
[COMPLETE STORY.]

The Redemption of Mabel Muriel

By Elizabeth G. Jordan
I may as well admit in the very begin-

ning of this story that nunc of us girls
liked Muliel Muriel Murphy. Perhaps it

was her name that annoyed Us first.

There was so much of it. and Mabel

Muriel \lurph\ made ns use the whole

of it every time, and somehow it didn't

seem to b long together the different

part* of it. I mean. But finally Mabel

Blossom *he’s my chum, you know, and

we're in the same classes at St. Catha-

rine's finally Mabel Blossom had an

idea. She calk'd us all together and

told us she had found a use for Mabel
Muriel's name- She said it hurt her

to see *o much of anything going to

waste, ami that she had been awake

most of tin* night before thinking it

out. and it had been borne in on her
that the name could be niaile to fill a

long-felt want. She said some of us

bad brought from our happy homes ex-

clamations learned from our brothers

and intended for use in moments of ex-

citement. She said we would i-‘call how
fhr Sisters had stripped us of these, so

to speak, leaving u* with "nothing but

prayer to till the aching void” (she said
it just that way), and'then sht' suggest-
ed that we use Mabel Muriel’s name in-
stead. (>ur teachers might b- justified
she <aid. in objecting to •’(heat Scott’’

a?id ■||ol\ Smoke." bid the strictest
could not criticise u-, for Using the name

<>l a dear companion and little playmate!
Ami >he said to tr\ it for ourselves, re-

pealing it slowly and solemnly. Mabel—
Muri I Murphy, emphasising the first

syllab.h ni every word. and see if it

wasn l gra’eful and comforting.
Well, we did. and it was; and before

the meeting adjourned we made a veil of
it. too. that died away in a long-drawn-
out piaui**imo edect. It was great.
Aflei dial you could hear girl* saying
it all ov,-I the place, and .Mabel Muriel
herseh used to come running l>e<-au*e
she thought she was calk'd. It made her

mad at first -I mean, it annoyed her

very mm h; but pretty soon she got se‘.

Up over it ami <«.<»k it as a kind of tri
Bute, and wrote home about it with girl-
ish pride. That wa* the kind she was.

you set-; not (lie least little bit sensitive;
and conceited— well. 1 shall have to
wait until I get more e\|MTien<-c as a

writer before I can describe how conceit-

ed M ii»vl Muriel .Murphy was.

All this about her name happened a

week niter Mabel Muriel came to St.

( atharim-'s. hut if we had waited a

year we couldn't ha\e sized her up bet-
ter. We Wore only fifteen, ami she wa.3

sixteen i In- month before Mie ent red. hut
it didn't take us long to read her sadly
shallow nature. We jjirls are studying
lif> ami human nature, and if I do say
it. th.-ie isn’t much that < -capes our in-
nocent but oh-er\ant young eyes. When-

ever you wain insight ami intuition and

undeistamling ami subtlety, and a lot of

other qualifies like that, vou ju<t go to

Mabel Blossom or Maudie’-Foyer. They’d
tell you to come to me. too. but of course

I can’t say that about myself, and if I
ITave a special gift tor seeing into thing*
I don't dcMTxr any credit for it. It’s

a misfort urn*. It goes with the artistic

temperament. and, oh! how (he true ar-

tist soul sutlers in its loneliness! It is

this that ha* made me turn to the study
of humanity ami find my comfort and my
nepenthe then*. \'e|M*ntbe mean* forget
fulness. It Sister Iriningarde was here

n<»w’. she'd tell me I am straying from

the point, amt I suppose I am. It’s so

hard t<> remember all tin- rules of litera-
ture ami keep yoiir plot in your mind

ai the sain*- time, it's worse than bridge
Whist. Maln'l Blossom says inv style is

a kind of literarx sprint between the

rule* and the plot, hut she needn't talk.

I notice that Sister Irmingardv some

time* i.-.uls m> *toiie* to the class, and

. that *lu has not yet read one of Mabel's!
Not that I wi*h to boast, of roiirsr. for

true merit is always humble, and I have

often told Mabel that the only reason

Io r stories arc *o bad is that she lacks
Construction, imagination, and literary
talent

It a i- Mabel >fUriel’s trunk* that an

Bnyed us next. Then* were *e\.n of

them and they were piled up in a Leap
in front of the infirmary, where »Le had

a room I ircause her mother thought she
was delicate and had to be watched
nights. That disgusted us. too. for

Mabel Muriel was a fat. lazy girl, and

she wanted to he in the infirmary so

she wouldn’t have to get up as early in

the morning as the rest of us did. Well,

anyway, there were her seven trunks,

ami I wish you could see the clothes that

girl had brought to the quiet temple of

learning where we were gathered. Silk
dresses, ami beautiful evening gowns
with low-neck waists, and lace dressing-

gowns, and wrappers, and—well, there

was no end to them. Every morning
Mabel Muriel strolled into class in a dif-
ferent one. ami when Sister 1rmingarde

delicately informed her that simpler

gowns would be in lietter taste on a

schoolgirl. she said she hadn’t

any others. which was at! too

true. When we discovered what we

had surmised from the first, that her

family were not people of broad cul-

ture. ami that her father had made a

great deal of money in lard, or some-

thing. and was trying to spend it all on

Matad Muriel, who was his child.

Kiltie -lames hail a friend in the town

Mala'l Muriel came from, and she said

nothing made Mr Murphy so happy as

to have Mabel Muriel ask for things.
Mabel Muriel was thoughtful about

that. too. ami did it, and used to tele-

graph when letters would take too long.
'Then he would send them right olf by
express, and stand around panting with

eagerness to do something else, like one

of those little dogs that run and get a

stick for you. Kiltie’s friend said ho

actually wanted to build a house for

Mabel Muriel on the campus, so she

could have her own servants and "feel

at home.” bur f can imagine rhe gentle
firmness with which Mother Mary Caro-

line sat on that!

Of course these things did not come

to us all at once, even with our keen

intuition. They came slowly, and. my!

how we did dislike Mabel Muriel! She

snubbed us so. and was so vulgar about

her money and her clothes, and so—well,

so lacking in all th - delicate sensibilities

wo have been taught are characteristic

of a lady. We saw she was worrying
the Sisters to death. You see, they
had taken her in without r.-alising what

she was. ami of course it was not easy
to semi her away. For <he never did

anything very bad. of course. She was

just underbred ami disagreeable the

whole time, ami got boxes from home,
and ate and ate ami gc fatter every
minute, and called the minims around
her and fed them. too. ami told them
how wonderful she was. 'l'he minims,
you know, were the tiny girls in the ele-
mentary departments, so young that

they did not know any better than to

r»‘sp»md to the advances chocolate

cream of Mabe! Muriel Murphy. S<» they
stood round her like a Hock of cute little
chickens, and they ate ami listened, and

of course their poor stomachs got up-
set and they landed in the infirmary ami
had bilious attacks. But these incidents,
though painful, were not all. Then* was

indeed more to come, and it came like

the Fate in those Creek tragedies Si-iter
Edna is beginning io tell us about- I

lik<* those Creek tragt'die*. They are so

like life, and life is so wonderful, so

terrible. Oh. life, life But Mabel
Blossom says she is p-rfectly sure I
must not bring that in here. so f
won’t. 1 let Mabel read my stories
as fast as 1 write them. It
i* such splendid training for her. Mabel

*ay* so. too. She says that if it wasn’t
for my -tories she might keep on writ-

ing herself. Those were indeed her
Words.

Alon th* passed, ami we girls were

pretty busy. But any time we had af-
ter the study of life and our school

work was given to disliking Main*l
Muriel Murphy. For slip got worse

with every *ingle week. She kept away
from us as much as she could after

we had had Lu drop her, and some ut

the younger girls told us she said
things about us, and she got duller-eyed
and pastier-looking every day. Iler

clothes were quieter (the Sisters made

her send home for simpler things), and

she would wipe her pens on the sleeves

and the skirts to show how she des-

pised them. She had never been neat,

but her hair looked more inussy and
her nails were dreadful. It was about

this time that Sister I rm ingarde asked
me to take Mabel Muriel in hand, and

I may as well admit right now that

1 tlinehed. though my father is a gen-
eral, and no Iverson ever yet turned

his back to the foe. If she had asked

me to nurse Mabel Muriel through the

smallpox I would have done my best;
but to be her friend, to chum with her

——! That dash is put in there to

show you how I felt.

Sister I rmingarde was very nice about

it. of course. She had seen everything,
and she knew what was passing in my
breast as well as if a typewriter was

rattling it all oil' for her. She said

Miss Murphy was too much alone, and

that a little time and attention from

me might cheer her and help her in

many ways. And she talked about hu-

manitarianism and our duty to each

other till 1 said 1 would—that 1 would

do it. 1 mean. However, it did not

work. I did my best, but it was all

too plain that the calm ami refining in-

fluence of my society was not what Ma-

bel Muriel wanted. She was civil, in

a heavy sort of way. but it was a re-

lief to us both when the experiment
was over. 1 have seen the girls try-

ing to dissolve sugar in lemon juice,
and they don't mix very well. It was

even so with Mabel Muriel and me. Still,
it gave her a claim on me. and once in

a long time she would come to my

room, smelling of horribly strong per-
fume and bringing a big box of the

candy she was always eating. If there

were other girls, she never stayed, and

there ’most. always were. of course,

so her visits were short and rare.

But one night Maudie -Joyce and Ma-

bel Blossom and I were looking
at some photographs, ami Mabel Mu-

lied came, and I made her look, too, and

she stayed, and we all talked quite a

while. She wa* quieter than usual that

night and didn’t say so much about her

‘‘paw's” money. And she seemed" to be

watching us and taking us in in a queer
way. Finally she got up to go, and it

was quite late, and she stayed by the
door a little while talking: and with
that strange insight 1 have I knew she

had enjoyed herself and was sorry to
go; but she went, and didn’t come again
for more than a week.

1 am now approaching with the ar-

tist’s reverence the dramatic scent of

this story. There always is one in my,

stories, if you remember and Mabel

Blossom says theYe are times when she

can’t wait for them. One night, a little

after nine o’clock. I was tossing rest-

lessly in my bed. when 1 heard a very
soft rap on my door. I am a nervous

and highly imaginative girl, and my
brain is so active that sometimes L

can’t sleep. That night I had eaten one

of Maudie Joyce’s Wekh rarebits and

some pickles and a piece of pie and some

fudge. I was thinking about the fudge,
and almost wishing 1 had not eaten it,
when the rap came. I was scared, for

we are not allowed to visit each other
at night, and if we were caught doing it

there would be a lot of trouble. I got
up and tiptoed to the door and opened
it. and there, of all persons in the world,

stood Mabel Muriel Murphy! T just
gasped, but she walked right in as cool

as you please and sat down on the edge
of my bed. She wore one of her white

lace dressing-gowns, and it was dread-

fully soiled, and her hair was just the

way she wore it in the day-time. She

had not arranged it neatly for the night,
as we are taught to do. I closed the

door and stared at her. and then I said:

‘’Good gracious! why did you come here

at this hour? Sister Edna may hear

you.”
It wasn’t very hospitable, of course,

but Sister Edna looked after that hall,
and 1 knew she might meander along at

any' minute and hear whispering and

come in. Mabel Muriel propped herself

against the foot of the bed and stared

at me in the calmest way and said:

"I wish she would come in. That’s

exactly what I want.’’ And then she

added, very solemnly. "May Iverson. I’ve

made up my mind to be a lady!”
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