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CHAPTER VI—Continued. [

1 told a lttle more about Mr, Haster
brook, too, =0 Father'd know who he
wne—n new friend of Mother's that
I'd never known til I eame back thls
time, and how he was very rich and a
most estimable man, That Aunt Hattle
snld ®o,

Then I told him that In the after
poon nnother gentleman came and:
took us to n perfectly beautiful con-
cert, And 1 finlshed up by telling
nbout the Chrlstmas party In the eve.
ning, nnd how lovely the house looked
and Mother, and that they sald "
Inoked nlee, too,

And that was all. And when I had
got It done, T saw that 1 hnd written
a long letter, a great long letter. And
1 was almost afrald It was too long,
till 1 remembered that Father had
asked me for It; he had asked me to
tell him all ahout what T d1d on Christ-
mas day.

8o I sent It off,

MARCH

Yes, 1 know (t's beén quite a while,
but there hasn't been a thing to say—
nothing pxeiting, | mean,
There's Just school, and the usual
things, only Mr., Easterbrook doesn't
come any more. (Of course, the vio-
linist hasn't come since that dny he
proposed.) 1 don't know whether Mr.
Basterbrook proposed or not. 1| only
know that all of a sudden he stopped
coming. I don't know the renson,

I don't overhear so much as | used
to, anywny, Not but that I'm In the
Hbrary window.seat just the same; but
‘most everybody that comee In looks
there right off; and, of course. whe

they see me they don't hanlly ever
B0 on with what they are saying. So
It Just neturally follows that 1 don't
overhear things as 1 used to,

Not that there's much Lo hear,
though., Heally, there just lsn't any-
thing going on, and things aren't half
80 lively as they used to be when Mr.
Basterbrook wuas here, and all the
ggst. They've all stopped coming, now,
‘most. I've nbout given up ever having
a love story of Mother's to put In,

Aud mine, too. Here I am NAfteen
next month, golng on sixteen. (Why,
that brook and river met long agol)
But Mother {8 getting to be almost as
bad as Aunt June was about my re-
celving proper attentlons from young
men. Oh, she lets me go to places, a
Mttle, with the boys at school; but I
always have to be chaperoned. And
whenever are they golng to have a
chomee (0 say anything really thrilling
with Mother or AunteHattle right at
my elbow? Kcho answers never! So
I've nbout given up that's amounting
to anything, elther,

Of course, there's Father left, and
of course, when 1 go back to Ander-
sonville thls simmer, there may be
Squugthing dolng there, But [ doubt It
™ 1 forgot to say I haven't heard from
Father ngain, 1 answered his Christy
s letter, as [ sald, and wrote just
a8 nlce as 1 kpew how, and told him
all he asked me to, But he never ane
swered, nor wrote agaln, I am dis-
appoloted, 'l own up, 1 thought he
would write, I think Mother did, too,
She's usked me ever 80 many times If
I hadu't heard from bloe agsin, Aond
she anlways looks o sort of funny
when 1 say no—sort of nad and sorry
together, all in one,

But, then, Motber's queer in lots of
ways now, For lostance: One week
ago she gave me a perfectly lovely
box of chocolutes—u whole two-pound
box all at once; and I've never had
Inore than a half-pound st once before.
But Just as 1 was thinking how for
once I was golng to have a-real fonst,
and all T wanted to eat—what do you
think she told met She sald [ could
have three pleces, und only three
pleces a dey; and not one little tloy,
one more. And when 1 nsked her why
she gave me such a blg box for, then,
if timmt was all I could have, she sald
it was to teach me self-discipline. That,
setf-discipline was one of the most
wonderful thiogs In the world., That
It she’'d only been tuught it when she’
was o glrl, bhegglife would have been
very, very different. And so she was'
glving me a great blg box of choco-
Intes for my very ownp, just so as to
teach me to deny mysélf nnd take only
three pleces every day.

Three pleces!—and all that whole
big box of them just making my mouth
water ull the while; and ull just te
teach me that borrld old self-dlscls
plinel Why, you'd think it was Aunt
Jane doing it Instend of Mother!

ONE WEEK LATER

It's come—Father's letter, It cam®
pjght. Ob, It was short, and It

qi Bay about what I
wrete, But 1 was proud of It, just the
same, I jus I was! He didn't
get® Augt Jane to write to Mother, as
he did ore, then, besldes, he

Hew  ar

h"‘ en hils stars loug
unlh.l.ou‘“ “.ﬂilnol.r‘&m 8 little—for he

THE NORTH PLATTE SEMI-WEEKLY TRIBUNE

rememibered  sbout  the school, ||||d]! i
{ nnd oven

that 1 cowldn't go there in Anderson-
ville, and so he sald 1 had better stay

| here tiil 1t finished

It made
It made

And I was so glnd to stay !
me very happs thut letier

Mother happy, too, She kel It, and
she thought It wos very, very kind of
Futher to be willlng to give e up

plmost three whole months of his slx,
g0 1 could go to sclivo)l here. And she
snld so, Bhe sald once to Aant Hactle
that she was almost tempted 1o write
and thank him. But Aunt Hattle sald,
“Fooh,” and It was no more than he
ought to do, and that she wouldn't be
soen writing to a man who so care-

fully avolded writing to her, So
Mother dldn't do It I guess
But 1 wrote, 1 had to write three

letters, though, before I got one that
Mother sald would do to send, The
first one sounded so glaa I was stay-
ing that Mother sald she was afrald
he would feel hurt, and that would be
too bud-—when he'd been so kind, And
the gecond one sounded ns If 1T was 8o

sorry not to go to Andersonville the
first of April that Mother sald that
would never do In the world. He'd

think I didn't want to stay in Boston,
PBut the third letter 1 managed to
make Just glud enough to stay, and
Just sorry enough not to go. So that
Mother sald it was all right. And 1
sent It

APRIL

Well, the last chocolate drop weut
yesterdny. There were Just seventy-
gix pleces In that two-pound box. I
counted them that first day. Of course,
they were fine and dandy, and I Just
loved them; but the trouble s, for the
lust week I've been eatlng sucl snippy
Httle pleces, You see, every day, with-
out thinking, I'd just naturally plck
out the biggest pleces. So you can
Imagine what they got down to townrd
the Inst—mostly chocolate almonds,
As for the self-discipline—I don't see
a8 1 feel any more disciplined than I
did before, and I know 1 want choco-
lates just ns much as ever. And I sald
#o to Mother,

But Mother Is queer. Honestly she
Is. And | ean't help wondering—Is she
gettng to be like Aunt Jane?

Now, listen to this:

Last week I Lind to have n new party
dress, and we found a perfect darling
of n plnk =ik, s gold beads, and gold
glippers to match, And | knew I'd look
perfectly divine In It and once Mother
would have got It for me. But not
this time, She got n horrid white mus-
Iin with dots In {1, and blue sllk sash,
aritahle for » ehlld—for anv child.
OFf course, T was disappoiyted, and 1

suppasie I did show it—some, In fact,
'm afrold 1 showed It o whole lot.
Mother didn’t say anything then; but
on the wiy home In the ecur she put
her trm around me and said

“I'm sorry abour the pmk dress,
dear, 1 koew you wanted . But it
wits not sultable nt all for you-—not
untll you're older, dear. Mother will
have to look out thut her Hitle daugh-
ter jsn't getting to be svain, nnd too
fond of dress.”

I knew then, of course, that It was
Just some more of that self<liscipiine
buslitess,

But Mother never nsed to say any-
thing about self-discipline.

In she getting to be ke Aunt Jane?

ONE WEEK LATER
She is, .
I know she Is now.

U'my learning to eook—to cook! And
It's Mother that says I mnst. She teld
Aunt Hattle—E Heard her—that she
thought every girt should kmaw how e
cook und keep house; and that If she
had learned these things when she
was a girl, her Hfe wonld have bheen
quite different, she was sure

I nm learning st & domestie seienes
school, and Mother s golng with me.
1 M’ mind so muel when she sald
she'd go, too, And, renlly, It s quite
a lot of fun—really It 1s. Dot it |s
queer—Mother and I golng te school
together to learn bow to make bread
and cake and holl potatoes! And, of
course, Aunt Hattle langhs at ws. But
1 don't mind, And Mother doesn't,
elther, But, oh, how Aunt June would
love It, If she only knew!

MAY

What do you supiuse I am learning
now? You'd never guess, Stars, Yes,
sturs! And that is for Futher, too,,
Mosker canie lute my room one day
with o book of UGrundfather's under
her arm, She sald @ was a very wolw
derful work on astronomy, aad she
was sure 1 would find It interesting.
She sald she was golug te read It
aloud to me ap hour & day. And thea,
when 1 got to Andersonville and
Father talked to me, I'd know some-
thing, And he'd be pleased.

She sald she thought we owed It to
Father, dfter he'd been so good and
kind us to let me stay here almost
three whole months of his six, so 1
could keep on with my school. And
that she was very sure thly would
please hlm and make him happy.

And so, for ‘most a week now, Moth-
er hins read to be an hour a day eut
of thut astronomy book, Then we talk
about It. And It Is !nlereﬂlng‘ Moth-

@

er says It 18, too, She says she®wishes
she'd knewn somethlng about astrono-
my when she was a girl; that she's
sure It would have made things a
whole lot easler and happler all
around, when she married Father; for
then she would have known some-
thing ubout something he was Inter-
ested In, She sald eshe couldn't help
that now, of course; but she could see
tbat 1 kpnew something about such
things. -

It seems 80 funny to hear her talk
such a lot about Father as she does,
when before .she never used to men-
tlon him—ogly to say how afpald she
was that 1 wopld love him better than

her, hnel ta mnke me sy over
pgain thot I didn't. And 1
1o her=1 mean, 1 sald |
i& funny, the way she

wild wo ome dny

I thought It

talked now
She colored up and it her lp, and

gnve o queer lttle laugh. Then she
grew vers sober and grave, and =ald:

“I know, dear, Porhaps 1 om talk-
Ing more than 1 used to. But, yull see,
I've been thinking quite a lot, and 1

I've lenrned some things. I'm trying
to miake you forget what I sald—about
your loving me more than him. That
wasn't rlght, dear. Mother wns wrong

! She shouldn’'t try  to Influence you
agalnst your father, He s n good
mah; abd there are none ton many

good men In the world=No, no, I won't
sny that” she broke off,

But she'd olready sald I, and, of
rwtiese, T koew she was thinking of the
viediglst., I'm no ohilg

She went on mote after that, quite
A lot more. Amd she sald agonin that
I must love Father and tey o plense |
hlmy In every way ; and she cried a 1it-
tle und tnlked w lot about how hard 1t |
wus Inomy poesition, and that she was
ufrukd  she'd only been making It
harder, through her selfishness, and 1
must forgive her, and try to forget It
And she wns qure she'd do better now.

And she sald that, afrer all, e
wasn't In just belng happy yourself,
It was In how much hdppiness you

could give to others,

Oh, It was lovely! And 1 eried, and
she more, and we kissed
ench other, and I promised, And after |
she went awny 1 felt nll uprdsed and |
holy, llke you do when you've been
o a beantiful chureh gervice with soft
musle  and  colored windows, and
everybody kneellnk, And I felt as If
I'd never be naughty or thoughtless
sgaln, And thet P'd never mind belng
Mary now. Why, I'd be glad to be
Mury hulf the time, and even more—
for Father,

But, nlas!

Listen. Would you belleve it7 Just
that saeme evening Mother stopped |
me aguinst Inughing too loud and mak-
Ing too much nolse playing with Les-
ter; and I felt cross. 1 Just bolled
Insglde of me, and sald 1 hared Mary,
and that Mother was getting to be

oried some

Just like Aunt JYane, And yet, just
that morning—
Oh, If only that huoshed, stained-

window-soft-musle feellng would last!
JUNE

Well, onee more school |s done, my
timnk Is all packed, and I'm reudy te
go to Andersonville, [ leave tomorrow
morning, Bat oot as 1 lefi last year.
Oh. no, It Is very, very different, Why
this year I'm renlly golng as Mary,

donestly, Mother has turned me Inte
Mary before 1 go. Now, what do youw
think of that? And if I've got to be
Mary there and Mary here, too, when
cun I ever be Marle? Oh, 1 know 1
sald I'd be willlng to be Mary half,
and maybe more than half, the time.
But when B eomes to really belng
Muary out of turn extra thine, that 1a
quite another thing.

And 1 am Mary,

Listen :

I've learned o eoolk, That™s Mary.

I've been studying sasirononyy. Thar's
Mary.

I've lenrned te walk quietly, speak
softly, langh not teo lowlly, and be a
Indy at all thmes. Tint's Mary,

And now, to addl to wil this, Mother
bns hnd me dress like Mary, Yes, she
began two weeks age. Sne cumne into
my room one moming and sald she
wanted to look ovar my dresses and
things; and 1 could see, by the way
she frowned amd bit her lip and apped
her foot on the floow, that she wasn't
sulted. She sald:

“1 think, my denr, that on Saturday
we'll have to go la town shopping.
Quite # number of these things will
not do at all"

And 1 was so happy! Visions of new
dresses and hats and shoes rose be-
fore me, und even the pink bewded sitk
came foto my mind=<though T didn*t
renlly have much hopes of that,

Well, we went shepping on Satur-
dny, but—dld we get the pink sllk?
We did not. We did get—yon'd never
guess what, We got two pew gingham
dresses, very plaln and homely, and a
pair of horrid, thick, low shoes. Why,
I could have erled! B did "wost cry as
I exclalmed:

“Why Mother, thmse are Mary
things ™
“Of course, theyre AMary things"”

answered Mother, ehwerfully. “That's
what I meant to buy—>Mary things, as
you call them, Aren’t you golng to be
Mury Just next week? Of course, you
are! And dido't yem tell me Iast year,
A8 soon as you got there, Migs Ander-
son objected to your clothlug and
bought new for you? Well, 1 am try-
Ing to see that she does not have to
do that this year.”

And then ghe hought me a brown
serge sult and a hat so tiresomely
sensible that evem Aunt Jane would
love them, I know. And tomorrow I've
got to put them on to go in.

Do you wodller that 1 say [ am Mary
ulready?

CHAPTER VII

When | Am Nelther Ona
ANDERSONVILLE

Well, 1 cume lust night.*T had on
the brown sult and the sensible hat,
and every turn of the wheels sl! day
had been sloging: “Mary, Mary, now
you're Mary!"™ Why, Mother even
called me Mary when she said good-
by. She came to the junction with me
Just as she had before, and put me
on_the other tran,

*Now, remember, dear, you're to try
very bard to be a jJoy and & comfert
to your father—just the litte Mary

| and 1

he has beén very kind To 18¥ Fou stay
with me go long™

She erled when she kissed me just
an ahe did before: bhut she didn't tell
me this time to be sure and not love
¥Father better than 1 414 her. T notleed
that, But, of course, I didn’t say any-
thing, though I might have told her
onsglly that I knew nothing conld ever
make me love him ‘bhetter than I did
her.

When we got to Andersouville, and

the truin rolled Into the station, 1
stepped  dowu  from  the cars and
looked over to where the carriuges

were to Aod John and Aunt Jane.
they weren't there, There wusn't even
the curvinge there; and ['can remems-
ber now Just how my heart sort of felt
slek lnslde of e when I thought that

even Aunt Jane had forgotten, and
that there wasn't anybody to meet
me,

There was'n beautiful big green au-
tomobile there, and I thought
wished (hat had come to meet me;
wans Just wondering
should do, when all of a sudden some-
body spoke my name. And who do
you think It was? You'd never guess

It In a month, It was Father, Yes,
Father!
Why, 1 could have hugged him, I

was so glad. But of course 1 didn't,
right before all those people. But he
was 20 tall and hundsome and splen-
did, and T felt so proud to be walking
along the plutform with him and let-
ting folks see that he'd come to meet
me! But I couldn't say anything—
not anything, the way 1 wanted to;

and all I counld do was to stammer
out:
“Why, where's Aunt Jane?"

And that's Just the thing 1 didn't
want to suy ; and I konew [t the minute
r'd sald it. Why, it sounded as if 1
missed Aunt Jane, and wanted her 1n-
stead of him, when all the time I was
50 pleased and excited to see him that
I could hardly speak.

He just kind of smiled, unil looked
gueer, and sald that Aunt Jane—er—
couldn't come, Then 1 felt sorry; for
I saw, of course, that that was why he
had come; not because he wanted to,
but because Aunt June couldn't, so he
had to. And I could have eried, all
the while he was fixing It up about
my trunk.

He turned then and led the way
stralght over to where the carriages
were, anid the next minute there was
John touching his cap to me; only R
was a brand-pew John looking toe
sweet for anything tu a chauffeur's
enp and uniform, And, what do you
think? He was helplog me into that
heautiful big green car before 1 knew
It.

“Why. Father, Father!" [ erled,
“Yon don’t mean—"" 1 just couldn't
finish ; but he finlshed for me.

*It is ours—yes Do you like it?

*Like [t!™ 1 guess he dlin't need to
have we say any more. But I did say
move, 1 Just raved and raved over
that enr untll Father's eyes crinkled
alll up: i kittle mmile wrinkles, and he
sadd;

“Twy glad. 1 boped you'd Mke IL”

“L guess 1 do Mke it!” [ eried, Then
I went em to tell him how I thought
it was the prettless one 1 ever saw,
and 'way ahead of even Mr, Easter-
brook's,

“Aud, peay, who s Mr, Eosterbrook 7"
asked Father then, “The viokinist,
perhaps—ah?”

Now, waswu't & funny he should have
remembered that there was a yviolln-
Ist? But, of ceurse, 1 told him o, It
wasn't the vielluist. It wus another
one thut took Mother to ride, the one
I told him abeut la the Uhristinas let-
ter; and he was very rich, and had
two perfectly besutifol cars; amd |
was going o te tell wore—how he
didn't take Mother now—but I didn't
get a chauce, fer Father interrupted,
and sald, “Yes, yes, 1o be sure,” And
he showed he wasn't laterested, for
all the little sinlle wrinkles were gone,
and he looked stern and dignitied,
more ke he used to. And he went on to
say that, ns we had almost reaehed
hotme, he hagd better explain right away
that Aunt Jane was no longer living
there; that hls cousin from the West,
Mrs. Whituey, was Lkeeplng house for
him now, She was a very nice lady,
nnd he heped T would ke her., And
I might call her “Cousin Grace,"

And before 1 could even druw breath
to Ak any questions, we were home ;
and n resd pretty lady, with a lght-
blue dress on, was helping me out of
the ‘cnp, and kissing me as she did so.

Now, de you wonder that | have
been rubblong my eyes and wondering
If I wus really 1, and if this was An
dersonville?

ONE WEEK LATER

It sn't & dream.  It's all really,
truly true—everything: Father com-
lng to meet me, the lovely automoblle,
and the pretty lady In the lght-blue
dress, who kissed me, And when 1
went downstalrs the next morning 1
found out It was real, 'speclally the
pretty lady; for she kissed me agaln,
and sald she hoped I'd be happy there,
And she told me to amuse myseld any
way I liked, and sald, if I wanted to,
1 might run over to see some of the
girls, but not to make any plans- for
the aftermoon, for she was golng to
take me to ride.

Now, what do yeu think of that?
Go to see the girls In the mornlng,
and take a ride—an automoblle ride!
—in the afternoon: In Andersonville!
Why, I couldn't belleve my ears. Of
course, I was wild and crasy with de-
llght—but it was all so different. Why, 1
began to think almost that I was Ma-
rie, and not Mary at all.

And it's been that way the whole
week through., Ive had a beautiful
time, I've been so excited | And Moth-
er Is excited, too. Of course, I wrote
her and told>her all mbout It right

that he wants you to be. Remembdr,

away. And ghe wrote right biack and

— e  n——

| of him?

| than T could in that first letter,

But |

how 1|

what 1|

wanted (o konow  everything—every
thing I could tell her; all the lttle
things. And she was 20 interested In

Cousin Grace, and wanted to know all
about her =sald she never heard of her
before, nnd was she Father's own oy
fin, and how old she was, and was she
pretty, and was Father around the
house more pow, aid did I see a lot
She thought from something
1 sald that 1 did,

I've just been writing her wgaln, and
I couliddl tell her more now, of course
I‘\'I'
been here a whale week, and, of
course, I know more about things, and
have done more,

I told her that Cousin Grace wasn't
really Father's cousin at all, so It

She

And ls Pretty, and Everyboedy

Loves Her,

wasn't any wonder she hadn't ever
heard of her. She was the wife of
Futher's third cousin who went to
South Ameries six years ago and
caught the fever and died there. So
this Mrs, Whitney isn't really any rela-
tion of his st all, But he'd always
known her, even before she married
his cousin: and 20, when her husband
died. and she dkin't have any home,
he asked her to eome here.

1 don't know why Aunt Jane went
away, but she's been gone ‘most four
months now, they say here, Nellle
taold me. Nellle 1s the mald—] meap
hired girl—here now, (F will keep for-
getting that I'm Mary now aod moust
nge the Mary words here.y

B weld Mother tlmn® she (Cousin
Gruer) was guite old, bwt not so old
as Aunt Jane. And she s pregty, and
everybody loves her., | think even
Father Mkes to have hey areund better
than e did his own slstey Jane, for he
sometimes stays around gquite a ot
now-—after meals, and (v the evenlng,
I mean. And that's what U told Moth-
er. O evurse, he still likes his stars
the buse of anything, but not guite as
well as e used to, maybe—not to give
all his time to them.

I forged to say that Fatler |s going
to let me go back to school agaln this
year ahead of his time, just as he did
last yeanr. 8o you see, really, Fm here
only a little bit of a while; us It is
pow, and it's no wonder I kesp forget-
ting I ame Mary,

ONE WEEK LATER

Things are awfully funny Rere this
time, I wender If It's all Cousin Grace
that makes it so. Anyhow, she's just
a8 differant as different can be from
Aunt Jane. And things are dfferent,
everywhave,

Why, 1 ferget half the time: that I'm
Mary. Honestly, I do. 1 try to be
Mary. L try to move quletly, speak
gently, and laugh softly, just as Moth-
er told me to. But before L koow It
I'm acting natural agaln—just ke
Marle, you know,

And I belleve It Is Cousin Grace.
She pever looks at you in Aunt Jane's
I'm-smuzed-at-you way. And she laughs
herself m lot, and slogs and plays, too
—reil pretty lively things; net just
hymn tuses. And the house is differ-
ent, There are four geruniums In the
dinlng reom window, and the parlor Is
open every day. The wax flowers are
there, but the balr wreath and the
coffin plate are gone. Cousin Grace
doesn't dress llke Aunt Jsue, elther.
Bhe wears pretty white and blue
dresses, and ber halr is curly and
fluffy.

1 think ali this Is why I keep for-
getting to be Mary. But, of course,
I understand that Father expects me
to be Mary, and so I try to remember.

TWO WEEKS LATER

1 understand it all pow—everything:
why the house I8 different, and Fa-
ther, and everything. And It 1s Cousln
Grace, und it 18 a love story.

Father Is in love with her.

Now 1 guess 1 shall have something
for this book!

It seems funny now that I dido't
think of It at first. But I dido't—not
until I heard Nellie and her beau talk-
ing about . Nellie sald ghe wasn't
the only oue in the house that was
going o get married. And when he
asked her what she meant, she sald 1t
was Dr., Anderson and Mrs, Whitoey.
That anybody oould see It that wasn't
as blind as a bat.

My, but wasn't I exelted? I just
guesss | was. Apgd, of course, I saw |
that I had been blind as a bat, But
1 hegan to open my eyes after that, !
and  wateb—not  Jdisagreeably, you |
know, but Jjust glnd and Interested,

|

— — - - ———

-

atd on account of INE Booll

And 1 saw:

That Father stayed in the house a
fot more than he usad to,

That he smiled more,

Thit he petually asked Cousin Grace
and me o play for hlm severnl times,

That he went with us to the Sunday
gchiool plente. (1 never saw Father at
# plenie hefore, and 1 don't believe be
ever himself at one)

Thut—aoh, I don't know, but a whole
lot of Httle things that I ean't remem-
ber; but they were all unmistakable,
very unmistukable, And 1 wondered,
when I saw It all, that T haid been as
blind as a but before,

When 1 wrote Mother 1 told her
all about It—the slgns nnd symploms,
I mean, and How different and thawed-
out Father was: and I asked If she
didn't think It was g0, too. But she
didn't answer that part. She didn't
write much, apyway. It wons an aw-
fully snippy letter; but she sald
she had n headache wnd didn't feel
at all well, 8o that was the rea-
gon, probiholy, why she didn't say
more—about Father's love affalr, I
mesn. She only sald she was glad,
ghe was sure, If Father had found an
estimable woman to make an home fer
him, and she hoped they'd be happy.
Then =he went on talking about same-
thing else. And she dldn't write much
more, anyway, about anything.

AUGUST

Well, of all the topsy-turvy worlds,
this 18 the topsy-turviest, I am sure.
What do they want me to do, and
which do they want me to be? Oh, |
wish I was just & plaln Susle or Bes
gle, and not a cross-current and a con-
tradiction, with a father that wants
me to be one thing and a mother that
wants me to be another! It was bad
enough before, when Father wanted
me to be Mary, and Mother wanted
me to be Miarle. But pow—

Well, to begin at the beginning,

It's all over—the love story, | mean,
and I know now why it's been so hard
for me to remember to be Mary and
why everything 1s different, and all

They don't want me to be Mary.

They want me to be Marle.

And now [ don't know what to
think, If Mother's golng to want me
to be Mary, and [Father's gelng to
want me to be Marle, how am | golog
to know what anybody wants, ever?
Besides, It wns getting to be such &
bheautiful love story—Father and Cou-
sin Grace. And now—

But let me tell yon what happened

It was last night. We were on the
plazza. Father, Cousin Grace, and L
She got up and went Into the house
for something—Cousin Grace, 1 mean
—and all of a sudden 1 determined to
tell Father how giad T was, about him
and Cousin Grace: and how 1 hoped
it would last—having him ont there
with us, sand sl that., And I told him,

1 don't remember what | sald exoct.

AW

ly. But T khadn't anywhere near sald
what 1 wanted to when he did stop
me, Why, be almost jumped out of
his chatr.

“Mary™ he gasped. “What in the
world are you talking about?”

“Why, Father, 1 was telling you" [
explalned. And 1 tried to be so cool
and eanlm that it would make him calm
and cool, too, (But It didnt calm him
or eool him one bit.) *It's about when
you're married and—"

“Marriedd ™ he Interrupted agaln.
{They never let me interrupt ke
that )

“To Cousin Grace—yes, But Father,
you—you are golng to marry Cousin
Grace, aren’t you?" 1 cried—and I did
'most ery, for I saw by his face that
he was not.

“That Is net my present intention,”
he said, His lips came together hard,
and he looked over his shoulder to see
it Cousin Grace was coming back.

“But you're going to some time,” L
hegged him.

“1 do not expect to.”

I fell back In my chair, and I know
I looked grieved and hurt and disap-
pointed, ms 1 almost sobbed:

“Oh, Father, and when 1
you were golng to!™

“There, there, childl He spoke,
stern and almost eross now, “This ab-
durd nonsensical ldea has gone quite

thought

far enough. Let us think no more
abont it."
“It lisn't absurd and nonsensleal I*

I eried. And I could hardly say the
worids, I was choking up so. “Every-
body sald you were golng to, and I
wrote Mother so; and—"

“You wrote that to yoor motheer?
He did jump from his chalr this time.

“Yes; and she was glad"”

“Oh, she was!" He sat down sort of
Ilmp-llke and queer.

“Yes., She sald she was glad you'd
found an estimable woman to make &
home for vou."

“Oh, she did.” He sald this, too, In
that queer, funny, quiet kind of way.

“Yes." 1 spoke, declded and firm. I'd
begun to think, all of a sudden, that
maybe he didn't appreciate Mother as
much ns she did him; and I deter-
mined right then and there to make
him, i I could. When I remember all
the lovely things she'd sald about
him—

“Father,” I began; and I spoke this
time, even more declded and firm. “I
don't belleve you apprecinte Mother”

“Eh, What?"

He made me jump this time, he
turned aronnd with such a jerk, and
gpoke so sharply. But In spite of the
furnp I still held on to my subject,
firm and declded,

TO BE CONTINUED.
B

Miss Lorine Harvey returned to her
home dn Cheyenne after visiting hor
cousin Miss Pearl MeConnell for sev-
eral days.




