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The
HOUSE of DEATH

A Strange Tale
By F.GEORGIA STROUP

HE THREE women looked
about the little kitchen. For an
sOnse reason, each seemed to avoid
the eves of the other.

“My land, but it’s hot in here!” Mn.
Prentis moved 1o the north window o
nu\:i‘sbe propped ) the

< up
with a thm board that lsy
a gust of hot wind swept through
room from a drought-parched Kansss
Nﬂ.ﬁr]d.

§
5:
>
§
1
e
)

%
fE
’i
; .
frraks
Il

the house. small herd of baxling

emlewmmillmrtbehminﬂu

heat the Anmt sun.

ecwlly and

theu' tongnu parched

“)lylnnd Seliny thmpaamﬂur
bunch of cattle out west. Does

-
Teik

all hox hard tis to pt water
counirr. Jes' seems to me sometimer
like I’d die for e sight of mountains an
green thines an’ a tumblin’ little m
B el e
erlv ns wi per-
spiration from her large. red face and

fanned herzelf with her blue runbonnet. -

“Dxdn‘t Mamie Judy come from the
mountain countrr ¥’ arked.
“Yes: we weni to the same

.Whenshemagxﬂabehadtbehhck

est e\'e and the prettiest red check: of

girl you ever did gee. Didn't look
much like she doet now! A farmer:
wife soon 10 pieces. She was such u
lively girl, tos—eo full of fun. An’ now

_jea’ to thmk what the poor thing's cowse

to!”
Aguin the three women avoided each
:’t.i eyes. Then Selina spoke x:cn-

ously:

vou ‘spose the duxld it, \h”

vou with your b
! ﬂmzcget w0 worl:‘po:‘nd
hten up this house. That’s what

é‘-

“Oh, I don"t know. The
handyr an’ it's so far to thé church
ez, that's 90 *tain’t far to the ceme-



F. GEORGIA STROUP

it harder, t00. Never thought her an’
Jed would have any children.”

“Things do need reddin’ up pretty
considerable,” spoke Mrs. Collins, as the
picked up some odds and ends of cloth-
ing from a corner, where they had lain
long enough to accumulate & coating of
acn% dust.

“My jes’ look at the linin’ in this
firebox! How d'vou ever ‘spose Mamie
managed to cook on it?”’

“Must have been
didn’t have thinge ss handy as
some of the rest of uz, even. You see

they didn’t havé much money to spenci

on things. Farmin’ in Kansss ain't
boen a pavin’ business -the lact few
YOATS, "tain’t too wet, it's too
Htgﬁ,gftoohot,ortoq cold, or some-
“Yes, it seems like there’s alwayz
somethin’. There—I've got that sw
in’ done. We'll let Selina serub, while
we fix up the front room.” :
The two women opened the door into
the “front” room. The blinde were
tightly drawn and the musty odor testi-
fied to its lengthy ixolation.

M Y LANDI look at that, will you®”
M=, Premi&epointed © & che

glass on center-table, which

held a pitiful little bouquet.of one im-

mortelle, ai © spears of a rank gras

e, 8ix
and a carefully-cut-out lettethead of a
orange

printed spray of blossoms.
"Whofg a t of trrvin’ to make
s _bouquet out o'that?® I remember,
when we were back in Tennessee, that
Mamie was always findin’ the first deer’
floweza, ‘s bug ils ehrans et an
owers, Us e
her little lunds? %eemed lguhe never
could get all she wanted. An’ .then
think of livin’ out here where there
ain’t water envugh for things that has
10 have ii. let alone flowers. Why, I re-
member one summer when we even

saved the dishwater t severa! times,
and then fed l“t.. tocrtho big te:

e pigs ‘canse water
Was 80 scarce,”

“Yes: the way farmer's wives have to
worry 'long, ’tain’t much wonder so
many of ‘em go crazy. 1 read in th’ ps-
per that wa» round a bundle that come

retty hard. She.
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from the store that a bigger part o;
farmers’ wiver went crazy than any
other kind of womer.”

. “Yes, I've heard that too. Let's jes’
step in an’ pick up in the bedroom. and

then both thete rcoms out to-
ﬁg;."ﬁg wind's in th’ right direc-

“Yes, you come with me. We—we
could done sooner, workin’
" “That must be the pallet an’
is th' pillow.* They say the baby had
been deed for several hours when Jed
fm“li"l . Mamie zettin the
es, an’ 1 in’ out there in
the barn door, with her head in her lap.
Not cryin’ nor nothin’.”

The two women hesitated, lingered at
their task. Something kent them from
moving the things that the coroner had
keggyin 20 rigidly exact a position.

*Yes; there's somethin’ mighty queer
it. 3 she might

HUNG! , r.

Both faces blanched at the rto

unspoken posilbility. A

she didn’t do
She knows thei?

't said one word
bher out there in the
d. but ain’t it hot?”
e i e
o8
Well.

roof. might as
well begin to pick up. funeral’s

%.
]

we
The



THE HOUSE OF DEATH

158

5 gugs8s niCIgy 4od emmu
i m HUE mdm it ...M.w m .“..M.m m,w Mm m : mmmw
i it i i 21 angl 4 g it
mmrm w..w.mu m wnmrmmm“mm mm..mm.mm m m.m..m .u.m.mwmm mmﬁm
™ i 4V 89 = £ zu twu......”
Mwmmhmhmm%m Mmm_mhmwwmmmhm mwwmwm&um mm mw.mw;mmw
i c
m&wmm.m ummm.m %mmmmmmmq Hif m&%ﬂuumwmw_.mﬁﬂ .mww.
§ MY BEE 3 T LB & o
Mm m& .m. mw m m,m .m.ﬂwmﬂmﬂ mw wmww._.m W Mm .m
«fis
| ottt 1 i |
¥ WMM mmm M..mmm.m m .w .u.mu.mmnmm..dm .m.m gds : .m. Mmmm
B “m.m.ww..mm%m i i ER ok M T
LR I B T e A e s



F. GEORGIA STROUP

She Both women gave a
frightoned start. =

“'No; ‘course I don’t mean that,” she
added ’huhly. “I jes’ mean you love
‘em 50 that it don’t seem ne right
for’cmtohavetogrownphw t you
see in front of 'em.”

b 4 banys. hings. “Hpess, we looL
out b’ yv's things. ’Spose we loo
in the bureau in the bedroom.” -

They moved ngm to the inner room
and pulled out the top drawer of the
old-fashioned marble-t burean.

A few shirts, a pile of carefully
mended underwear and some eocks,
tri:ll.ed and turned together in two’s, met

eir .

. “Tfiat’s Jed's drawer. Let's seo what's
in the next one.”

. The second drawer revealed a freshly-
ironed white waist carefully 'folded
above a: meager pile of woman’s under-
wear. Without a word, Mrs. Prentis
pushed it shut.

The third drawer
one they wanted. Small of care-
fully made baby clothing of cheap ma-
terial. but workmanship of infinite
poins, met their view.

Mrs. Collins wiped the tears from
her cheek: with the corner of ber apron.

“See—they're nearly everone made
by hand and all white. Most of ‘em
es’ flour sacks, but look how Mamic’s

leached ’em. An’, see this drawn-
work.,"”
As she spoke, she placed a work-red-

dened hand beneath a narrow strip of
opeuwork.

“Yes, you can go home nox,” in an-
swer 10 & question from Selina in the
e peine she's fook an all these

v, the e's took om all ¢
{'i::le dxiqgn . Seeme 'a x:L z-l:l must s’

n gettin’ ’em ready ali these
:illl’ now—" Her voice trailed om

ence.

The iittle clothing was 1eid on th
bed in ‘;eadinap forgthe maro:'?ans
the -omen looked about ss though
hunting something more to do. Used
to th?‘ ::g-y hours t:sfkﬁt'h": life. they felt
m to some t would occupy
tbepfming hours. ’

“let’s see if thorea

ﬁ.
onght to do upstaire.” anrtiing we

proved to be the

159

They climbed the narrow ladderlike
stairmay t0 an unfinithed half-story
e room above.

M?Y LAXND, she was housecRanin’
this hot weather!” '
Half of the stuffy little room had
been thoroughly overhauled and the
other end A little old borsehair
trunk stood in the middle of the floor
with portions of ite contents scattered

“I'll bet she was goin’ to empty that
s things. I showed her
mine, jeo’ Hke it, that I fixed up for

. little.”
“Yell, we might az well pick up the
things and put ‘em be erly

” said
Mrs. Colline, who suited the word to

.

Mrs. tis pushed her back.
“Here, let me pick ‘em up. There
ain’t no call for you to go in’

’round in this heat. First thing you
know you'll be havin’ a stroke.”

Some clothing and small articles were
coll and zeveral bundles of vel-
lowed old letters lay on the floor. From
one of the packages the string had
btokm}m:idcntly when it had been
lifted re the u::nk. O;o letv:rd lay
crumpled near its empiy envelope,
where it had been dvo

With a wondering glance, the two
women smoothed it out. The first para-
ga&h was 30 yellowed and faded as to

le, but part of the second para-
graph been protected by the folded
paper and they could read:

“ . .. untll say that your wife
12 Aopelessly insane. She may live
for years, but «ill never regain her
mentality, as cases like hers are in-
curoble. We find upon investiga-
tion the! the women of her family.
for sereral generations, have be-
come hopelestly insane at her age.

“In viex of the fact that your
small daughter i» tainted with this
inherited meanity, we etrongly ad-
viss you to fake her to some new
environment and, when she grows
alder. explain to her why marriage
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;‘hould be considered impossible for
er.

“As we can ecc the matier now,
it is too bad that her mother wes
not warned of the same fact, and in
view of all our information itwould
seem to have been better if we had
not pulled her through that severe
tliness. If you—"

The remainder of the letter was unde-
cipherable. The two neighbors looked
ot each other, their eves wide with hor-.
vror. At last Mrs DPrentis gasped
hoarsely: ,

“Do you ’spose
open and Mamie read this letter? Her
futher died ’fore she was old enou
to marry and left her this
Smid for, and 1 remember when her

ed was married how they planned to
pay.‘tﬂbennofi@oﬂju'-qomu
wasible.” -
FBut interrupted Mre: Colins, “the
coroners jury said yesterday
ui‘am’t lg:y_ ‘zmnnsi o!n.d:bt but
*11C Wasn { CTOXY. M
her solemn big eyes, li,:d looked etraight
nhead and never said a word.

“] wonder how 'a woman'd feel to
know that the baby girl she loved bet-
ter'n her own life would have to grow
up in this dmdgery and: then ﬁnllg
epend the last of her years in a 'sylum

OF DEATH

‘“Yes and '’ Mamie went crazy
hu;elflong’?mtholiule gitl grew
u 9

p“3[ wonder if a woman really loved
her baby girl if she wouldn’t rather—"
;he ]:lo once more with afrightened
00

Wheels were heard coming down the
Mrs. Prentis spoke quickly: “Sarah
o lga:l’n'iht down-

etter in that cook-
THE Ettle kitchen below, the
when the
men en-

| &

women were cooking sup
county attorney and ang
tered.

“Good evening. ladies,” said the at-
torney. ‘“We decided to come out again
and go carefully over the field to sece
if we could find any evidence. You
haven't, l?)'v chance, found anything,

you ? - .

Mrs. Prentis looked covertly at Mrs.
Collins, then answered:

“No; we jes’ been cleanin’ up. We
ain’t been lockin’ for no evidence.”:
“Well, Walters,” said the ntom&y,
“ es when it comes ‘o
women. If never is found a defi-
nite reason for her wanting the baby
to die. no jury will embefievoshou

guilty.”




