dignified little landlady. Now, 
the thing is, do you really wish to get 
rid of him?" 

-Mary hesitated. 
"I have to keep baby out of his way, 

George?" 
"Well, that is no particular hardship, 

and is to be met by keeping baby out of 
his way. .Now what comes next?" 

"The cook will not stay. She gives 
me warning every other day or so. and 
the lions, maiil is always complaining." 

"These things are to be remedied. 
Good cooks and good housemaids, the 
very best, are to be had by the score. 
Always treat them with kindness and 
consideration, but neversubinit to what 
tliey term their 'ways.' Those 'ways' 
of theirs are a source of discomfort in 

Look at Mr. Parker—there's a pretty I 
doctor for you, with his bread and milk j 
for breakfast and gruel of a night,; 
which lie said would be better than my . 
beer for me. I should like to S'ehiinj 
breading and nvlkiiuand gru 'llintrme;:  

and then gettimr a little too much every 
now and then, and being ill, as he is, I , 
can tell him." j 

Miss Martha Brown, the housemaid, 
with much less to say, had more deter
mination. and perhaps more to complain ; 
of. than Mrs. Coombes. Honestly, she 
did not like the eccentric lodier; she ; 
did not like his man; and she objected :  

entirely to their outlandish way. "I 
once lived in a house where there was a , 
black woman," she told thee iok; "they ! 
told me she was a bare or a yah!—1 
don't know which; but the lirst time I 
saw her I nearly had a lit. and she was 
like Sin-sauce here, creeping about the 
kitchen and the nursery, waking and 
rousing the children; it made me sick. 
I told them if they would let ni:i go, 
they might give my wag s to the hare. 
I had a young man then, and I've irot 
the same young man now—one that 
means me true and honorable, and 
would marry me to-morrow if I liked, 
so I'm independent." 

In this frame of mind Miss Brown 
went upstairs, very indignant at being 
"sent for." ami in no disposition to be 
"carpeted." She was a nice-looking, 
well-built girl, with a pair of bright 
black eyes which suggested more sauci-
ness than she ever indulged in. "I 
know my place." she had said, "and I 
keep it. and 1 don't take no interference 
from nobody!'1 

"That I rr int you very freely. The 
question is. does it do yo i any good?" 

"I should die if I didn't," said Mar
tha. fervently. 

"Pray do not do that. Now. after all, 
Martha, there is very little in those 
things you complain of—only they are ; 
strange to you. The man is quite right ; 
not to let you dust the old china; worth- ! 
less as they may seem to you—and are. j 
in fact—they are worth more than their 
weight in gold, and could not be re- ' 
placed for any money." 

"Lor!" said Martha, with her eyes 
wide open. 

Cinci had told her the same?, but she 
did not believe him. 

"As for the bed-making, you should 
not let that trouble you—that is one 
point on which invalids are most par
ticular. I myself have frequently di-. 
rected and assist d in the making of 
my patients' beds, and in our colleges 
all the beds are made bv men, so you 
see this is not an exceptional case." 

"No, sir: not wnen you explain it. 
But then he, is always making fun of 
me." 

"Good-natured fun, I am sure." 
"That may be, sir; but I've got a 

young man of my own." 
"And a very fortunate voting man he 

must be," said Doctor Hyde, quite 
gravely. "Is there anything else you 
object to in tlfs poor old gentleman and 
his attendant?" 

"Well, sir. I do like civilitv when 1 
mean it kind. I happened to answer 
the drawing-room bell one evening, 
win n Siner was out,"—Martha had a 
variety of name for the handsome mu
latto.—"and tiier • was Mr. Barker read
ing without his spectacles, looking quite 
nice and amiable—quite different, as I 
may say; but directly I sai.l. 'did yon 
please to ring, sir?' ha roars out 'not 
for you,' and growled, and threw his 
slipp-T at ni *. I was that frightened, 
it gave me the spasms." 

Though the doctor laughed at this, as 
Mary did, he looked somewhat thought-
iul. 

"Give that to Mrs. Coombes." he said, 
taking a sovereign from his waistcoat 
1 oeket, "and keep this for yourself, 
Martha, and try to remember that, 
wherever you are. it is better to take 
things cheerfully as they come than 
fight against tiiem by complaints. You' 
will find the truth of that, even when 
you are married to the young man of 
your own." 

"You are very kind, sir," the girl an
swered, "and I will remember, and I 

! hope mv mistress will not think any-1 
thing of what I said, it was only a'man-

[ ncr of saying it." | 
j "I should be sorry to part with-you, i 
j Martha.*' said Mary, in a gentle voice, j 
i and then, much to Dr. Hyde's distress. \ 
\ Martha burst into tears. She went to | 
: her room and had a good cry, being too j 

proud to let the cook see her. then when j 
she entered the kitchen a little later, j 

, she told the cook that Doctor Hyde was j 
an angel, and they had the best mistress ; 
in the world. 

"And you mark my words." Martha 
added, "and see if it don't come to pass. 

a man. He's in 
"Your mistress tells m •» you are not ' Of course he is only a doctor, but si doc-

satislied with your situation?" Dr. 
Ilyde began, feeling that he had a more 
difficult task here, sind not a little amaz
ed by the girl's peifeclly respectful and 
yet independent bearing. 

tor can't help being 
love with her." 

"Who is? '. 
"Doctor Hyde and missis." 
"1 s'.ioul lu't wonder, when vou come 

never suliniit to what they term their 
ways. Let me see. Servants are a 
fruitful source of discomfort " 

"Mary, on my word you are too bad!" 
"And," she went on. "one of two 

courses must be ad opted—if the ser
vants cannot get rid of their ways, we 
must get. rid of the servants. Oh, 
George, George, do you see now a little 
of that which we, with our lackot' "firm
ness' and 'governing' powers, have to j 
endure?" 

"It is notthair fault, poor things, nor 
ours," said Dr. Hyde, apologetically; 
"they are, as we are. the victims of an 
evil system which has been at work for 
many generations. So, after all, what 
can we expect/'" 

"That d pends. We send for oiu- ser
vants to lecture them. Pooj- cook is 
rather middle-aged, and much toopiump 
to please a doctor's critical eye; and so 
her lesson is given with unmerciful 
severity, acc -pt her notice, and cleverly 
turn the tables upon her by entering it 
in our note-book as from to-dav. Tuen 
conies the housi-ni.iid.a very pretty girl, 
whose figure any iady might envy. She 
is, from head to foot, as perfect sis any 
picture ever painted. So we smile at 
what in poor cook would have been im-
p M'tin jnce. and we dismiss her with a 
fatherly admonition to tak-s things 
cheerfully as th.-y corn *, an 1—a sover
eign. As we cannot m ike so strong 
and palpable a distinction, w e s 'lid one 
for the. cook as well. Moral: If you 
must go to serv.ee. it is o ater to be a 
housemaid, with a line lig ire an 1 a pair 
of bright eyes, than a mid He- ig d cook 
very much too plum/. Dr. ilyd.-. 1 am 
ashamed of you." 

Try as he woul I. lie c >u! 1 not help 
coloring under h-u'in-rry l ingo at his 
discomfiture, and y-t to.s ring of that 
laugh gladdened his lnurt. it w is suca 
sin old familiar laug.i. an I lu h id not 
heard it since his fr.en 1 fell ill and died. 

"Is-e where tiie w.iole business is 
wrong." he said. "K*ep!n,r a -lodging-
house is not your forte, Mary, and lec
turing tff rv'ints i« »!«t u.ine. My moth
er has a very stately housek 'eper whose 
walk alon • would qu -11 a mutiny down 
stairs. You may d p-ui-.l upon it that 

j housekeepers ere born lo keep servants 
in order; we do not understand them. 

I You have not been to see mv motliei 
j lately. Mary!" 

"I have'not had time. George." 
I "Well you must m ik • it. even if you 
i have to give up this hous\ and yon 
! must do tliat. I ii'*ed not tell you what 
! vou already know, that my motliei 
' would give, you a lite-long welcome, and 
i you may safely leave the boy to me." 

"I know," siie said, "and I love youi 
mother dearly, hut I must go my own 
way. L , jt me try this house, George, 
just for one more year, and then if it is 
a failure I will " 

"Well." he said, in her thoughtful 
pause, "vou will what?" 

"Try something else." 
"Upon my word. Mary." he said, "von 

are silmost enough to vex one. Where 
is your regard for me if. in this perver
sity or mistaken sense of independence, 
you persist in k"eping an asylum for 
eccentric old gentlemen and semi-im
becile students of nvd'eine. I might 
say, in the same way as the magistrate 
did when he forgot part of his speech to 
the culprit before him. here you are, a 
young and beautitul woman, with 
friends who would gladly take care of 
you and your boy, instead of which you 
let lodgings to troublesome people." 

"Just for oil" year more." she pleaded. 
"And then should the house b-j a fail

ure?" 
"We will see." 
"You will come to my mother." 
"Yes." she said at hist, "if I want a 

home. I will come, there now, are you 
satisfied?" 

"Quite," and he lifted her hands from 
her lsip and kissed them. "That is one 
comfort, if at the end of a year you find 
this house a failure, and you want a 
lionr\ you will come to ours." 

"Yes, how is it George, that you al
ways have your own way with me?" 

"Because." he said, with the light of 
a pure and tender love in his face, "you 

i know it is for the best, will you come 
j and see my mother now?" 
| "It is so late, almost baby's bed 

I time." 
"You may safely leavediim to Martha, 

alter those repentant tears and the sov
ereign." 
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