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‘ You know, Richard, I have always wanted an Em-
pite parlor : and now I can have 1t.'

‘ What in the world do you want with an Empire
parior 7' I demanded.

* Of course, I grant you that I may never nced it but
once ; but I should like to know that it ig all right for
the—the last function that will occur in my honor.’

‘1 wouldn’t talk in that way, my dear—’

‘ Well, no; Richard, you are right., I will not talk,
but act. I am going to have an Empire parlor. I have
it all planned. Heretoiore I have not had it berause of
the expense, but now the insurance money will  supply
that. 1 shall have 1t ali planned beiore Lomoliow mul -
ing. I wish you would explain it to your uncle when
he comes home, for he will ohject. Teil hm | have
made up my mind. He will understand that.’

Uncle Jacob did appear to understand it. He spoke
of the carpenters and the noise that would disburh her,
but it was no use, he said, to object, if Caroline had
made up her mind. For the first time it seemed Lo me
that Aunt Caroline was not right in her head, and 1
asked him about it.

* Your aunt is a strenuous
would do no good to oppose her.’
One week later Margaret and I discussed Lhe subject
again.

! It's a remarkable thing how Aunt Caroline's hLouse
goes on just the same when she is sick as it does whnen
she is well,’ she said. ‘ But I dare’ say sheidirects the
entire menage from her bed, or else the mormentum s so
well established that it would run away The carpeniers
finished to-day, and she has bLeen selecting Lhe wgall
paper and carpet, the furniture, tapestry, curtains, ard
draperles. I dectare it's positively ghastly to zee the
waiy she has her bed covered with samples, ant .he 1~
as eagerly interested in everything connected with ‘hat
Empire partor as if she were in perfect heatth. it's tie
first time I ever heard of anyone's getiing ready to give
a funeral, especially one's own. What do you thnk ol
it, Richard, anyway 7°

‘ Perhaps it’s the ruling passion strong o death,” 1
made reply.

My Aunt Caroline's condition kept us on the qui
vive. of excitement for days and wecks. When the Iim-
pire parlor was completed and the furmiture arranged
according to her direction, with every hanging and fold
in piace, she turned her atteniion to other things. She
ordered samples of a thin  colten material re~embling
China silk, and from among a score of patierns she se-
lected four, and ordered material for a pair of comfort-
ables of each, with  cotton wool to hil them When
they were completed and hrought to her room, she sum-
moned Mary Jane {0 her bedside.

‘ Now, my daughter,’ she said, briskly, ©fhere arc
eight comfortables—one pair for each of the four beds
Do not mix them. The blue ones are for ihe guest
chamber, and the olive for vour lather’s ked. DBe  sure
to keep the pairs together. If you take proper care ol
them you will have bedding encugh to last 1hrec years.,
Then you must have another set made Don't cry !
These are things which we must lonk calmly 1n ihe face.
You may have the pink ones for Your  own rooni, as
they match vour dressingvtable\ and {he wall paper. Give
ithe younger gmirls 1le yellow oOnes. There, don't cryt
The house will hate to run, even 1f T am nol here. Re-
tain the hair-woman, and see 10 1t ihat she tahes the
usual pains wilh Betsy's hair and with Amanda’s Never
permil their hair to be done in curl rags. Cardeha's
braids should be clipped some every monlh for the next
vear. Get a pencil and put down ihe quantity of sheet-
ing I always buy, lor you are sure {o forget, and I am
very particular about the brand You m.v as well buy
ithe sheets and pillow cases ready-made, bul never pet
the hemstitched ones. They don’t wear, To-morrew ihe
dressmaker 15 coming to make up some dresses for you
and the girls. I want 1o see thal you are propelly clad
for the winter.’ -

Aunt Caroline got ready for her dennse rather
leisurely, although no one could say that more werk
could have been done even if it had been planned  When
the girls® gowns were completed they were tried on and
inspected, and then hung up 1n the ¢losot They were
not black dresses. My aunt was too sensible for {hat
She had no wish to have her children gowned in somhre
black. Four new hats were also added to the colleciion
of things to be worn alter a while OF cotrse we were
all very much stiried up by these active preparations [or
death. The children, at first shocked, then prieved and
terrified, finally began to take a Iively antelest in 1he
mother’s plans, and the entire family developed a frame
of mind that was ludicrously paradoxical,

But time slipped away, and Aunt Caroline si1ll lin-
gered, with apparently slight change in her condition.
she maintained a melancholy attitude toward the pre-
sent, and with tightly compressed lips walched the
execution of her ideas for the future

‘T guess Aunt Caroline has thought of about every-
thing, hasn't she 7' I said to Margaret one evening, for

woman, Iy boy. It

¥ limit to everything

¥ room.
1 Caroline told me in the strictest confidence, that she de-

there seemed to be a temporary lull in the activity of
preparation. ‘I am glad the girls do not seem to take
the matter so seriously as they might.

‘' Lvery one is busy, and there is no time to mourn,’

f said Margaret. ° I thought everything had been attended

to, but she called me over to-day to consult with me
about her plans for the last offices, and she made me
feel very sad in spite of the absurdity of it all. She
has made up ber mind that she is going to die, and 1

@ cuppose Fate, as well ag the rest of us, will have to

zive in to her executive force. She doesn’t look muech
more like dying than I do, and I am sure she is not
righi in her head.’

* What did she want of you ? '

'She gave me directions about her funeral, and if
the thing were not so lugubrious it would be awfully
funny. She wants a violet funeral! What do you think
of that ? The casket is to he violet color, and her gown
is to be violet, and there are to he no flowers but vig-
lets.! Margaret shuddered. * Don't bring me home any
more violets for a while, please. I assure yvou, Richard,
that 1 have gone very nearly to the end of my rope.

| Somebody will die around here soon. If Auni Caroline

doesn’t, I believe I shall.’ Margaret looked extremely
serious for a moment, and then began to ery. Presently
she was laughing again, so that T was alarmed.

* It's nothing, Richard. I have ig laugh, I can't
help it. And yet I must ery, too. Please iet me cry.'

¢ Control yourseli, my dear.” I said, *and tell me
the rest, if it is not too painfal.’

* Painful 1 > exclaimed my wife, and she shook with
suppressed laughter. ¢ Aunt Caroline has asked the chil-
dren what they wish to give each other and to their
father next Christmas. She has made out a list of
gifts, and next on the programme is their purchase, She
has even ordered tissue paper and vielet rihbon with

§ which Lo tie up the parcels. When they told me that,

after she bad been ordering a violet funeral, 1 nearly
collapsed. It is ridiculous to permit her to wear every-
body out as she is doing. She scems to have nothing but
executive brain cells, and she certainly has an abmormal
amount of them. She is not only crazy herself, but she
will  drive me Lo insanity before she gets through. I
have begun to plan my affairs at mght, even now.’

I regarded my wife with some concern as she made
this disclosure, and forlbwiih  decided that something
riust be done. I should certainly feel sorry to have
hlargaret become the strenuous womar that my Awnt
Caroline had always heen. Business shaped iiself so thit
I was compelled to 1ake a trip abread, and T male my
plans o {ake my wife along with me. Her Lealth de-
manded that she should have a rest, and I weit Lome
one night with the nformation.

‘We will go to New York lo-morrow, so that we
will be ready to sail on Saturday,” I said. * (et your-
sell ready at once.’

“Aunt Caroline says she wants {o be cremated,’ said
Margaret, betraying the lact that the all-absorbing fam-
ily topic was still uppermost in her mind. ' Do you
think we had better go until after—ihat is—while Aunt
Caroline lives 7

‘ We will sail Saturday, life or dealh,’ T said, with
emphasis.

“Doesn't it interest you, Richard, to know that your
aunt has abandomed 1ihe 1dea of being Luried in  the
cemetery, even after buying the lot and composing her
epitaph 7' My wife spohe seriously  and  with tears in
her eyes The situation was certaml!y telling upon her
nerves. Margaret no longer mentioned the subject with
levity.

‘Yes, T know, my dear, it is all very painful and
exhausting, but let us drop the subject now and talk
about the trip.’

The next day we made our farewclls Aunt Caro-
line tool considerable interest in ocur intended departure,
and we left her with the feeling 1hat we had  Jooked
upon her face for 1he last 1ime It was a sad hepinning
of a 1rip that should have been oue of only pleasure-

B .ble anticipation

We had been in London less ihan a fortnight when

| we received a cablegram from home, and as I tore it

open Margaret sat down on the nearest chair and held

B her hand {o her hearlt as  though 1o [ortify herself
against {he worst news thatl it could contain. T read
1t.  Then I read it again. And then agamn. Then I

read it aloud :

¢ Sail Germanic with (‘aroline Wednesday.’

I{ was s:igned by Uncle Jacob.

‘Do yvou suppose Aunt Caroline decided Lo be buried
over here?’ I mmquired at last.

*T cannot think that,' said Margaret, * There is a
You know she had the drawing-
room in limpire style.  She doted on that drawing-
I don't mind telling vou now, although Aunt

signaled the exact place in the parlor where the—the—
box, vou know, Richard—was to stand the day of the—

§ the—funeral.’
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