
The Romantick Lady

By Frances Hodgson Burnett

Author ofuT. Tembarom" "The Shuttle" "The Dawn of a Tomorrow," "Little Lord FaunUeroy" etc.

Illustrated by Herman Pfeifer

In these reminiscencesâ€”which she does not call by that nameâ€”Frances Hodgson Burnett in-

cludes incidents-in the lives or her friends and acquaintances as well as her own. It is, she argues.

the people one knows and what one sees oi the picturesque in them and their experiences which

make one s own life worth talking about. It is also what one includes in and surrounds recollections

with which give them such color as they possess. To relate only what happened to oneself would be

monotonousâ€”like going to a party and rinding no one else there. "In writing these sketches I am

seeing my two selves, she says. "The one looks on at all my weaknesses with that calm detachment

which is entitled to criticize and represents such unbiased common sense as I may chance to have

the good luck to be balanced by. She it is who relates the incidents. The other is that one of me

who is The Romantick Lady.

The story of the Attic in the House on Long Island happened to Mrs. Burnett only in the

sense that it was a curious incident in the life of a neighbor and was related to her in detail to her great

delight. In her own telling of it she includes much which reveals side glimpses of her own atmosphere

and points of view.

The Attic in the House on Long Island

I HAVE not mentioned before the fact

that she â€” the Romantick Lady â€”

among other things, is a writing person.

The other things are, she says, that

she is a gardener, a house-decorator and

-furnisher, a dress-designer, and a milliner.

I mention her writing habit because it ex-

plains her special faculty for seeing stories in

the "things which really happen." She has

seen and written stories ever since she was

seven years old. But she declines to regard

herself only as a writing person to the exclu-

sion of the other things.

"Perhaps I am more a gardener than any-

thing else except a writing person." she

says, "but I am also really quite a passion-

ate decorator. House-decorating, you see,"

she began to ramble, "is really house-

making, and if you really make a house, my

idea is that it looks rather as your soul would

lookâ€”if one could see souls. If you area

warm, friendly, human thing, your house

holds out its arms to embrace people as they

cross its threshold. It calls out to them as

the peasants in the Alps call out as you pass

them in their fields. 'Hail!' it says. It also

adds, 'Come in.' The colors and pictures

have an air of personal interest in pleasing

you as a background. The chairs and sofas

present their curves and cushions unobtru-

sively and softly. 'God rest ye, merry

gentlemen,' they say. 'Come and sit down.

You will be so at your ease.' If the maker

of a house does not care for people as much

as for things, the place and its belongings

are mere statementsâ€”beautiful or other-

wise. The rooms remark impersonally: 'I

am Louis Quatorze, or Louis Quinze, or

Colonial, or Japanese. I represent artistic

intelligence and exact knowledge of period.'

You must care for your fellow man before

you can make any house really adorable and

alluring. You can not leave him outside the

door. He can not be counted out. As for

myself, I make places to live inâ€”for myself

to live in. The real decorator and furnisher

usually makes money. I only spend it.

You know how because you have lived with

me in the five thousandâ€”more or lessâ€”

places I have made in various countries."

She stopped to laugh, knowing that Iâ€”her

un-Romantick alter egoâ€”was indeed well

aware of the expenditure in which her un-

professional branch of this profession re-

sulted wheresoever she alighted in her

flights.

Then she rambled further: "Do you re-

member the place to live in I made in the

gruesome Heilenstalt in the pine forests of

Silesia, when I was obliged to go all the way

to Breslau, on the brink of Russia, to find

rugs and chintzes to ameliorate the naked-

ness of the land? Do you recall the little

farmhouse on the Kentish coast whose
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The Romantick Lady-

queer, low-roofed dining-room I furnished

principally with poppies and ivy, Turkey-

red cotton chair-covers, and white muslin

curtains? And the work-box of a sitting-

room made resplendent with blue and white

cretonne bought in the village at ten cents

a yard?"

That made her pause to remember certain

enchantments. "Oh," she yearned, "can't

you see the snow-white cliffs with the pop-

pies hanging over the edge of them, and

breaking out in crevices down the sides?

And the hollowed place in the warm grass

we used to lie in, looking out at the sea and

the broad, flat, white curve of beach with its

clear pools, left by the tide, full of lovely

shells and strange pink and purple and

emerald seaweed?"

I did remember. It was one of the things

one inevitably thinks ofâ€”one of the pictures

which rise out of a quiet hour to be looked

at again.

"It was in the marble-balconied hotel at

San Remo that I invented The Rag-Box,"

she presently rippled on. "A salon with

marble balconies looking out over the Med-

iterranean on the Italian Riviera is a delight,

but you can not really live a whole winter

with hotel chairs and tables and a clock and

two mortuary urn-like ornaments on a mar-

ble mantelpiece. Particularly you can not

when in the small town below there are two

or three tiny and amazing shops where you

can buy bits of antique silver, ancient bro-

caded dreams of chasubles and copes,

seventeenth - century French and four-

hundred-year-old Venetian fansâ€”and even

pezzoli woven by Genoese women a century

and more ago. And on the promenade arm-

fuls of flowers for a lira or so. I am inclined

to boastâ€”literally to boastâ€”when I remem-

ber what it turned into before I had done

with itâ€”that salon which at first so de-

pressed and revolted me. The odds and

ends I bought to transform it were the

beginning of The Rag-Box which I have

carried about with me ever since. Being the

writing person I am, I believe that if I ever

find time to do it, I will amuse myself by

writing the stories of all the 'places to live

in' I have made, and all the gardens I have

left in my wake. The story of the gardens

would make chapters and chapters. So

would the houses. So would The Rag-Box

for the matter of thatâ€”if one told of all

the things one put into it, and in course

of time took out to make room for some-

thing else."

"The things you have stored away and

given away, and left behind youâ€”" I began.

"If one cherishes the habit of making

places to live in," she cut me off, "one finds

things accumulate. I began an entirely

new Rag-Box two winters ago in Munich.

It is full of picturesque stories. There is one

about some three-hundred-year-old em-

broidered Sicilian picturesâ€”which I am not

going into now, though I can scarcely bear

not to tell it on the spot. It is about a

French woman who for a lifetime collected

treasures to sell and never could force her-

self to part from them. No, I am not going

to tell it, but it reminds me of another story

which has cheered and entranced me ever

since I heard it. I am going to tell that one

because it has brightened life's pathway for

me to such an extent that I have no doubt

it has even made me a more agreeable per-

son to live with. And you know how agree-

able I always was.

"It is the story of The Attic in the House

on Long Island, and it is the kind of thing it

is mere human nature to love because it

inspires a faint hope that perhaps something

of the same kind might happen to oneself.

It is one of the most undeniable proofs of

my theory that 'story-book' things have

happened, do happen, and will happen al-

ways and always. It is the type of event

which has made of me a Romantick Lady.

It also presents itself in the form of the kind

of soul-enriching episode one 'made up' in

secret when one was a child. And it has its

parallels in other episodes quite as romantic

which one makes upâ€”also in secretâ€”when

one has left childhood far behind. And per-

haps its chief charm is that it did not occur

to romantic and unreal people, but to the

entirely modern descendants of a well-

known old Quaker family on Long Is-

land, within an hour's motor-ride of New

York.

"As far as I am concerned, it began in this

way: One autumn dayâ€”a late autumn day,

which was doing its bewildering best in

the matters of gold, orange, and scarlet

branches and briars, and exquisite pungent

woodland scents and breathingsâ€”I went

to make a call on a neighbor whose country

house stands on a cliff at the edge of the

Sound. There I heard the story, and the

place supplied a background for any engag-

ing and romantic incident choosing to pre-

sent itself for consideration and desiring to

be embowered in trees and mellowed by the

sunlit shadows of yellowing leaves.
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Frances Hodgson Burnett

55i

"At the sound of my automobile a ser-

vant came to the door and told me that her

mistress was at home. I was shown into a

cool, rather dim drawing-room which looked

out on a veranda curved and broadened at

its end into a sort of outdoor sitting-room.

The maid went away and left me in the si-

lence looking out at gleams of water seen

through amber leaves. It was delightfully

restful and calm.

"As I waited, I began to hear the low

murmur of voices at the unseen end of the

large veranda. I could not, of course, dis-

tinguish words or see the owners of the

voices, as they were apparently sitting be-

yond my range of vision. They were not

speaking uninterruptedly, but broke at

short intervals into evidently interested

remark. I wondered who the speakers

might be and supposed they were visitors

staying in the house.

"The maid did not return for some time,

and at last I heard the sound of a chair

pushed back on the veranda. Some one rose,

and a woman's light footsteps slowly drew

near. The movement was so slow that it

sounded meditative, and presently, as I

looked through the window, there passed

within sight of it a tall, slim shape in a thin

dress of soft and deep blueness. I did not

at first recognize her. This was because,

though it was my neighbor herself, she

wore a look so far away and so given up

toXsome abstracted dreaming that for a

moment she seemed unfamiliar. She is a

pretty woman with a lovely, clear, Greek

profileâ€”one of those profiles I told you some

English people had obtained possession of

without being historically entitled to them.

They are not at all unaccounted for in

Americans, because America has built its

types on all the peoples of the earthâ€”and

profiles which are Greek, or fine Red Indian,

or soft Sicilian, or composite Milesian and

Andalusian are entirely explainable. My

neighbor's delicate profile being Greek lent

itself to the air of dreaminess and was at the

moment suggestively lovely. She had the

brow and eyelids which always more or less

hint at dreams. 'What is she thinking

about?' I as'<ed myself.

"I thought she was about to turn in at

the door opening into the large hall, but she

passed on absorbed in her mood and evi-

dently quite unknowing of my nearness.

A few minutes later the maid returned with

apologies. She had not been able to find her

mistress, and thought she must be some-

where in the garden If I would excuse her,

she would go out in search of her.

"'She has just passed the window. She

was sitting talking with some one at the

end of the veranda,' I said. After that

she was evidently found with little delay.

I waited only a short time, and then I saw

her come down the staircase across the

hall, and she entered the room. She had

aroused herself from her absorption some-

what, but there was still a touch of the

far-away look lingering in her eyes. She

was indeed a charming object, and I par-

ticularly liked the soft, dark blueness of her

thin dress and a wonderful old necklace of

strange blue stones set in darkened silver.

I wonderedâ€”en passantâ€”in what odd place

she had found it (she had lately traveled at

leisure round the world) or if Liberty in

London had merely invented its look of

ancientry in artistic cold blood.

"'I am so sorry. I didn't know you were

here. I hope you haven't waited long!' she

said as we shook hands.

"'I was here when you passed the win-

dow. You went by as if you were walking

in a dream,' I answered.

"Her laugh had a touch of odd feeling in

it. 'Did I?' She half-exclaimed the words.

'Well, that was it. I was walking in a

dream. I have been living in a dream for

weeks. I have been living in the world of

a hundred years agoâ€”more than a hundred.'

"She had a pretty laugh and a pretty

voice, but her laugh was not altogether a

matter of amusement. I heard in it again

that touch of odd feeling, and her eyes had

the introspective and retrospective shadows

in them. It was plain she had mentally

just come back from somewhere.

"' That sounds enchanting enough,' I said.

"'It is â€” and it has been,' she

answered. 'But it has been strange, too

â€”so strange.'

"Then as we sat down together to take

the tea which was brought to us in the nice

shadowy room, with the autumn light of

golden trees outside the windows, she told

me this thingâ€”this real thingâ€”which is so

distinctly in all its details of the type of

story every one really gloats over, but

which most people feel it the part of

practical acumen to protest does not hap-

pen to every-day human beings. But this

did happenâ€”it did! I saw all the things

myself. And these people were every-day

human beingsâ€”perhaps rather specially

niceâ€”but as every-day as you and I are.
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â– 

Two generations ago a son of the head of the family brought home a bride. She was a well-pro-

when she came. The boxes containing her treasures were probably

for shortly thereafterâ€”perhaps during the honey-
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vided-for young tking. it would seem, bringing wedding-gifts and household belongings with her

never opened: certainly tke contents of most of tbem were never used,

moonâ€”the bridegroom died of a sudden illness
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The Romantick Lady

"Her husband's family had lived through

generations in the same place. It was a

family of Quakers of wealth and of the old

and strict order. The great-great-great-

grandfather of my neighbor had been of the

religious body of 'Friends' whose domestic,

social, and business affairs were regulated

by the Meeting. (I could wander off from

here down a pathway of anecdotes, but I

will merely dart aside to touch upon one,

because it opens up vistas of probabilities.)

It had been the early Quaker custom to

build houses flat upon the earth. The great-

great-great-grandfather had evidently the

spirit of high adventure, and when he began

to build a new dwelling for himself, he de-

cided to raise it upon a foundation. When

this became apparent, a delegation from the

Meeting went to see him.

"'Frederick,' the spokesman said, 'we

have called upon thee with reference to thy

new house. We feel thee must be spoken

to seriously.'

"' Y/hat is wrong with the house?' Fred-

erick inquired.

"'Thee is building it up higher than the

homes of thy neighbors, which looks as if

thee was setting thyself above them. Thee

knows that is not as it should be. Thee

must build thy home as thy neighbors'

houses are built.'

"I do not know what discussions were

held in Meeting and what penalties were

threatened, but it was rather pleasing to

hear that Frederick built his house firmly

in accordance with his own plans. The

incident, however, casts gleams of light on

the limitations of a Quaker past.

"Now what shall I call my friends? One

does not use names when one leads acquaint-

ances into stories, and the good old days

have passed when whole novels were written

concerning personages designated solely by

an initial letter. You remember that in

Richardson's novel of 'Pamela' that un-

mitigated young scoundrel, the hero, car-

ried on all his gentlemanly atrocities under

the mildly non-committal title of 'Mr.

B '? But to my mind the alphabet

always seemed thin and inadequate as a

resource. The name of Asshe not being my

neighbors', I will take the liberty of calling

them by it. 'Mr. and Mrs. Asshe' disposes

of a slight difficulty.

"Did any one ever hear of 'a poor

Quaker'? I don't think I ever did. One

has heard of 'a rich Quaker.' One has

never heard of a Quaker beggar any more

â–  than one has heard of a Quaker pickpocket,

or a Quaker wife-beater, or a Quaker coun-

terfeiter, or a Quaker bigamist. Quakers

are quiet and orderly persons apparently.

They are thrifty providers for the future

and economical guarders of present pos-

sessions. But for these ruling character-

istics the Attic in the House on Long

Island might never have provided me with

its story.

"In the ancestors of the Asshe family

these Quaker virtues were so strongly de-

veloped that in some members they took

the form of eccentricity. In each case this

expressed itself in the careful storing-away

of articles of all descriptions. Apparently,

when an expensive object was bought, a

cheaper duplicate was purchased also, and

the more valuable of the twro put away with

care, while the cheaper one was used. This

at least was what my neighbors concluded

when they came into their inheritance. One

delightful old gentleman who was fond of

carriages had evidently, when buying a

'shay' of great elegance, invariably secured

a replica of more ordinary grade and saved

the grand oneâ€”with the result of leaving

behind him at the close of his meritorious

career a huge barnful of out-of-date vehi-

cles and their trappings. Estimable ances-

tresses bought two sets of china and other

household furnishings and took such care

to preserve the more important service from

danger that in course of time they seemed

to have forgotten its existence. I could

scarcely express to you my delight as these

picturesque details unwound themselves in

the telling of the story. The quite adorable

and lavishly careful personages seemed so

nearly akin to dignified and highly re-

spectable old rooks or ravens who carried

things to their nests in the tree-tops and

painstakingly hid them where no one w-ould

behold them again.

"The ancestral Asshes were of the soberly

rich of their time and place. The house

which the insubordinate Frederick had built

in defiance of the remonstrance of the Meet-

ing became the homestead. I have never

seen it, but I believe it is a venerable

frame-structure darkened by time, and of

the old Long Island type. Its special

feature is an immense barn. A boundless

attic under its roof was used as a storing-

place. But, charmingly in the interests of

my story, each generation either did not

know of or forgot the thrifty collections

made by its predecessor. It is quite easily
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Frances Hodgson Burnett

003

to be imagined that a certain cautious

secretiveness in the matter of keeping things

safe from intruders might be a practical

factor in creating this situation. It seems

almost inevitable that when a Quaker lady

thought proper to send a box of treasure to

her nest in the tree-top, she also thought

it well to be silent about the matter.

"Two generations ago a son of the head

of the family brought home a bride. She

was a well-provided-for young thing, it

would seem, bringing wedding-gifts and

household belongings with her when she

came. The boxes containing her treasures

were probably never opened; certainly the

contents of most of them were never used.

Shortly after the marriageâ€”perhaps during

the honeymoonâ€”the bridegroom died of a

sudden illness. Don't you see how easy it is

to believe that the poor girl, overwhelmed

with her grief, would probably wail out

when people asked for instructions about

them: 'Oh! take them away! Don't let me

see them! Put them in the attic! Put them

anywhereâ€”anywhere!'

"Later, when her little boy was born, she

was naturally absorbed in him. Each year

probably left farther behind her the power

or inclination to go back to things connected

with the black hours when life seemed torn

away from her. In time she might actually

forget the things stored away. I have no

doubt she tried to forget. Perhaps she never

even said, 'Sometime I'll look at them.'

"She did not remarry, but spent her life

with her son at the homestead. When she

went out of the world, he continued to live

there alone and did not marry. As the rich

head of the family, he lived to a ripe age.

He was a personage of gravity and discre-

tion, and was well known through the Island.

He also preserved the Quaker characteris-

tics of cautious economy where his posses-

sions were concerned. He was, I believe,

the old gentleman who collected the barnful

of vehicles of all varieties. He also collected

other things. It was known by his neigh-

bors and family that he felt it the part of

sober wisdom and prevision to put things in

boxesâ€”or in unsuspected cornersâ€”and save

them for some vague and more necessitous

future. He apparently did it for seventy

or eighty years.

"When he died, my neighbor, Mr. Asshe,

who was his nephew and next of kin, was

executor of the estate. It was his duty to go

through the old house and make an exami-

nation of its contents. One of the deep

griefs of my life is that I was not on the spot

and privileged to see the story of the place

unfold itself. What would one not give to

have seen it begin! Part of its peculiar rich-

ness is that it even began in a deliberate and

almost ostentatiously story-book manner.

"It had been known that the mother of

the owner of the house had possessed certain

articles of jewelry. They had not been

elaborate or important. Quaker ladies do

not wear tiaras. Perhaps they had been

inherited and not worn at allâ€”or perhaps

she had not really been a Quaker. But as

heirlooms they had a value and were natur-

ally searched for. They must be in the

house, of course, but they were nowhere to

be found. There was also a safe in one

room which could be opened only by a com-

bination. No one knew this combination,

and no record could be found, and, there-

fore, the safe could not be opened. It was

supposed to contain some important docu-

ments, and Mr. Asshe imagined it likely

that the jewelry was locked in with the

papers. It seemed almost inevitable that in

some desk or drawer there must be found

some written explanation of the clue to the

combination which opened the lock. All

possible recesses and corners were searched,

but nothing was discovered. The safe must

be opened and the papers examined. How

was it to be done? No one knew. Then

this charming thing happened.

"It was necessary to make certain im-

provements in the house in preparation for

any future occupant. Among other things,

it was proposed to transform a bedroom into

a bathroom. While the search for the clue

was going on, a workman came to Mr.

Asshe and asked him to come and look at a

hea\y old chest of drawers he and his mates

had been trying to move.

"'There's something queer about it,' he

said. 'We can't move it an inch. It seems

to be fastened to the floor.'

"Mr. Asshe went to examine the piece of

furniture and found it was fastened to the

floor; in fact, screwed down. He also no-

ticed for the first time that the ornamental

border of a modern inlaid flooring, put down

some years before, was laid outside the chest

of drawers and had never been put behind

it. The chest had not been considered

an important article, but this suggested

many possibilities. It must be lifted and

removed and the floor underneath it exam-

ined. After some effort it was unscrewed

and lifted, but while this was being done,
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some secret spring was evidently shaken or

touchedâ€”the lowest drawer suddenly flew

open, my dear friend, and there lay the

articles of jewelry, the documents supposed

to be in the safe, and the written explanation

of the combination of the lock! Secret

springs, secret drawers, hidden documents

and jewels! Locks mysteriously released by

an accidental touch and revealing con-

cealed treasure!' The Mysteries of Udolpho'

and 'The Castle of Otranto' rejoiced in

similar attractionsâ€”and this occurred about

1913 on Long Island when people were al-

ready dancing the tango! How does it

strike you?

"And this was only the beginning. The

tendency to put articles in safe places, to

hoard them without even looking at them,

my neighbors had known of only vaguely

as a characteristic of certain members of the

family, but when their practical work of

looking over the Attic began, they came

upon interesting revelations of the methods

of this peculiarity. They found themselves

confronted by a task they had not antici-

pated. When they reached the Attic, it

struck them as endless. The great place

was stacked with ancient trunks, boxes,

cases, bundles, bandboxes, pieces of furni-

ture. There appeared to be abundance of

what looked like the ordinary household rub-

bish, but, having begun with secret springs

in an unimportant chest of drawers, discre-

tion suggested that it might not be wise to

burn or throw away even rubbish without

casting a glance over it. Hence the inter-

minableness of their undertaking.

"It is just at this point that I realize

with special keenness what fate robbed me

of in not allowing me to be on the spot

myself. As it is, I can tell the story only

tamely. To do it full justice it would be

necessary to have seen things come to light

in the recesses of trunks and boxes and

corners of old bureau-drawers: to have

known exactly the emotion of the moment

when, weary with the tiresomeness of open-

ing bundles which contained nothing of use

or interest, some one came unexpectedly

upon a long-hidden treasure. If one could

have been there and seen and heard them!

"'You see, we never found anything of

value in a place where we might have ex-

pected to find it,' Mrs. Asshe said to me.

'In early, simple days people did not own

burglar-proof safes, and we believe that

things were deliberately hidden where no

one would think of looking for them. We

decided that each member of the family

who put things away must have had the

same idea of safety. There was this neck-

lace, for instanceâ€”' She put her hand

up to the old silver and blue stones I had

admired, and, of course, I could not endure

the suggestion of delight calmly.

"'You found that!' I cried out to her.

'You found it among rubbish in an old

attic!'

'"I did,' she answered. 'But I don't

think any one who had not gone through

such an experience could imagine how tired

we got of opening things and looking over

rubbish. One would have been tired of

looking over an endless collection of things

which were valuable or of some use. But

we were obliged to examine the rubbish

as well. We found that literally we dared

not throw anything away until we had ex-

amined it. We spent weeks at the work, and

it became almost a kind of nightmare. The

fact that there were always more boxes and

bundles to be opened got on one's nerves at

last. After one very tiring and uninterest-

ing morning, when the friend who was help-

ing me was as tired as I was, and my hus-

band was as tired as both of us put together,

we were on the point of leaving the work

to go to lunch when my friend picked up

from the Attic floor a small wooden box

which had been turned out of a trunk with

a heap of other things.

'"It looks as if it had been used to hold

sewing-silks and thread,' she said. 'It's

rather a nice little box.' I was too tired

and hungry to be interested, but we carried

it with us to the dining-room. No one

thought of it again until luncheon was at

an end, and then Marian took it up and

held it out to me saying, 'You haven't

opened your box.'

"'It did not look like a hiding-place. It

had no lock and was apparently nothing

but a small receptacle for sewing-materials.

There were some little reels of sewing-silk

in the top compartment. When I opened

a little drawer below, there lay in it two

things carelessly rolled in tissue-paper. One

was this necklace, and one was an exquisite

collar of old lace. That was the way in

which we found things. Do you wonder

that we were afraid to throw anything

away?'

"One of the mysterious features of the

story is that one's preconceived ideas of

Quaker ladies do not include lace collars

and necklaces of sapphires and silver.
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Old silver was found, old cnina, old cut glass, complete services of beautiful china, silver, antique

candlesticks, pieces of old mahogany. The stored treasures oi the bride who had

so soon become a widow were brought forth to the light of day
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answered. 'We don't know yet where to

put it all.'

"It was some months later, one night

after a quiet dinner at my house on the

chameleon bay, that Mr. Asshe told me the

details of the incident. 'It is such an in-

credible sort of story,' he said, 'that I

scarcely know how to tell it because it

seems absurd to expect any one to believe it.

But you have seen the silver.'

"And this isâ€”againâ€”what really hap-

pened: Mr. Asshe being a lawyer, his name

naturally announces itself at the entrance

to his office. As he sat in this office one

day, he was rather surprised by the unex-

pected appearance before him of a well-

dressed and well-bred-looking old gentleman

who presented himself casually as if he were

making a call.

"'Excuse me if this is an intrusion,' he

said, 'but I see from the name on the out-

side of the door that you belong to the

Asshe family.'

"'Yes,' Mr. Asshe admitted.

"' So do I,' he said. 'My name is Asshe,

too. I am one of the Asshes of Asshebury,

Long Island.'

"' Indeed,' remarked Mr. Asshe. He said

it without enthusiasm because he had lived

in New York long enough to receive without

any special ardor strangers who claimed

relationship.

"'What I thought,' he explained to me,

'was that he would presently ask me to lend

him a trifling or itw-trifling sum. But at

least he did not broach the subject at once,

and a certain dignity of bearing was not

exactly compatible with the confidence

game. Still there are some brilliant minds

connected with the profession. As he went

on talking, I wondered when he was going

to begin and how he would branch off to it.

He did not, however, branch off at all. The

explanation was a fairy-story in itself. I

feel as if it were very American. There was

a certain frank informality in it delightfully

human. I believe the same thing could have

been done in other countries only through

legal documents and interviews with

lawyers.

'"The stranger said that he was the mem-

ber of the Asshe family who some fifty

or sixty years ago had, in Quaker par-

lance, turned worldly and separated him-

self from his relations by leaving orthodox

Asshebury.

'"When he told me that, I began to

listen,' Mr. Asshe said. 'I knew there had

been an Asshe who had done that very

thing. The family knew nothing at all

about him afterward. He had lived and

married in Europe. His life had been spent

there. He was now a widower with two

unmarried daughters and had decided to

make a visit to America. In passing my

office he had seen my name, and it had

occurred to him to drop in and discover

whether we were relatives or not. Further

going into the matter proved that we were

second or third cousins, and entirely satisfied

me that this was indeed the legendary Asshe

who long ago had turned worldly and dis-

appeared.'

"But it was the climax which caused me to

break forth into a little crow of glee! I am

quite sure it was pure American and could

not have been reached elsewhere. America

is more practical and more romantic, more

utilitarian and more fantastic, more astutely

over-reaching and more childlike and af-

fectionately simple than any other quarter

of the globe. My crow of glee had also some

connection with the fact that the climax

was at the same time entirely Asshe of

Asshebury and closely related to the won-

derful Attic.

"'You see,' explained the newly-found

Asshe in the course of the interviewâ€”and I

am sure he mentioned it quite simply, as a

mere unconsidered detailâ€”'when I went

away, there was a lot of silver left in a safe

in my bank here. It is so long ago that I've

forgotten what the things were, but I'm an

old man, you see, and my daughters don't

want it, and I thought I should like a mem-

ber of the family to have it. That was one

of the reasons why I walked in here when I

saw the name.'

"And they actually went to the bank in

question and unearthed the silver which had

been forgotten for fifty or sixty years. And

Iâ€”moi qui vous parkâ€”sat at lunch with it

on the day of my visit and poured cream

from a delicate little vase-like pitcher

which only a few weeks before had been

disinterred and brought forth to the prosaic

light of day.

"Of course, if one invented a story like

this," ended the Romantick Lady," it might

be considered obvious and lacking in origi-

nality, because sudden inheritances and

discoveries of treasure in cellars and attics

have been done before. But as a thing

'which really happened,' permit me to take

the liberty of saying that I consider it has

its merits."
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