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THE DIARY OF DELIA

CHAPTER I

GOT up at seven. Washed. Dressed.
Made me bed. I set the kittle on
the gas stove and then furyissly rung the
brekfast bell. The famly begun to get up
about 9. Mr. John was the first to ate.
He guv a look sideways at the appytising
eggs befure him and the luvly staming
coffee and thin wid a shuv pooshed thim
aside. He tuk up his paper and begun
to reed ignoaring me and the brekfust as
if we wus durt. Me mouth being open I
spoke up.

“Won’t you be after ating this morn-

ing”’ says I.
“Its all rite” says he. “Its all rite Delia.”
I lingered hoping to help him a bit.

| 3



4 THE DIARY OF DELIA

He russelled up the paper the way he
has of doing when provoaked and says
in that cam and gintle way he talks when
turribly excited:

“Delia—what are you waiting for?”’

“Nothing—says I—but won’t you be
ating a bite Mr. Johnny.”

He controlled himsilf wid diffyculty
his voyce all the cammer for his inwurd
anger.

Now me girl says he—you attind to
your own ating. Never mind me.

I shugged me sholders in the dis-
dainful way I have and walked kitchen-
wurd. I’'d jest reeched the swinging
door when ‘““Delia!”” ses he, calling very
perlitely now.

“Well sir?”

“Will you kindly bring me’’ ses he
“a cup of hot water.”

“Hot water is it?”

“Yep. I'm dying Delia” ses he.
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“Dying!”’ ses I, shocked so that I drap-
ped and broke the china in me hands.

“Confound you!” ses he, starting up
in his seet ‘“ Dy-et-ing I said.”

“Its the same thing’ I showted back
at him, and I marched out in a huff.

By and by I heard Miss Claire go in-
to the dining-room and I let her ring
the table bell awile befure ansering.
Her payshunce gitting the better of her
sense she pokes her hed into me kitchen.
- Now I happened to be standing neerby
the dure, wayting for further ivints.
Well, as I sed, out popped Miss Claire’s
hed throo the dure which banged against
me own, while me frying-pan wint fly-
ing up on hers. |

“O! O! O!” crys she.

Her mother come running down the
passage in her nitegown her hair scrooed
up in them kid curlers.

““What is the matter ?”’ crys she. Thin
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she seen the cundition of her dorter.
The eggs had landed on her hed, and
the fat run down her face in streams
wid the yokes for company. The mother
guv me a shove, and at that I boorst out
in me rarth.

“Its no lady you are” ses I. “The
whole boonch of you is bad. Gitting
up at these unairthly ours and bullying
the life out of a poor loan hard work-
ing girl.”

Wid that I tuk aff me aprun and
throwed it at the madams feet.

“Will you be good enuff”” ses I “to
pay me me wages, for I'm for going.”

“Delia’’ ses she in the voyce she
spakes whin drissed up fine for the
opery or there’s company for dinner.
“Delia” ses she, “Your month is up
on the 24th. You will get nothing till
then.” |

“Indade’ ses I, “Then I’ll set here till



THE DIARY OF DELIA 7

the 24th, but divil a bit of work will I be
doing,” and wid that I set down on me
chare and faulded me arms firmly across
me brist. »

“Delia’’ ses the lady, “Mr. Wolley
will want his chop in a minit. Master
Willie will have fareena and a poched
egg. Shedded weet biskits for Miss
Claire——"’ |

“Mummer” ses she, washing her hed
over me tubs, “I want nothing—nothing.”

Just then Mr. James wint into the
dyning-roon and rung the bell lowdly.

“Peeches and pancakes’ ses Mrs.
Wolley coldly.

Miss Claire has her hed washed be
this time, and she stands oop, wid it
rolled oop in a towl. She guv me wan
look—a cross betwane a shmile and a
frown, and ses she:

“Delia, do you wish me to get brek-
fust to-day?”
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“God forbid, Miss”’ ses I, and wint
to wark.

Miss Claire is horty agin, and she ses
wid a cold look at me:

“Very well thin Delia, till the 24th
then. Come mother.”



CHAPTER II
NEXT DAY

TS a weery world. Here I be, a poor
loansome female alone in this crool
city warking for foaks wid lether harts.
“O wirra, wirra, wirra’’ as me auld
mother used to say.

Aroze. Dressed. Washed.

I wint to see me frind Minnie Car-
navan last nite and feel better the day.
Ses she:

““Its a fool you be Delia O’Mally.
The Idear of you doing all the wark in
a family of 6. Its no more sinse you
seem to have than an eediot. Delia ses
she, its the gurls thats been here long
thats foolish like yursilf. They get stook
wid wan famly who hangs on to thim

for deer life. The new wans—green
9



10 THE DIARY OF DELIA

from the auld cuntry arent hiring out
to do gineral housewark. Its cooking
in a family of 1 or 2 theyre looking
for and getting. Its lite chamberwark
or waiting on a table or the like. Theres
never a one so green as to hire out to
do the hole wark of a family. Your
auld fashuned and saft’ ses she, “Go
down to Mack’s on 8rd Ave. Git a
job for a munth or so as capper.”

““And what is that?”

“Well you tak a job” ses Minnie,
“but you dont kape it.”

““And what wud be the sinse of tak-
ing it for thin?”

“Why you gump for ivery place you
tak Mack gits a fee of $3. You get
harf for fooling thim.”

“Its an onest gurl I am” ses I wid
scorn, ‘““and its ashamed I’d be to mix
mesilf in any such mess as that.”

“Well then” ses she ‘““go down to the
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.Alluyance. Its a place where they get
jobs for the rich.” ‘

“And what wud I be doing there?”

“Dont you mind what I’m after meen-
ing? Its the rich ladies who pathronize
them. Its a foine thing indade for thim.
The Alluyunce fills oop there houses
wid the sarvants. If a lady walks in
modestly asking swately for a gurl for
gineral housewark, they taks the fee
of two or three or maybe five dollars,
and thin smilingly infarm her that gineral
housewarkers are an oonown quolity.
“Tak a cook” ses Miss Flimflam,
seeted at a desk. ““But” ses the lady,
luking very thrubbled, “a cook wont do
anny other work at all.”

“Sumtimes they do lite londry wark”
ses Miss Flimflam, yoning perlitely in
her hand.

“Will they clean?”

“Land no!”
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“Wate on table?”

“Certainly not.”

“Thin” ses the lady in disthress, ‘“ What
am I to do? I moost have me wark
dun.”

“Why” ses the clerk, a little more
awake, “hire other girls, as the rist of
our pathrons do.”

“Oh” ses the lady. “I suppose”
ses she after a moment of deep and
thrubbled thort, “if I get an exthra
woman in to clean and wate on table
the cook will wark cheeper?”

“Hm?” ses the lady at the disk.
“I big yure pardin?”’

“She’d wark cheeper, I sed ?”’

“Well to be frank, Mrs. Hodge Podge™
answers Miss Flimflam at the desk,
“a cooks an expinsive proppysition in
these days. Now we have thim all
the way down from $200 a munth to
—er—well, you mite git an inexperienced
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beginnir for about $30, tho I cant
promise.”

“Your fooling Minnie. Shure no cook
gits such a forchune” ses I.

“Its thruth I’'m telling you. Why
I heard the uther day that Mrs. Van-
derfool do be paying her cook $20,000
a year, and whats more the papers state
theres an agytation now on foot among
the bizzy club wimmin to let the poor
hard warking girls, whose been impoased
upon for sinturies, yuse the parlor
wance a week to see there company in.”

“You dont say’’ ses I, “and to think
of me drudging for the starving wage
of $20 per month.”

“Well”> ses Minnie, “I wont mis-
guide you Delia. $20 is the wages of
a green girl who niver saw a Frinch
pertater fryed on airth and who broils
a stake in a sorspan cuvered snug wid
water.



CHAPTER III

THE TWENTY-FOURTH

AROZE at the ushil our. Washed.

Dressed in me best. Miss Claire
cum into me room brite and airly. Ses
she: “O Delia, heres that auld green
skurt of mine you always liked. Your
welcame to it.”

“Thanks” ses I, “but I expect to be
making sooch grand wages soon, Miss
Claire, I'll be bying finer skurts than
that.” Wid that I pushed the skurt
aside with contemshus tooch.

She got all red and pretty, as she
has a habit whin angry, and she put
up her hed hy in the air.

“O well, if that’s the way you feel!”
ses she and marched out.

Mzr. John cum into me kitchen.
15



16 THE DIARY OF DELIA

“Delia” ses he ‘“heres a quarter.
Now hussle wid me brekfust, will
you

I took the quarter and flipped it
round.

“Mr. Johnny” ses I, “me munth
is oop at 7 A. M. this marning. T'm
after waiting for me wages.”

He drew up his brows frowning and
wint aff into his mothers room.

A moment later the auld gintleman
himsilf cum bloostering out. Its his
ushil custom to get up at 10.

““Whats up! Whats up!” ses he.

“Wheres me chop ? Wheres me chop ?”’

Master Will started in to ball and
Mr. James kept ringing the table bell.
Such a house I never seen. Out came
the madame in her ushil nitegown.

“Delia” ses she “didn’t I tell you
yesterday I'd decided to guv you anuther
chance.”
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“You did mam, but I’'m for going
now”’ ses I.

“Go about your wark’ ses she, her
proud voice becoming a bit narvous in
toan.

“I'm waiting for me wages mam”
ses L.

“Delia > she guv a hasty look
about her, thin she spakes in a coaxing

vyce:
‘“Now Delia, be sinsible. You no
we think warlds of you. Now »?

Joost then, Miss Claire looks in, her
face still red wid the snub I’'m after
giving her about the skurt.

““ Muther” ses she, “dont descind to
begging Delia to remane. Let her go.
We can get on famissly widout her.”

““What!”’ shourts Mr. James, stick-
ing in his hed at the dure, “No cook!
Whats to becum of us. Are we” ses
he “to go throo a like nitemare such
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as we injured befure the advent of
Delia ?”

Willie now cum poking his hed in
between his daddy’s legs.

“Pleese Delia’’ ses he ‘“guv me my
fareena. I love you, Delia’ ses he.

“God love the lamb!” ses I and
flew to the stove, me hart going out of
me body to the child.

“Hold!” ses Miss Claire, very loftily,
and she cum over to me and tuk the
dubble boyler out of me hand. ‘Put
on yure things’ ses she “and go. At
once’’ ses she ‘“‘at once!”

Then she turned to her brothers and
parents.

“Go back to the dining-room” ses
she “I’ll get brekfust to-day.”

Mr. James guv a dredful groan, and
sloonk off to the dining room, wid his
hands on his stummick.

“Mamma’ ses Miss Claire, “pay off
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Delia. Youve been composed upon long
enuff”’ ses she. ‘““Hereafter I’ll manage
things.”

And me, the last of 1,700 girls in the
same place—for so I larned from me
frind the janitor’s wife—walked out wid
me $20 in me pocket.
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CHAPTER IV

THE FOLLOWING DAY AT MINNIE CAR-
NAVAN’S HOUSE

ROZE at 8:30. Washed—all over.
Dressed in me best. Borrowed
Minnie’s hat wid the grand white ostrich
fether. Minnie wint along wid me to
the Alluyunce. ““For’’ ses she “its saft
you are, mavorneen.’’

After paying our fee of $1 we set
around thegither wid mebbe 40 uther
unforchnut girls in a room on the sicond
flure. ‘“Now remimber’ ses Minnie,
“no gineral housewark for you. Its
a grand cook you be, or a foine first-
class waitress, or an illigunt chamber-
made, or a nurse to a babby oonder-
standing all about bottle feeding. Now

ray-mimber what you are.”
21
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“I begin to have mis doubts, Minnie”
ses I, trimbling inwardly. |

“Ah go wan” ses Minnie, wid contimp,
and just thin wan of the Miss Flimflams
(for so Minnie had them all named), cum
into the room and ses in a loud voyce:

“A nurse! I've a call here for a
nurse. Must be first-class. Consumtive.
Wages 810 a week.”

“Tak it!” wispers Minnie, excitedly
and she pushed me along.

““Are you a nurse?”’ arsks Miss Flim-
- flam, looking at me misdoubtfully.
- “Well mam” ses I “Its manny a
yung wan

“O deer!” ses she impayshuntly, “a
trayned nurse is what I want. Are
there any trayned nurses here?”

There wint a little pockmarked woman
forward.
- “What have you dun?” arsks Miss
Flimflam.

b
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“Well deerie”” ses the pockmarked
lady, “Ive tinded to invaleeds since I
was so high deerie. Me speshultys
obstetery.”

“Obstetery ? Whats that ?*’ arsks Miss
Flimflam opening oop her eyes wide.

“Why 'm a midwife, to spake vool-
garly deerie” ses the pockmarked wan.

“Oh” ses Miss Flimflam, and wint
out larfing.

Shed been gone but a mipit whin a
stout miss Flimflam cums in in a hurry.
She reeds frum a paper in her hand:

“2 lady’s maids, bootler, 3 chamber-
mades—cook—in fack all nicessary sar-
vants for a big coontry place. Now
first of all—a thoruly first-class cook—

b3

er
Minnie had pushed me forward and

I wint up bashfully befure her.
“Cum along” ses she, and she tuk

me down stares into a grate long room,



% THE DIARY OF DELIA

wid about twinty or thirty ladies sitting
in grand drisses on sofies. She leeds
me up to a stout old-yung lady sitting
forward on the idge of wan of the sofies.
“This” ses Miss Flimflam in the swatest
voyce, “is Mrs. Regal. Tell her all
about yersilf Delia.”

The lady sits a bit further forward
and lifts up wan of thim spicticles on
top of a reel gold shtick called in Frinch
Lorgons.

“How old are you?”’ ses she.

“Twinty” ses I.

« five’’ puts in Minnie quickly,
for she’d cum down wid me.

““Ah 25. How minny yeers have you
cooked ?”’

“Well mam—"’ I began, whin Minnie
put in—"“Tin yeers.”

““What wages did you get at your
last place ?”’

“Twinty—" I began.
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“Twinty a week’ ses Minnie boldly.

The lady looked tarribly startled.
“Hoo did you wark for? Lit me see
your riferinces’’ ses she.

Minnie hands her the boonch of papers
shes after bringing along for me, and
the lady looks at them throo her lorgon.
Me own riference from Mrs. Wolley,
which Miss Clare handed me proudly
as I was stipping out, I also had handed
to the lady, and I’'m all oopset and red
wid anger at the pinch on me arm
Minnie is after giving me. The lady
looks up wid her eyes frowning.

“Why these riferinces are for 2 dif-
ferunt girls’’ ses she.

“Luk at that, wud yer?’’ ses Minnie,
playfully. ‘“Now didnt she after be giv-
ing you my riferences too by mishtake?
This is mine’’ ses she, and tuk the letter
frum Mrs. Wolley frum the lady’s hand.

“Hoom.” Ses the lady, and looks



26 THE DIARY OF DELIA

me over frum hed to foot throo her
lorgon.

“Whats your name?”’ ses she, and
refers to the letters.

“Delia’’ ses I innercently, ‘ Miss Delia
O’Malley if you plaze mam.”

She set up stiff. Then she got up
and putrified me wid a horty stare.
Then she swipt over to Miss Flimflam,
her silk pitticoat swishing behind her
wid anger. Miss Flimflam cum over
to me and grabbed me by the arm.
She pushed me tord the stair.

“Minnie” ses I upstares, ‘““its seeries
throuble youve got me into now.”

“Shaw!”’ ses Minnie, “Its dun ivery
day. They no it. Delia theres twinty
ladies for ivery wan girl. Your safe
from anny blacklist darlint.”

We seen Miss Flimflam cuming in at
the door, and me gilty hart misgiving
me, I grabbed Minnie by the arm and
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we wint out of wan dure as Miss Flim-
flam wint in by anuther.

“Delia, its a gump you are’’ ses Minnie
with scorn, ‘‘but never mind, ye’ve dun
enuff for to-day. We’ll be back to-
morrow.”’



CHAPTER V

FOLLOWING DAY

WOKE. Arose again at 8:30.
Dressed. Washed.

Minnie and I interfiewed the follering
ladies in regard to a position.

Mrs. Spunk. She offered me $20 for
cooking—2 in family. The wages were
too small. I refused it wid contimt.

Mrs. Drool. 8$25. cook and londress.
Minnie told her londry work wud spyle
me hands.

Mrs. Lambkin—8 in family—Cook-
ing. $30. Minnie sed Id be after war-
ing the souls of me feet off rooning oop
and down for the 8 of thim.

Mrs. Colebin: $30. Cooking and wait-
ing on table. Minnie sed no cook cud

be expicted to wate on table orlso.
29
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Me arms wud be after aking wid passing
the hivvy dishes around.

Mrs. Sesick $40. Minnie sed we was
above warking for sporting ladies at
any price. Any lady, ses Minnie, who
paints her hair and eyes and mouth
and cheeks, and pads oop her natchurall
hooman body isnt a lady at all, but a
plane sporting woman.



CHAPTER VI

TWO WEEKS LATER

J WINT to the Alluyunce to-day for

the first time alone. Minnie sed
she was after being worn out wid kaping
me frum accipting the woorthliss places
offered by the pathrons of the Alluyunce.
“Ye shud have enuff spunk yersilf by
now” ses she. “Dont be saft. Ray-
mimber ladies is your natrel inimies
and beests of prey on poor hilpless
sarvant girls.”

Miss Flimflam spyed me as soon as I
intered, and tuk me by the arm just as
I was going to the room upstares.

“I’m glad” ses she corjully, “youve
cum alone. Your frind was a inkubust”
ses she. ‘“Now cum rite along wid me.

Theres a swate little lady wants a girl
81
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just like you” ses she, ““and shes willing
to pay you well and treet you’ ses she,
shmiling, “like a lady.”

-Wid that she leeds me acrost the
room to wan of the sofies, and pushes
out wid her foot wan of thim camp
stules for the girls to sit upon.

“Good marning mam” ses- I, lifting
up me eyes modestly, and then I give
sooch a joomp the dummed stool dubbles
up under me and down I cum wid a
boomp on the flure. For there sitting
looking at me, vei'y much surprysed and
horty is Miss Claire hersilf. She smiled
a bit whin I picked mesilf up, and ses I:

“Why, miss, the site of your pretty
face just about flabbergasted me. How
are you?”’ ses I.

“Quite well, thank you” ses she,
very stiffly.

“And your mother?”

“—er mother is pretty well” ses she.
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“Your father.”

“Papa is—er—about the same’ ses
she.
“Mr. Johnny?”

“Still dy-et-ing, Delia.”

“And Mr. James ”

““ James——well, Delia, nun of us are
very well. James ses he has intygischun.”

“And what is that?” I inquires
cooryissly.

“ __er—a sort of pane in the—er—

stummick’ ses she.
“Is it billy ake yure meening?”
She blushes, and ses:
“I suppose so.”
. “Who do be doing the cooking?”
T arsks.
“Well—er—I tried. Delia dont you
dare to larf” ses she indignantly.
“Larf!” ses I, “Why Lor bless your
hart darlint, I’d more likely be weeping
for the unhappy family.”
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She leened tords me, wid her horchure
quite gone, and looking as meek and
swate as a kitten in thrubble.

“Delia’® ses she, “Ive had elivin
girls in since you left” ses she.

““You poor lamb!”

She puts on that weedling voyce she
has whin bothering me to let her make
mussy foodge in me frying pans:

“Delia’® ses she, “w-wudnt you like
to cum back?”

I shuk me hed. Then she set back,
her horchure cuming back agin.

“O well” ses she, ‘“theres hundreds
of uther girls.”

“Yes” ses I “the same as the elivin
yourve had.”

“Delia” ses she wid pashion “for
pity sake do come back. I did thry
to do my best but its like attempting
to pleese a family of porkypines since
you left and O! those awful craychures
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that came after you left. Why wan of
thim’’ ses she indignantly ‘““was want to
tak the soyled table linen—aven the
lace doylies—for dish cloths.”

“My God! miss” ses I “you dont
meen them buties you made yersilf?”’

“Yes indade,” ses she turning her
face away.

“Miss Claire” ses I.

“Yes Delia” ses she quickly, turning
round in a bounce.

“Nothing™ ses I, angry wid mesilf
for me meekness.

““Delia’ ses she despritly, “we’ve tuk a
place in the cuntry. We must have a girl.
Its dredful to think of being widout one.
O Delia, do please cum wid us.”

“No-o—Miss—” ses I a bit tremen-
dulussly.

“I'll—I’ll—give you that old—er—
its not relly old—black taffita jacket of
mine”’ ses she.
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I skuk me hed.

““—and the skurt wid the box plates”
ses she “and you can have that tucked
shemysett—you no, the one you do up
so luvly.”

““No Miss Claire” ses I firmly, get-
ting up. “I’'m for uther wark than
gineral housewark.” She got up also,
and her voyce sounds a bit shakey.

“Very well Delia” ses she. “Its hard
on me——so much trubble——"" Thin
her blue eyes run over, and she walked
away, wiping thim wid her handkychiff.
I seen her go out the dure. 1 filt a sink-
ing at me hart. Minnie Carnavan was
forgotten, and like the gump she ses
I am I made a grand dash fur the dure,
wid all the Miss Flimflams of the Alluy-
unce, and the ladies thimsilves gaping
after me in horrow. I seen Miss Claire
half a block away, and I run after her

puffing:
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“Miss Claire! Darlint! Miss Claire!”
I called after her. She turned about
and guve me wan look. Then she made
a like grand dash as mesilf. Her
parrysol flew out of her hand, also her
rist bag. |

“O Delia—you duck >’ ses she, and
kissed me wid a smack, hugging and
squazing me manewile.

There cum three yung doods march-
ing down the Avenoo, and as Miss
Claire taks me in her arms the bauld
yung chaps stud still and looked at us
and shmiled. Thin one bint down and
keerfully picked up the parrysol and
wiped it wid the sleeve of his foine gray
coat. As me and Miss Claire extrycate
ourselves he offers it to her wid a bow.
She toorned red as a peeney and her bloo
eyes guv one luk up at the dood, then
drapped demoorly:

“Thanks® ses she, ‘“Thanks agin”
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ses she, as he likewise returns her rist-
bag. He lifted up his hat, waited a
bit for more thanks, and thin marched
aff, shmiling like his face wud bust.
She smiles too, and ses I, boorsting:

“A roomance, Miss Claire! Be all
the saints in hivin and airth, ye’ve luked
into the eyes of your hoosband.”

“Nonsense’ ses she, laffing, “you’re
the same old silly sintimental Delia.
Cum home deer.”



CHAPTER VII

TWO WEEKS LATER

WOKE, aroze, washed, dressed,
made me bed. Spint the bitter

part of a our or more trying to make
that dummed stove burn. Its a wild
wilderniss of a place is this and its hard
indade for a pure loansum innercent
female to bare the silence of the atmust-
fear. Whin Miss Claire a spoke of the
country I had thort of Asbry Park or
Coney Island and such like sinsible
places, but indade theres no bordwalk
here at all at all and the only kinds of
bands and orkistrys is in the trees. Wirra,
wirra, wirra! The kitchens in the bastement
and the dining room a flure above. I shuk
me hed over this contrivance whin I first

seen it, but Miss Claire ses very swately:
39
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“Now doant you be arfter wurrying
about that” ses she ‘“‘fur theres a dumm
waiter in the butlers pantry.”

Wid that she showed me a contrapshon
in the wall, and wint to work pulling at
the ropes.

“Dumm!” ses I, shouting wid me
rarth, “Is it dumm you call the dumm
thing. My God, Miss,” ses I “Its
noysy enuff to waken the deff.”

““Nonsense’’ ses she “and down stares”
ses she, “there do be anuther nice little
dyning room, Delia, wich you can have
all for yoursilf. Think of it!”’ ses she,
“How many poor girls in New York
has a privit sitting room and dining-
room all to thimsilves’ ses she.

“My God Miss” ses I, ““Am I to set
alone in that privit room?”

“Of coorse’ ses she, “and by and by”
she adds consoalingly, “yell git aquainted
in the naybyhood, and who knows but a
Nite will come your way! Hay ho!”’ ses she.



THE DIARY OF DELIA 141

“Nites enuff”’ ses I me milincoly
hivvy on me chist, “it’ll be all nites now
for me Miss Claire.”

“You Goose!” ses she, “I dont meen
that kind of Nite, but—but—you know—a
grate handsome fellar of a Nite” ses she.

“Is it a bow ye’re maning?” I arsks

sarcarskullully.
“Yes Delia dear.”

““And sorrer a Nite of that kind will
I get Miss” ses I moanfully.

She opened her blue eyes big, and
shuk her hed mysteerissly.

“Itsin the cuntry they abownd”’ ses she.

““And lit them cum abownding” ses I
snorting, “Its a foine gintlemanly sort™
ses I “wud abound into the prisince of a
loidy. If it’s oanly the bounding kind
ye’re haveing here, Miss Claire, theyd bit-
ter kape their distance frum me kitchen.”



CHAPTER VIII

A FEW DAYS LATER

WOKE—aroze—washed—dressed—
" made me bed—Imtied me slops.
I tuk a bit of paper from Mr. John’s
desk, and I penned the follering warning
in plane litters and langwidge:

BRIKFUST SARVED
AT 8 OANLEY
NO BRIKFUST
SARVED LATER

This T taxed artiskully upon the dining-
room door—facing all eyes.

Mr. John—ating his loan cup of hot
water looks up. Hes a gintle spaking
gintleman in contrarst to his bruther
James. The rayson of this Mr. Wolley

explayned to me v:sanse was that Mr.
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John is an eediotor wile Mr. James is
a bawld voiced orthor, spaking, ses
Mr. Wolley, wid the orful tung of the
muck raker. Well Mr. John looks up
gintly and fidgets his paper and ses
mildly:

“Er Delia—er

“Well ?”’ ses I, fite in me toans.

‘““Another cup of hot water if you

»

plase’ ses he.

He hild up the cup befure his eyes
suspishussly.

““—er Delia’ ses he, making an effet
to mollyfy me timper. ‘“How do you
like it here’” ses he. :

“Like it! My God its a loan wilder-
niss of a place, sor,” Ses I.

“Shaw!”’ ses he, “Why theeres forty-
two families on the Poynt.”

“The Poynt ?”’

“Yes. They call this neck of land
the Poynt’” ses he “I suppose becorse
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its just a poynt of land running into the
Sound.”

“Its a bloont poynt” ses I.

“It is” ses he, ““but down at the ind
of it, there is a very fine poynt of land.
Me brother waggushly corls it ‘Rogues
Poynt’ ** ses he.

“And why sor?”

- “Haw, haw!”’ ses he, larfing into his
napkin.

Mr. James cum sontering in joost
thin in tinnis pants. He tramped acrost
me imacklate floor, banged out a chare
and doomped himself into it.

“Me brekfust in a hurry Delia” ses
he. ‘“Whats the joke Johnny” ses he
to his larfing brother.

“I was telling Delia the name ye've
given the Poynt—Rogues Poynt.”

“Hum!” ses Mr. James, ating amor-
osly on a grape froot. “Its like this
Delia’’ ses he, guving me a seeriess
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look, “The 2 show places on the ind
of the Poynt are occipied respictably
by an Oil magnut and a Insurince
Prissydint.”

“And be they rogues?” asks I
innercently.

“Dammed raskils”” ses Mr. James
sollemly.



CHAPTER IX

ANOTHER DAY

ROZE. Got up. Dressed. Made
me bed. Imtied me slops.

“I want you all to lissen to me” ses
Miss Claire, adrissing the assimbled
family in the dining-room. ‘““Now” ses
she, “if I’'m to be housekaper and we
cant afford but wan girl and the works
\altogether too hevvy for Delia alone
and shell be laving us if ”

“Sh!” says her mother, ‘““spake lower.
Shes in the bootlers pantry, making the
salad.

“Nonsinse”” ses Mr. James, ‘“shes
at the keyhole lissening.”

“Well, but do lissen all,” airges Miss
Claire. ““Iverybody’ ses she, ‘“has got

to do his indivijool share of work. The
a1
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lons must be cut. A garden must be
planted. Frish vegitables are absolootely
nicissiry. James” ses she swately, “ You
can cut the lons.”

“Lons!” cryes he in thoondering toans.
“I cut lons! Why me deer sister its
aginst me most artistick instink” ses
he. “Its wan of me firm and uncon-
tradictible opinyons that lons shud re-
mane uncut. Why annyone can have
cut lons. Luk at the places around us,
widout an ixcipshun the lons are cut
slick and smooth as a yooths chin. I
tell you sister mine” ses he ‘‘its more
artistick to let your grass grow long.”

“Nonsinse” ses Miss Claire.

Here Mr. John tuk up the coodgills
for his sister.

“Unkemp lons” ses he, “are artistick
on the same principle as the ass is a
boheemyun who smoaks and drinks in
out of way outlandish joynts and has
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an inborn prejydiss aginst a manicar
parlor. ‘Dirty nales’ ses he, in the
like toan of me brother ‘is artistick.’
Jimmy, boy, explane the artistick sinse
of uncut lons?”

“Deny it if you can’ shouted Mr.
James, thoomping on the table “I chal-
linge you. Do you mane to assert that
the fat broaker who kapes his lons and
drives clane as a well swipt parlor has
the same artistick sinse as the chap who
lets his grarss grow gracefully aloft kiss-
ing the gintle seffers which swape the
jewey »

Here I heard the contemshus russel
of Mr. John’s paper.

“Do be sinsible Jimmy” ses Mrs.
Wolley. “Claire is quite right. The
lons must be cut. If we dont cut them
nobody’ll call on us. We’ll be marked
and shunned in this community.”

Here both Mr. James and John as-
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sayed to spake at wanse, the latter aisily
being drowned out by the thoonder
toans of the hedstrung orthor.

““Mother!” ses he “I’'m ashamed of
you. Can I beleeve me eers. Is it me
own mother—the woman who gave me
berth spaking? Do you achooly mane
that you are inspired wid a dred that
these essenshilly vulger fatheaded ras-
killy rich nayburs of ours may not call
on us? What!”’ ses he, drowning the
interrupting voyce of Mr. John, “Do
you desire there acquaytinse ?”’

“Me brotyer’’ ses Mr. John gintly,*“finds
his vocatshun rooning from his finger tips
tohis tung. To him the mere fack of being
rich is to be likewise a fool and nave.”

“I claim” ses Mr. James thoomping
on the table “that a man cannot make
a billion onestly. I agree wid me frind
Andrew Carnegie, who denies he sed it,
that its impossible.”
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“What of those who inherit?”’ ses Mrs.
Wolley.

“Poony-soled, puppy heded eediots.
What rite I asks have they to kape the
money stolen from the peeple by there
fathers ?”

Mr. Wolley put in a word here edge-
‘wise.

“It seems to me James” ses he “that
you are wilfully departing from the
mooted subject. I belave in dyagres-
sion—to a limited extint—and whin by
gintle degrees it permitsus to cum back
to the subjeck under discushion.”

. “Yes” ses Miss Claire, ‘“we must
get back to the lons. Its settled. James
you will cut them at leest wanse a week.”

“Once a week! Lord God of Isreel!”
grones Mr. James, “I’ll be a fissicle
reck befure the summer wanes.”

“Next’” ses Miss Claire, ‘Johnny
you must take care of the horse.”
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I thort Mr. John must be tearing up
his paper, from the noyse of its russeling.
I pressed up closer to the dure.

“Claire, my deer” ses he, “I beg
you think befure you spake. I've never
handled a horse in me life. If you
contimplate the purchase of a baste,
you will have to hire a man to care for
it. I draw” ses he *the lines at stable
work.”

“Very well” ses she, “you can go
walk the mile or 2 to the village after
the mail.”

“We’ll take turn about’ ses Mr. John.

““What!”’ shouts Mr. James, “and me
wid my grass cutting!”

“To orffset that” ses Miss Claire,
““John can rayse our vigitables.”

“My deer child—" began Mr. John
“I know not the first thing of—er——"’

“You’re all just horrid.” ses Miss
Claire and she pushed back her chare.
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“Very well then, I wash my hands of
the hole affare.”

“James” ses Mr. Wolley in sturn
commanding toans, ‘“You will cut the
lons as intercated by your sister. John”
ses he “I will expect you to rayse addecut
vigitables for the table.”

“Daddy’’ ses Miss Claire, “yow’ll go to
the Post-Office wont you like an angel ?”

“Certainly my deer’” ses he, “It will
give me grate pleshure.” A silence fol-
lowed here, and the auld gintleman
must have bethort him of his hasty

promise, for ses he:
- “We will kape a horse” ses he, “at
a neerby livery stable.”

Mr. James bust out larfing.

““Whats my juties to be?’’ swately
inquires Mrs. Wolley, trying to change
the paneful subject.

““Oh mamma” ses Miss Claire, “you
may care for the chickens.”



54 THE DIARY OF DELIA

“Let me see’ ses Mrs. Wolley ““ Aren’t
there such things as—er—Ilice—connected
with chickens?”

“Yes deer—but if you’ll kape the
coop always witewashed” ses Miss Claire,
““the lice ’ll go.”

Mrs. Wolley coffed unaisily.

“And now you, miss?’’ shouts Mr.
James, ‘“what have you left for your-
self to do ?”

“Theres a thousand and wan things,
but as my cheef and spechul jooty out-
side of the hivvy housekaping wid the
constant tack and diplomassy it intales
to kape our unsertin Delia, I will under-
take to—er—rayse sweet flowers for the
beutifying of our lons and house.”

“Call that work!” larfs Mr. James.

“You inappreeshitive duffer’” ses Mr.
John in his gintlest voyce. “I vote
that we adjoin.”

““One moment” ses Mr. James.
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“What of Billy? Is he to be the sole
mimber of this innergitick family to
live in aise and lazy cumfut?”’

““No indeedy’’ ses Miss Claire. *“Never!
Tho but 6 yeers of age, hes old enuff to
ern his daily bred. Willy” ses she
““shall be our yuniversul caddy. His will
be the tax of carrying water to the
hungry thoorsty wans what toyle.”



CHAPTER X
THE NEXT DAY

WAS up to me eers in work—it being

wash day. As I carried the clothes
out to be hung I noted the following:
Mr. John was walking up and down
taking triminjus long stips back and
forth over the back lon. Wid the tales
of his coat flying out behind him and
his spickticles hanging by a string from
his eer he looked so like a loonytick that
I drapped me baskit of clothes.

“My God, Mr. John” I exclaimed
involuntarararily ‘“Are you sun struck.
Whats the trubble’ ses I, and I stopped
him in his mad careerer as Mr. James
wud call it by grabbing him by his cote
tales. He turned about, looks at me

wid wild eyes and ses horsely:
51
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“Twinty-two and a harf—twinty-two
and a—Bother the girl!” ses he inter-
rupting himsilf, “Are you crazy? Let
go me cote tales.” I releesed him.
Ses he irrytibly:

“Can’t you see I'm bizzy? I'm
meshuring off me vigitible garden’ and
wid that he starts marching over the
same line agin.

" “My God, Mr. John!” ses I “are
you using yur legs for a meshure?”

But he herd me not. I toar me horry-
fied eyes away frum the madman, and
just then I seen Mr. James. He was
standing also on the lon, neerer the
frunt of the house. He’s leening on
the lon mower, and if ever I seen dispare
in human eyes it was in those orbs of
Mr. James. I wint to him wid me
hart full of sympathy for the lad.

“Whats ailing you Mr. James ?’’ I arsks.

“The lons!” ses he. “You will ob-
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sarve Delia ‘“‘that I’'m commincing me
tax at the beginning of the week, for
I am firmly convinsed no human arm
cood cut those lons in less than sivin days.”

“Why dont you get a dago, Mr.
James” ses I.

“Sh!” ses Mr. James, guving me arm
ashuv. “Spakelowly Delia. Ob-sarve”
and he poynted acrost the lons.

There aginst the finse which divides
our place from a grate estate was Miss
Claire hersilf digging. She had a little
red gingum aprun over her dress and
the slaves was rolled oop to the ilbos.
On her hed was the strangest looking
site of a hat. I reckynised it wid horrer.
It wuz a Spanish monsterosity Mr. James
brot back wid him that time he wint
to Pannyma to expose the Prissydint.
Until this day Miss Claire had yused it
for a waste paper barsket in her room,
tying it in a boonch wid ribbon and
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hanging it artisticully upon the wall.
Now she woar it on her hed! Joost thin
she looked up from her digging and
seen me.

“Now Delia” ses she “dont be bother-
ing Jimmy. Hes got lots to do. We
all have’’ she adds swately.

“What be you doing Miss Claire?”
arsks I, going over to her, and looking
wid suspisshon at the hole she’s after
diggin. “My God Miss” ses I “it
looks like a grave.”

“Delia! Why” ses she “I'm sitting
out a flouring hidge. I'm follring the
rules of the bist orthorities on horty-
culcheer. See:” and she poynted to her
pockets which were boolging out wid
books. ‘““All are agreed’ ses she “‘that
a gardin shud be begun wid a flouring
hidge. My gardin will be one glow of
luvliness from spring till frorst and may-
be later. Its possible.”
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“But miss” ses I “ye’ll nade a gardiner
for the tax”

“Never! Why I've been setting up
nites studying me subjeck. I expect
to devoat >> just thin she guv a little
joomp and her cheeks turned pink wid
excitement.

““My goodness Delia!’’ ses she wisper-
ing, ‘“th-theres ¢ man” ses she.

“Whare ?”” ses I, glaring about me,
riddy for war upon anny dirty tramps
trispessing upon our place.

“The other side the fince’’ ses she,
wispering. I looked over, but seen no

wan.

‘““Are you quite sure?’’ asks she, trim-
bling a bit.

“I] am” ses I. She turned pale, and
siesed hold of me arm.

“Delia!” ses she whispering *“d-d-d-
do you remimber that—that—young man
who——"
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“Is it your future hoosband ye're
maning ?”’

“Nonsinse”” ses she blushing, “but
—but I meen him anyhow. Well—well—
do you know—I—I—I’'m afrade he’s
honting me’” ses she.

“My God miss” ses I “do you think
he’s a banshee ?”’

“No, no Delia—but—but well” ses
she, ‘“‘the fack is I'm always thinking
about him, and now—mnow ackshully
I thort I saw him—over there” ses she.

“Suppose’” ses I“you tak a look again
Miss Claire.”

“T cant” ses she, shinking aginst me,
““and beside the finse is so high. Its—
its—much taller than I am” ses she.

““Ah come on” ses I, and pulled her
to the finse. ‘“Here miss, I'll lift you
up,” and wid that I grabbed her by
the waste and hawled her up. She
screemed. I dropped her wid a boomp,
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for there looking over, rubbing his hed
where Miss Claire has boomped aginst
it, is the Madison Avenoo dood. Miss
Claire tuk to her feet and wint flying
tord the house, her books drapping out
of her pockits as she run.



CHAPTER XI

NEXT DAY

ARST nite Miss Claire cum into
me bedroom. She looked like a
bit of a girl in her little frilled nitedress
and her pretty hare hanging down her
back in 2 curly brades. ‘ Are you awake ?”
ses she turning on the lite. ‘““Dont be
angry please Delia deer” ses she. “I
wanted to talk to somewan.”

She coodled oop aginst me, thin she
laned over and whispered:

“Delia, tell me the trooth, d-d-d-did
you see him—k-kiss me?’’ ses she flush-
ing all over. |

“The yung spalpeen!”” ses I, and thin
she hid her face in her hand.

“Oh Delia I'm—I’'m—so—ashamed 1

d-dont know wkat to do.”
65
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“Do!” sesI. ‘“Why tell your brothers
darlint. They’ll swape the airth wid
the impidint yung spalpeen.”

““No, no, no! We must never breethe
a word” ses she. “Promise me you
wont, Delia,” and she sarches me face.

“Darlint” ses I “all the torchures
of the dummed could not unlock me
lips. Your sacred swatehart is secure
in me bussum.”

Wid that she guv me a kiss, and
wint steeling out agin.

“Mr. John” ses I, this marning
while hes ating his loan brakfust (a cup
of biling water) I'm looking for sartin
infamation.

“Well fire away Delia” ses he still
‘absarbed in his paper. ‘

“If a lady” ses I “was to kiss a
gintleman wid hoom she was not
‘acquinted wud the gintleman be in-
soolted ?”’
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He put down his paper, tuk off his
glarses and looked at me sollemly.

“Has some wan kissed you Delia?”
ses he.

“My God, no sir” ses I, “but I'm
studying the respectful sects.”

He retired behind his paper agin,
and Mr. James cum wistling into the
room. Hes very cheerful these days
is Mr. Jimmy. He gets app, he ses,
at 5 A. M. In the morning to cut the lons.
The tax he ses at that wiching our is
anchanting. Ivery marning when we
get up we see a porshon of the lon cut.
At 8 Mr. James sonters in frish from his
after cutting lon bath as he calls it.
“Sum day’” ses Mr. John who has his
trubbles digging up the airth where the
vigitibles are to go “I’ll try your skeem.”

“Don’t” ses Mr. James anxshissly.
““What applies to lons may not do for
gardins.” '
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Well this marning, Mr. John repeats
me quistion to his brother.

“Delia” ses he “wants to know how
a man wud feel if suddintly assolted and
amberaced by a yung and pretty lady
—of coorse shes yung and pretty, Delia
eh?”” ses he.

“What wud he do!” ses Mr. James.
“Lord God of Isreel why he’d—he’d
pursoo her like a caveman till she guv
anuther kiss.” |

“My God!” ses I drapping the dishes
in me hand, “and wimmen is jest alike.”

I wint down to me kitchen, whare
I guv a peece of me mind to the grocer’s
man. Shure he do be after charging
the Wolleys the most oonherd of prices
for the food, and whin I’'m after making
a complaint in the madam’s name, the
raskill opp and offers me a boniss.

““And what is that?”’ ses I.

“Tin per sint”’ ses he. “Its the custom
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on the Poynt amang the cooks to accipt
a boniss fram the tradesmen. We tak
it out of the peeple thimsilves” ses he,
“eyther in wate or price.”

“Is it a thafe ye’d mak me?’’ ses I,
faulding me arms over me chist. “thin
ye may thank yere stars’’ ses I “that
Miss Claire is too angaged to be inter-
rupted at the prisint moment, for its she
hersilf wud be showing you the dure.
As it is I take the tax upon mesilf.”

Wid that I saysed hauld of the broom,
and drove the craychure out. I seen
Miss Claire joomp oop from whare shes
digging at her floury hidge, and as the
thafe wint flying down the parth, wid
me at his heels, both she and the dood
bust out larfing, she thrying her bist
to kape a strate face.



CHAPTER XII, -
A WEEK LATER

RTERMOBILES” ses Mr. Wolley
tying his horse up feercely to the
veranda post ‘‘is a meniss to our prisint
civilisashun. Nowadays” ses he, “its
impossible for a gintleman to drive in
quite peece in aven the most seclooded
porshun of the woods. The gratest evil
which these damnible veehicles have
brot”’ ses he “is its maleevilint effect
upon the conshunse and disposition of
modun peeble. Peeple who own these
infernul evil smelling noysy cursed cars
are like the victims of some orful drug—
devoyed of dacinsy—of rispict—of con-
sideration and proper mercy tord there
feller beings. There shud be a lor passed

making it a criminal offinse punishible
7



7 ~THE DIARY OF DELIA

by the pinnytensherry to ride the dammed
masheen on the public hyways at all.
Rodes and highways are the legitimut
proppety of horses and pedestryians.
Its a disgrace to our modun civilysashun
that we have cum to such a sorry pass—
a week-need trimbling fritened lot afrade
to vinchure forth for feer of having our
lives cut aff widout warning by these
infernal veehicles.”

Wid that he mops his brow, and sets
down widout looking on the shteps. I
was swaping down the verandahs wid
a pale of water, and had driven the
family at the poynt of me broom to
the lons below. Whin the auld gintle-
man found himself sated in a pool
of the water he shoots up wid a
yell. Miss Claire runs forward and
trys to squaze the water out from his
cote tales—larfing as her father
swares.
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“Poor old daddy!” ses she “I'm afrade
if I let you go arfter the male much
longer you’ll be a pray to nerviss pros-
peration.”

“Do you imagine” ses the auld gintle-
man feercely ‘“that I’'m to be robbed
of me daily drive by a parcel of godless
hairbrained—damnible——""

“Papa’ ses little Billy, bringing over
his pale from his sandpile. “I loves
the oretermobiles 7’

“Why bless me hart!” ses the auld
man melting “and what do you know
of them you raskill” ses he.

“I had a ride in one yistiday” ses
Billy.

“What!” ses the hole family at wance.

“Yes” ses Billy, nodding his little
hed, ‘““Theres a grate big wan in that
place there” ses he poynting, “and
yistiday when Claire was digging her
old flours there cum a yung man who
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luked over the fince, and he sed—he

sed >
Miss Claire wint first crimson thin

wite. Then crimson agin.

“Billy deerie’”” ses she, ‘“cum and
let me swing you in the hammick.”

“Go on Billy” airges Mr. James,
guving his sister a quare look.

“He sed good morning to Claire, and
she was very rood and jest wint on wid
her digging and then he sed he was sorry
and he cudent help himself becoz he
herd what she sed about honting her,
and then he seen me and said hello
yung wan, come over here, and then
I went and he reeched down and lifted
me up and tuk me over to his place.
And he guv me a ride in his nortemobile
and on a donkey’s back, did’nt he
Claire ?”

She sed, widout looking up.

“I suppose he did, Billy, but I”
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ses. she “was too bizzy. I—I d-didnt
look™ ses she.

Mr. James bounces up. “Claire” ses
he “that hidge of yours is taking a jolly
long time to dig.”

Mrs. Wolley looked turribly alarmed.

“He was probably sum gardiner or
groom’ ses she “Did you spake to him
Claire deer?” :

“No!” ses Miss Claire wid emfasis.

“Yet you let him take little Billy?*
ses Mr. James.

““Am I me brother’s kaper?”’ ses she
flushing round on thim all.

“I won’t have Claire badgered” ses
the auld gintleman. “Is she rayspun-
sible for the silly thricks of the yung
ass in there? He’s the very one who
whin I refoosed to move oul of the rode
to let his infernal masheen go by drove
it rite under me horse’s nose, almost

upsetting me. Billy”’ ses he, “if I
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heer of your taking any more rides
or spaking to the man over there
I’ll whip you. You under stand sir?”

“Yessir’> whimpered the preshus lamb
and flew to me arms for comfut.



CHAPTER XTII
ANOTHER DAY

RE you bizzy, Delia” arsks Mr.
John, cumming into me kitchen
wid a barskit.

“I’'m oop to me eers sor’” ses I. I
wus setting on the ice crame freezer,
thrying to cool aff, after making the
crame for loonch.

““Wud you like to make sum monney”
ses he. |

““Shure darlint” ses I.

“I’'m tired of this gardin bisiness,”
ses he. ‘“Now these are seeds.” He
set the barskit down befure me. “Theyve
joost arrived. @ Heres a book giving
fool instruckshuns how to plant thim.
You go ahed,” ses he “and plant thim

whin you git a chance. I'd suggest”
4
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ses he “‘that you do it in the airly marn-
ing, but me brother James who -cuts
the lons at those unairthly ours wud
see you, so do it whenever the feeld is
cleer. And heres a dollar.”

“Thank you sor” ses I. I set to
wark at wance imtying the seeds from
there respictible packages into me bred
pan. Then I give them all a good
mixup thegither. The book I shuved
aside wid scorn.

““Anny wan I’'m thinking but a doom
eediot cud plant seeds in the ground”
ses I to mesilf,” and what wud I be
arfter needing instroockshuns for ?”’

Joost thin Miss Claire cum in to
guv me the orders os I tuk it for the day.
Shes a bit flustered and oopset.

“O Delia” ses she ‘“what do you
think. A cupple of papa’s frinds have
cum up frum town, and we’ll have to
kape thim for loonch. What have we got ?”’
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“See for yersilf”” ses I, biling over
wid rage. Company indade on Winsdy,
wid the tale ind of the ironing to finish,
and seeds to be planted in the gardin.

- “O deer!” ses she “there is’'nt a
thing hardly. @ What will we do? I'm
sure none of those trade people will
deliver in time. What did you plan
to give us to-day Delia ?”

“Its hash ye’ll get and be thankful”

ses I. |

“But theres no cold meat aven’ ses
she in disthress.

“I’ll attind to that” ses I.

“But ”?

“Now see here Miss Claire, its no
time I have for argying wid me hands
boorsting wid wark this marning. Will
you be going or shull I?”

“Well Delia deer” ses she meekly,
“If you can make aven hash out of—
nothing—c-cudent you just cuvver it over
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wid mashed pertaters and brown it in the
uvven? It tastes diffruntly that way.”

“I’ll see about it ses I.

“O Delia!” ses Miss Claire, ‘“be nice
or I dont see how I'll dare to ask a speshul
favour of you.”

“Favour is it?” ses I toorning upon
her. She roon ap to me, and befure
I can shpake anuther word, shes got
her arms about me.

“Now lissen deer” ses she. “I've
finished me floury hidge and this after-
noon I must shtart on the beds. You
do the digging for me like an angel”
ses she.

“Digging 1s 1t? Do you tak me
for ”

““Please, please’ ses she.

“It depinds intirely on how the loonch
goes” ses I gruffly. “Now raymimber

not wan ward of crittersickem will T
be heering to.”
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“Not wan word” ses she.

After she had gone I dischuvvered
that there was’nt a speck of tea in the
house and exactly three coffee beens
oanly. I wint upshstairs speshully to
infarm Miss Claire. ‘‘Be careful now”
ses I “to ignoar the subject. Lit your
gests think ye’ve forgotten the biverage.”

All wint well for loonch, till Mr.
James, soospecting the thruth, onder-
took to refer to me hash as ““patty de
4 grass a la Delia” a dish ses he of our
Delia’s own invinshun. I guv wan
look at Miss Claire, and she changed
the subject. 'Thin Mrs. Wolley asked
the lady which she wud have—coffee
or tee, and before the unforchnit cray-
chure cud answer I spoke up at wance:

“Ye’ll get neyther” ses I.

Miss Claire at wance requisted me
to bring on sum more ‘‘snow hash.”
Wid that me last bit of payshunce wint,
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for theres not anuther speck of the stuff
to be had.

“Do ye think” ses I “‘that wan can
of potted ham will feed a large family
to more than wan sarve a peece?”

“Potted ham!”’ ses Mr. James, for-
gitting himself and the company.

“Potted ham!”’ ses I, “for its no meet
in the house at all we’re after having,
and shure the potted stuff is good enuff
for you.” Wid that I wint into the
pantry and got the can and tuk it into
the dining-room and showed it to the
silent family.

“Is it misdoubting me word ye are”
ses I. ““Then see for yersilves.” And
I showed them the can wid its pretty
ligind: ‘‘Guvvymint inspeckshun.”

Mr. James got up and left the room.
Mr. Wolley, groonting followed.

“Excuse me!” ses I and walked out
also.
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Felling a bit sorry for the unforchnit
family I got riddy a foine dinner, and
was after rolling me pie, paste when
Miss Claire cum in and coxed me into
going wid her to the gardin. She put
me to wark digging a hole in the cinter
of the illygunt lon, frish cut by Mr.
James. ‘““The boys have gone bath-
ing” ses she, ‘“papa’s out driving and
mama’s aslape. Nows our chance. O
Delia how forchnit it is our gests didn’t
stay for dinner too.”

Thin she left me, and wint over to
her floury hidge, whare she neels down
and looks at the airth. All of a sudden
she guv a little cry:

“Cum quick Delia!” Ses she “Cum
quick.”

I rooshed over wid me ho,_ thinking
theres a snake or tode in the grass.

“Look!” ses Miss Claire, trimbling
wid excitement.
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“What! Where is the craychure?”

“There!  See, its me hedge!” ses
she. “O Delia its the first showing.
In a little wile it’ll grow bigger and bigger,
and by and by therell be flours—beauties.
And I” ses she “did it all mesilf—wid
these hands. Don’t you see it—that
little speck of grane.”

““Sorrer a bit do I see darlint” ses 1.

“Why Delia! Its there oonless me
eyes decave me.”

“They don’t” ses a bold voice boldly,
and the dood nixt door lanes over the
fince and stares sintimintully at the
spot where Miss Claire is poynting.
She guv a little start and blushed. Then
she arsks sarcarskully:

“May I arsk if you can see it at that
distunce ?”’

“Certainly” ses he at wunce, “but
I belave I cud see it better if I cam a
little nearer.”  Wid that he joomps
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over the fince and walks to where Miss
Claire is neeling. Together they look
at the airth.

“Bully for you!” ses he offering to
shake the hand which she holds back
timidly.  “Why” ses he “its—its a—
a rose, is’nt 1t ?”’ ses he. |

“No’” ses Miss Claire withdroring the
hand she had joost surrindered. “Its
a hullyhock’ ses she.

“Well its fine anyhow”” ses he, looking
at her wid both his eyes popping out
of his hed. ‘Youre quite a horty cul-
churist” ses he.

“O no indade” ses she, “its me
first attimp. Do you” ses she ‘“know
anything about it ?”’

“Well”” ses he “I can tell a vylet
from a rose and a dandylion from a
daysy.”

“Then” ses she, “you wont be in-
trested in my little gardin.”
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“Wont I” ses he, so vylently she
drops her eyes. “Why I’'m ackshully
captifated by that little speck of green’’
ses he. ‘““Aren’t you its creator?”

“Wate till it begins to bloom” ses she
enthoosicully.  Joost thin she seen her
brothers coming in wid the bote oars on
their shoulders. She started away from
the dood, and wint narvissly to meet thim.
The dood histated a moment, and then
wint ap to the boys. He hild out his
hand.

“I’'m your next dure naybor” ses
he “and I drapped over to make a
corl.”

“How do” ses Mr. James giving
him a corjul shake “Pretty good bathing
here” ses he “Ever go out?”

“O yes” ses the dood “We have a
little privit beech of our own. Your
welcom to use it any time.”

Mr. James frowned.
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“The public beech is good enuff”
ses he shortly, but Mr. John ses at
wance:

“Thank you I'll thry your place sum
day.”



CHAPTER XIV
ANOTHER DAY

“JAMES” ses Mr. Wolley coming into

brekfust at an oonexpected airly
our ‘“you’re a frord and raskill sir”
ses he.

The family all looked startled.

“Yes sir’’ ses his father sturnly “ye’ve
been deceiving your sister shamefully.
You have been practicing a frord. I
happened” ses he turning to the rist
of the family “to awaken airly this
marning and going to the window to
pull down the shade I saw a man ingaged
in cutting the lons.  Congrachulating
mesilf on the possession of such an in-
dustryiss and paynestaking sun, I corled
to the fellow, who thereupon looked up.

He was a sworthy faced working man
89
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—an Italyun.  There Claire” ses he
“is the sacred of your brothers well
cut lons.”

“Jimmy!” ses Miss Claire reproach-
fully.

He puts his hands into his pants pocket
and thrys to look indiffrunt.

“I ordered the feller off the grounds”
continued her father “for I was de-
tarmined that no sun of mine shud shirk
his respunsibilities in that shameliss
fashun. Sir” ses he, turning upon
Mr. James, “you’ll be good enuff to
resoom the cutting of the lons after
brekfust.”

For wance Mr. James was silent.
He et his brekfust widout opening his
mouth wance.



CHAPTER XV
ANOTHER DAY

LITTLE widder who lives across
the rode cum to-day to call upon
the family. She brung along wid her
a yung thing swate enuff to ate. They
cum driving up behind a pare of spank-
ing horses and drov up under the port
coshare. Mr. James was cutting his
milincoly lon, and he niver looked up
at all.
The younger one called to him swately.
“Will you hold the horses, plase.”
Mr. James pushed back his hat and
glared like he wad bite her.
“I beg your pardin’’ ses she and the
widder begins to larf and closed up
her parrysol.  Joost then Mr. John

cum round from the back of the house.
91



92 THE DIARY OF DELIA

He lucks very straynge and funny, being
in overalls, his spicticles poysed on the
tip of his nose, his hair standing opp
where his fingers have been running
through it. Its a turrible tax the poor
gintleman has been doing.  Shure hes
been all day digging up the seeds
which I carefully mixed and planted.
The ladies in the carriage try to stop
larfing and the yunger one joomps
out.

“Is Mrs. Wolley at home” ses she.

Miss Claire laves her floury hidge
and dood, and wint running forward,
wid her little muddy hands hild out.
I seesed hauld of an aprun on the line
and tied it on me. Thin I wint to anser
the dure. Miss Claire is leeding them
on to the veranda.
“Pm Miss Wolley” ses she, “you
find us all ingaged at our respictuf toyle.
My brother James cuts the grass, John’s
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the vigitable gardiner, and I rayse swate

”»

flours

““What fun!” ses the widder clasp-
ing her hands, “How perfeckly deliteful.
It mus be just like playing, is’nt it,”
and she turned her big black eyes on
Mr. John.

“Will ye walk inside” ses I, braking
in here, “Mrs. Wolley will be down in
a moment. Shes not well, but she’s
for seeing you. Joost have a seet,
she ses.”

“O lets sit out here!” ses the wid-
der. “You were talking of your gar-
din?” ses she turning to Mr. John
wid a smile.

“—er yes” ses he. “But I’'m a mere
noviss. Do you understand anything
about the art?”

“Do I?” ses she, sitting in the saft-
est veranda chare, “Why I've a reppy-
tashun in the Poynt for me wvigitibles.
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Have’'nt I Una?” and she appealed to
her frind, who has just infarmed Mr.
James that sumtimes she cuts her papa’s
lons wid her own fare hands, jest for
exsysise.

“Yes” ses Miss Una, nodding her
pretty hed, “Why’ ses she ‘“‘theres a
sertin kind of turnip nown to fame as
The Widdy Jane.”

“Una!” ses the widder larfing, ‘“‘but
relly” ses she turning back to Mr.
John agin “I manage my own little
farm all mesilf.”

I let Mrs. Wolley out thru the fly
dure and thin the auld gintleman wint
out, also wid his face red and shining
from the quick shave he’s given it.
They all torked and larfed and thin
finully got up to go. Thin Miss Claire
asks carelessly.

““And hoo are our naybours on this
side ?”’ and she intercated the doods place.
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“Have’nt they called on you yet”
arsks the widder.

Mrs. Wolley frowned a bit, but Miss
Claire ses swately:

““Oh yes one of the suns called.”

“One of the suns!’”’ ses the widder,
“Why Harry’s the only child. Una
here,”” ses she, smiling “can tell you all
about him.”

“I!” ses Miss Una, opening her brown
eyes wide, ““O yes” ses she ‘“Harry and
I yused to be sweet on aich other sen-
‘turies ago. Hes a deer boy” ses she,
““and you’ll meet his mother soon I
suppose, and old S. Judd Dudley.”

Mr. Wolley and Mr. James both
bounced up in their seets. The auld
gintleman conthrolled himsilf.

“Pardon me, my deer” ses he ‘“‘but
did T oonderstand you to say our nay-
bour’s name was Dudley—S. Judd Dud-
ley?”



96 THE DIARY OF DELIA

“Yes” ses she ‘““the famiss S. Judd.
Youve herd of him of coorse.”

“I have” ses Mr. Wolley slowly, and
the hole family looked at aich uther

strayngely.



CHAPTER XVI

A WEEK LATER

HE curse of true love” ses Miss

Claire mornfully ‘“never did run

smoothly. O Delia”’ ses she “I wish I
were ded!”

‘“Whats the thrubble, darlint?’’ ses
I stopping me wark for a moment.

“Dont you know?” she arsks.

“Why no darling. Do you think
I’m at the kayhole all the time?”’

She larfed a bit throo her teers. 'Then
she set down, and put her chin on her
little hand.

“Delia’ ses she “do you know I havent
spoken to Mr. Dudley for a week.”

“My God miss” ses I, “are you cut-
ting the lad ?”’

She nods her hed sadly.

97
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“The poor lad!” ses I “and he do
be wayting for you ivery day at the
floury hidge.”

“Papa wont let me go neer it’’ ses she
wid a sob.

“Then why dussent the yung spalpeen

cum to the house thin ?”> ses I indigantly.
“He did” ses she ‘“twice—and—and

James insoolted him. ¢ O Delia’ ses
she, and hides her face in her hands.

I drors her into me arms and pets
her like a babby, while she poars out
into me sympatetic eers her thrubbles.

“You know Delia” ses she “papa
yused to be professer of mathymatucks
at Logun Yunyversity. Well last win-
ter James began that orful muck rake
riting. It seems Mr. Dudley had given
a grate many chares to Logun Yuny-
versity.”

“Chares darlint? For the lads to
set upon?”’
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“No Delia—but it dussent matter.
Anyhow he was a grate power In papa’s
colluge. =~ Well James began exposing
millynairs in the magazines and papers
and by and by rote a powerful artuckle
on tinted munney. He sed orful things
of Mr. Dudley who wint clane crazy
about it. You see he loved to pose as
a bennyfactory to his cuntry and James
had shown him as he was. It wassent
papa’s folt but Mr. Dudley revinged
himself on papa. He got the thrustees
to ask for papa’s assignashun and
now papa joins with James in think-
ing him the gratest rarscal of the time.
So you can see Delia” ses she, her.
lips trimbling “that nachully they
hafnt much yuse for Harry, and—and
they’ve forbidden me to speak to him
again.”

“You poor lamb”’ ses T “but shure if
T was Mr. Harry I’d find a way to see
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you if I had to sneek into the kitchen
itself to do it.”

“Delia!”’ ses she, clutching me arm
excitedly, ‘““What an idear! Oh Delia™
ses she *“ Why not ?”’



CHAPTER XVII

ANOTHER DAY

ROTE a letter to-day to me frind
Minnie Carnavan asking her
advise. It were as follows:

Deer Minnie: I hope you are well
as this laves me at prisint. Its a long
time since I seen yer swate face, but
wid the wark of a family of six to do,
besides helping Mr. James to cut the
lons, Mr. John to plant the gardin,
whitewashing of the chicken coop for
Mrs. Wolley, I’'m clane doon up whin
nite cums. But theres anuther kind
of wark I'm lately doing, and being its
what mite be called mind wark me nerves
ar beginning to thrubble me and whin
annyone spakes to me at all I shtart
upp like a thafe cort at a crime. Its
minny a day since I wint to confesshun
and me mind is deeply thrubbled wid
the thort that the praste will refuse me

absilooshun.
101
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The thruth of the matter be that I'm
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