Thursday, February 8, 1966

NEW ZEALAND TABLE?Y

23

The Storyteici

TAMING MRS. TAGGART

r——

To ar intemse little person like Mrs. Richard Red-
ding the events of every-day life hold possibalities of
joy or pain quite incomprehensible to those of morte
phlegmatic temperament. Lier hushand, big and unemo-
tional, who could have seen their pretiy supurban home
burn to ihe ground with Jess expenditure of nervous
force than she gave io the purchase of a new drawing-
room rug, found the infimie variety of her moods an
unfailing source of interest.

One crisp October evening she ran {o meet him, evi-
dently brimining over with news of great import. Buti
he was late, and as both young people stood in whole-
some awe of their cook, 11 was notl until they were
seazted at the dinner lable ihat he began, tentatively :

‘ Well, Dot, what now 7’ Then, as he tasted his
first mouthful of soup, he went on: ‘ Oh, I sec! A new
soup, isn't 1t ¥’

* Now, Dick,” his wife remonstrated, ‘ I've not been
excited over a new soup for ages. You're always mak-
ing fun of nie, but this time you’ll have Lo acknow-
ledge that something really important has happenced.’

‘Do iell me !’ he implored. ' You've gol me
‘“nerved up,”’ as,Aunt Melissa used to say.’

* Well,” said Dorothy solemnly,- * Mrs. George Selden
was hero to-day to tell me that I’ve been elecled one of
the managers of the Old Ladies’ Home.’

‘ You don’t say so !’ exclarmed Dick, startled
once qut of his habitual calin. ** What on earth
they want of a hkid hike you ?°

‘1 wish you wouldn’t call me a ‘* kid,”" Dick,” re-
turned his wife reprovingly. * Mrs. Selden says ihat
they want to interest young people in the home, and
they chose me to be a director because—because  they
thought the old ladies would like me,’ she ended, blush-
ing.

& That’s very strange,” said Redding gravely. Then,
as she looked at him, half-puzzled, hall-appealing, he
dropped his bantering tone. *Of course they'll like
you. But can you menage the old ladies, or will they
manage you 7’

“1 don’'t know,” Dorothy faltered, ' bhut Mrs, Selden
says that iU’s cvery onc's duty Lo spend part of one's
time 1n philanthropiec work.’

Redding laughed.

* Well, Dot, go ahead, and good luck ; but don’t let
the old ladies and their trials and tribulations get ou
your nerves.’

A week later Dorothy met him with a lroubled face.

¢ Ok, Dick,” she exclaimed, ' 1've been al the home
to-day ! I was put on a commitice to go ihrough the
old ladies’ elosels and bureau drawers; and to recon-
cile them to this invasion of their privacy we decided tg
offer a prize of a five-dollar gold plece to the one who
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kept her room and belongings in the best order. Maost
of the inmates scemed delighted to 1hrow open iheir
rooms for our inspection, bul we have a dreadful time

with one of them.

* This Mrs. Taggart has always been a thornin the
flesh of the directors and matron, for she’s been 1n a
conslant slale of rebellion against ihe rules ever since
she came to  the home’; and this visit of inspection
made her simply furious. She’s an energetic Litlle old
woman, and though she is over sevenly, her hair s
black and smooth and shining, and her eyes as sharp as
gimlets.

‘ They say she’s a ‘‘ perlect staver’' at working, so
1 believe she left her things purposely in disorder. Her
room contained the queerest coliection of odds and ends
you ever saw ; it was like nothing so much as a mag-
pie’s nest ; and among other articles was a most for-
iorn, moth-eaten fur cape. The other members of the
committee decided that the cape was worthless and only
breeded moths, so ihey confiscated it, and said that T
must take it with me, because as we live in the coun-
try I could make a bonfire of it. 1 nevér was so
scared, for the poor old woman glared like a wild ani-
mal deprived of iis young. Oh, dear me, Dick, I wish
I'd never gone in for philanthropy 1’

Redding consoled her as well as he,could, hut on the
day of ihe next Board meeting she was so late in com-
ing home that he grew quite uneasy, and when at last
she appeared, she threw hersell into his arms, wailing :

¢ Oh, . Dick, since we {iook away her fur cape Mrs.
Taggart has been acting worse than ever ! She was so
angry at the old woman io whom we gave the prize—I
suppose Mrs, Nixon did give herself airs—ihat one day,
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when the others were at supper, she went into her room
and snipped every blossom trom a beautiful fuchsia that
was the dear ola soul’s pride and joy.’ ,

Dick chuckled, bul Dorothy looked reproachful. ‘How
can you laugh, Ihck 7?7’ she asked tragreally. ‘ the
managers decided that Mrs. Vaggart must be punished
by being sent 1o Coventry for a week or so, and to-day
not one of them spone to her, She was 1n ihe  hall
when we arrived, and the List thing she did was to
march straight up te tne, lay her hand on my fur coas,
and  examine 1% closely. **‘l'ears to me,”’ she sald,
calinly, ' that your jachet's a hittle mile longer than it
was last time you was here, ain't 11, Mis’ Redding,? ' ?

Dick laughed, and Dorothy said reluctantly :

*Of course 1t was absuid of her 10 accuse me of
piecing out the beautiiul seal coal you gave me last
winter with that forioin old catskin cape, and the other
directors were 1 fits of sued laughier , bul when I
looked down il her poor wrinkled hand, all crippled with
rheumatism, smoothing the soft fur so wistiuily, and
thought of all [ have to make me 50 Lappy, and that
1'd deprived ner of the few relics of a tune when life
was bright for her, too, 1 ran out of the house, hid
myself in the carriage, and ctieca all the time that the
other directors were holding thelr mecting. They were
very kind to me when they saw how badly I feit, and
they explained how  necessaly 1t was that discipline
should be maintained. 1 hknow they're right, but every
tie I think of that pathetic old hand I’'m just heart-
broken.’

Alter dinner Dorothy said wrstfully :

* Dick, dear, I've heen thinhing aboul Mrs. Taggart,

and I've made up my mind that what ails her is that
she's just Like me.”

‘Just  like you !’ he echoed. * The idea of that
old termagant being like you! What on earth do you
mean ?°’ '

"I mean that she fecls litile troubles just the way I
do, s0 we must have the same kind of disposition,’ per-
sisted Dorothy earnestly. ‘The others are different.
They are so glad 1o hnow that they will have a good
home and care so long as they live that they don’t wmind
little annoyanees ; bul when people are born like Mrs.
Taggart and me, it is the Litile things that count. And
Dick,” she added coaxingly, ‘ would you mind giving me
the money you would have spent on a Christmas pre-
scut lor me, and letiing me use 11 1o buy Mrs. Taggart
a new fur cape.?’

Redding pulled out his
rrompiness.

* Oh, Dot, Dot,’” he laughed. *1I know how it would
be ! Help vyourself. But so long as clients continue
numerous I shall not allow your vagaries to deprive me
of the pleasure of giving my wiie a Christmas present.’

Dorothy hugged him. ‘T'Il take the cape to Mrs.
Taggart Christmas morning, and bring her back with
me to dinner !’ she announced,

¢ Oh, come now, Dot,” her husband protested, ‘that’'s
a litile too much !’

' But, Diek,” she said softly, *think if it were 1
who was left alone, and old and poor.’

‘Don't Dot. I can't endure thinking of a lttle ten-
der thing like you being left alone.’

‘ But I shall not always be young, Dick,
do not know what may come to me ‘¢
and chances of 1his morta: fife.”’

*T wish vou wouldn't be so fanciful,” he said, frown-
ing impatienily, ' but you may bring on your old lady.
On the whole, I'm tather curious to see her,” h¢ con-
ceded.
. Christmas morning Mrs. Taggart, according to her
invariable habil, had locked and double-locked her deor,
electing to spend the day in gloom and semi-starva-
tion, thereby reducing the kind-hearied matron to des-
pair.  When Mrs. Redding arrived, announcing her jnien-
tion of taking the old woman home with her to spend
the day, Miss Green shook her head.

‘It’s no use,” she averred. ¢ Mrs. Taggart won't
ever come oul of her room on holidays—~not even am
Faurth of July,’ she added, as if that gunpowdery
festival of noise and riet was specially dear to the
hearts of nervous old iadies.

But Dorothy perscvered, and to Miss Cireen’s
prise she heard the holt drawn and the doar cautiously
opened. The truth was that the look of sympathy in
Dorothy’s cyes that day of the directors’ meeting'had
been unmistakable, and Mrs. Taggart could not resist
ilhe soft voice.

Nevertheless, when Dorothy entered, tugging a large
bhox, Mrs, Taggart regarded it suspiciously with the ex-
pression of some wary little animal not unacquainted
with traps.

‘1 s’pose that’s the ** good warm shawl yvou folks
promised me to take ihe place of that handsome cape, ! ?
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