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A HARD WOMAN.

BUENE I

Tar domestic circle of the Barkera—of the emi-
nent firm of Marindin & Barker, of Lothbury and 58
Russell Square—a few years ago, when my friend
Mra. Monday still formed part of it, was subject to
the ueual curse of families, and never knew where to
stow iteelf for the summer. This momentous discns-
pion was always deferred az long a8 possible.  As poor
Mra. Barker gaid, what waa the use of making plans
that were slways lisble—nay, aurs to be—upset at the
lnst moment ¥

But there wss no reason why it should not be dis-
oussed, and discusped it was, and generally at the
family breakfast table, when the family assembled fit
and fresh and eagor for the fray, all except the eldest
danghter of the house, who preferred to tske her

breakfast in quiet, and had the best of ressons fof 264 -

joining in a discnssion whose ultmjlbﬂ dﬂ[ﬂﬂuﬂ, m aha
very well knew, rested with her,
The disenasion was brought to an n:,u'up;t f:lam, a8

usual, on one day perilously near the first.of Anpvat,

by the bread-winner looking at his ws.tnl-%miing hastiiy
from his chair, and casting down his napkin with an
air of despair,
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3 A HARD WOMAN,

“It's the same thing every day!™ he remarked.
#I'm pick of it. I've just ten minates to get to Loth-
bury in. Tt takes twenty. Settle it all among your-
selves ; money’s no partionlar object, a8 you know ; but
remomber I must be able to get up to town once a
week,"

“ He zeems put out,” said his wife, when the hall
door had banged. BShe made this obvions remark—as
ghe had several timea before—to the most sympathetic
of her three daughters.

Luey did not point out this vain repetition to her
mother. She wss a sweet womsn, She merely re-
plied, as vaual :

“ Yeg, ho does seem vexed, mother.”

“ Really f don’t care where I go, 6o long a8 T get a
little peace, and Lydia and Celestine don’t grumble.
It is such & plague taking a Freoch maid about with
one always, but if Lydia ecan't do without her, she
ean’t.”

U Blesa her bonny face,” murmured the old Scotch
aunt from the other side of the table.

¥ There you go, aunty, alwaya praising Lydia—or,
it it ian’t Lydia, it’s Fred, never me!™ said the girl
Though eweet, ghe was human,

# That reminda me,” said the old aunt, getting up
Emmmgaﬂj‘,gm:l pulling the covers over the dishes,
a'l:'a’ﬂ ‘mfa J:gaﬂ bacon hot when she does come

Py . '_""Whj-cbh’t Lydia condescend to get up sod eat
3 "'hei hmq'ﬂust.at the sume time as anybody else? It’s
"right Fo#n finfair” It was Toosie, the school-gir,
who spoke.
“ Ah, but ye mnst remember Lydia was always a

L
- -
‘-It'-
o



A EARD WOMAK. L]

delieate child,” maondered Aunt Elspeth. * She must
be attended to—she canna just digest—"'

“ Rubbish! she can digest well enough, only she's
greedy. The way we all spoil Lydia—"

1 wonder now if Lydia would like Bournemouth,”
pondered Mre. Barker; * Fred wants to go there, I
know."

“ Bournemouth? Nonsense! I vote for Whithy,”
exclaimed Toosie.

“0Oh, no, not Whitby! Buaxton!® pleaded
Lucy.

“Then you may just go to your horrid old Buxton
by yourself 1™

“Qirle ! girls!” mormured Mre. Barker,

“1 do wish, mother,” said Toosie in an injured
tone, * that you would not speak like that. It sounds
just a8 if Luey and I were quarrelling. We are only
discussing, Luey, you know that I know that you
only want to go to Buxton because MMr. Bt. Jerome
gaid he was going there? And I know yon don't
mean to have himj you only mean to whittle away
the time with him; so what & shame it is to drag all
your family off to a dull health resort, when they
haven't got livers or anything to cure, just to help you
to meet & young man you don’t even mesn to marry
in the end! If you meant business, I'd be the first to
kelp, bot you can easily find some one just to firt with
at Whithy.”

“Don’t be impertinent, Toocsie. Whithy is too
awlully relaxing.”

“ [t's never too relaxing to flirt: ask Lydis.” 8he
flung her arms round the old lady, *I eay, where do
you want to go to, Aont Elspeth? Bay Whitby, its a
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lovely place for old maids! They eit about the cliffg
and watch ua come up from bething. Oh, it's awfolly
lively for them! Bay Whitbhy—there’s & dear old
thing l ¥

Aunnt Elspeth settled her eap.  * Eh, ye're a cling-
some lassie. We'll see, we'll see—srs soon as Lydis
comes down."”

“ Lydia again!” grambled Lucy. *Here she is!
Now we gha'n’t gef s word in!"™

Angry tenes, mingled with deprecatory ones, were
heard in the hall outside.

i Vraiment, c'est d'une stmpidité——"

“# Mais, mademoizella—"

“ Taisez vous! Pas d'excmses! Que cels soit fait
tout de suite, 4 Yinstant——"'

 Bien, mademoise]le,”

Depressed steps were heard pattering away in the
dirsction of the servants' hall, and the door cpened
in a free, large manner, snd Lydia, the light of battle
ghining in her eyes, walked in.

“ What are you scolding that nnfortunate Celestine
for #* asked her mother.

“Her stupidity is intolerable! Fancy, she had
actually sent my white muslin dress to be cleaned
withont nnpicking the slegves. The consequence is-—
oh, bother, don’t let’s talk about it. I want my break-
furh“'

“You might at least say good morning,” said her
mother mildly,

“Qh, I forgot.—Goed morning, sunty.—Good
morning, Lncy—I've seen you slready. 1 came into
your room to fetch my curling tenge You were
aslesp. What an object you looked —Good morning,
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Tooaie, you little scarnmonch I—What's In that dish by
you, aunty F"

* Rissoles.”

“I'm tired of rissoles. Woell, give me some. I
never knew & cook with so little invention as ours.
However, we must eat, or to-morrow we die. . ., I
knew it l—they're a8 cold as ice! ™

“ You should come down earlier,” said her mother
mildly; *it’s ten o'clock.”

“We didn't leave the Symonds till threse—did we,
Lucy? Why do you get up so early, Lucy? I sup-
pose you like it. You aren't so exhauvsted as me. I
take it out of mysel! tremendonsly. And then,” she
continued, in a low voice to Luey, * I had a very try-
ing interview with young Bymonds. You eaw us,
Luey, thrashing it onf in the conservatory, He made
euch a scene! Billyboy! . . . Toosls, do stop looking
at me over your cup! It fidgets me—and I'm very
nervons to-day o :

She ate & hearty breakfast, and the family watched
her in silence.

“How glum you all look this morning!™ she re-
marked presently. “ What's up?”

“ It's settling where to go,” said the other two
both at once.

“Oh, I'll soon settle that,” said Lydia; “only let
me got some breakfast firgt.”

" Bhe topped up with a large piece of bresd and
marmalade, sand then, throwing down her napkin,
exclaimed :

¥ Now, then. Come on, everybody. I see you all
want something different. The best way is to do what
nobody wanta. We will take you all eeriatim.”
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She put her arm ronnd the old lady. *“ Aunnt El-
speth, where I go, thou goest, isn't it so '—Mother,
you're tolerably resigned as usual-—father doesn't care.
—Luey, how you do enifl, child! Have you got that
wretched hay fever again? I wonder you condescend
to—what's your idea?”

“I've been adviging them all to go to Buxton”
said Lucy languidly. :

# Advising, she calls it,” put in Toosie. “If you
had only hear i

“ Now don't fight, little girls,” said Lydia, waving
her hand. “ Am I to understand that the discussion
haa been somewhat heated oo both sidea?™

* No—only——" said Luey.

# No—only——," said Toosis,

“ Don't both speak at ouce!™ said Lydis. * This
amuses me. Now, Lucy, give me your arguments in
favour of Buxton as elearly and shortly as you can.
They say we women can't do that. T can always aay
what I want in two words. Well—?”

“Tt% g0 nice and near for father——,” murmured
Luey, to which Tocsie added, * Hypocrite | *

“We'll leave father ont just now,” smiled Lydia—
ghe had a cheerful, complaisant smile. * Give me your
purely personal considerations. Whe else is going to
Buxtont?™

“The Bymonds,” replied Luoy eagerly, “and Mra.
Wynne, and Mr. 8t Jerome and his mother; and the
Maynes have taken a house four miles off—"

“Well sandwiched, Luoey! I admire your tact.
Well, but I object strongly to the Symonds, and St.
Jerome bores me to extinetion juet now. I don't want
to get mixed np with the Wyunes more than I can




