¥

. CHAPT
comes “Marie.”

- the

6" THE BAMBERG HERALD, BAMBERG, S. C., THURSDAY, JUNE 1, 1922.
stories like that just Decause they , good tline. Your Aunt Jane says 1
didn't like a man. | did. I heard her telling one of the | T¥ Tatiier would want to read:

ELEANOR H. PORTER

ILLUSTRATIONS BY
.- RH.LIVINGSTONE.

S8YNOPSIS

PREFACE.—‘Mary Marie” explains her
ent ‘“‘double personality” and {rl.l:t

why she is & ‘'cross-current and a contra-
diction:” she also tells her reasons for

- writing the diary—later to be a novel. The

diary is commenced at Andersonville.

CHAPTER L—Mary begins with Nurse
Barah’s account of her (Mary’s) birth,
which seemingly interested her father,
who is a famous astronomer, less than &
new star which was discovered the same
night Her name is a romise, her
mother wanted to call her Viola and her
father insisting on Abigail Jane. The
child quickly learned that her home was
in some way different from those of her
small friends, and was puzzled thereat
Nurse Sarah tells her of her mother’s ar-
rival at Andersonville as a bride and how
astonished they all were at the sight of
the dainty eighteen-yearold girl whom
eﬁudate professor had chosen for &

e.

CHAPTER II.—Continuing her story,
.Sarah makes it plain why the

. household seemed & strange one to the

child and howher father and mother
thro! misund ding,

drifted apart ugh erstan: ;
each too proud to in any way attampt to
smooth over the situation.

CHAPTER IIL—Mary tells of the time
e right and Gentasl and Tesmeciatia:
-all and gen an ’
divorce was being ed for, and her
mother’s (to her) unacpuntable behavior,
By the court’s decree the child is to spend
. #ix months of the &ear with her mother
and six months with her father.. Boston
is .Mother’'s home, and she and Mary
leave Andersonville for that city to spend
|t.ha first six months.

ER IV.—At Boston Mary be-
[ gle is delighted with her
new homé, so different from the gloomyw
house at Andersonvillee The number of
tlemen who call on her mother leads

to te on the possibility of a
new father. She classes the callers as
otive suitors,” finally deciding the

oice is to be between ‘“‘the violinist”
and a Mr. Harlow. A conversation she
overhears between her mother and Mr.

" Harlow convinces her that it will not be

. that gentleman, and “to violinist” seems
to be the likely man. Mrs. Anderson re-
celves & letter from ‘““Aunt Abigail Ander-

horhtormerr hﬁ:isba.nd’s_ sé?;er.hw i 1:

keep ouse for him, reminding her

- hﬁ is expected at Andersonville for

months she is to nd with her

father. Her mother is distressed, but
has no alternative, and ‘“‘Marie” departs
for Andersanville.

CHAPTER IX.—The digry takes a jump
of twelve years, during which Marie
{-a_.twnyx Marie then) has the usual harm-

love affairs inseparable rrom girl-

.~ hood. Ther she meets THE man—Gerald

Weston, young, wealthy, and already a
meeea&uf portrait inter. They are
deeply in love and the wedding follows
ul . 'With the coming of the baby,
-%tmice, things seem to change with Marie
and d, and they ir a manner drift
mi.‘ When Eunice is five years old,
e decides to ‘Ba.rt from Gerald. In-
tending to break the news to her mother,
she is reminded of her .own frequently
unhappy childhood and- how her action
in i{rom her husband will subject
Eunijes tr the same humiliations.

a
eyes opened, Marie gives up her id ¢

ea. of

- - a separation, .and returns tc her huzoand,

-ber duty, and her love.

CHAPTER V.—At Andersorville Aunt
Jane meets her at the ste-"un. Her fa-
_ther is away somewh: _, - studying an
eclipse of the moc.  Marie—“Mary”
now—instinctively compares Aunt Jane,
prim and severe. v.(h her beautiful, dainty
mother, much ' .. the former’s disadvan-
tage. Aunt Jane disapproves of the dain-
ty clothes which the child is wearing, and
replaces .them with ‘serviceable” serges
and thick-coled shoes. Her father arrives
home at'nd seems surprised to see her. The

ild soon begins to notice that the girls
at school seem to avoid her. Her father
appears interested in the life Mrs. An-
deyson leads at Boston and asks many
tguestions in a queer manner which

es Mary. She finds out that her

~puzzl _
; schoolmates do not associate with her
~ on account of her parents being divorced, .

and she refuses to attend school. Angry .
at first, Mr. Anderson, when he learns
the reason for her determination, decides
that she need not go. He will hear her

‘- Jessons. In Aunt Jane's and her father’s

absence Mary dresses in the pretty clothes
she brought from Boston and plays the
liveliest tunes she knows, on the little-
used piano. Then, overcome by her lone-
someness, she indulges in a crying spell
which her father’s unexpected appear-
ance interrupts. She sobs out the story
of her unhappiness, and in a clumsy way
he comforts her. After that he appears
to desire to make her stay more pleasant.
Her mother writes asking that Mary be
allowed to come to Boston for the bezin-
ning of the school term, and Mr. Ander-
son consents, though from an expression
?: 'Ieii:s fall Mary believes he is sorry she
going.

Now, ¥ that Isn'tdmaking love to
each other, I don’'t know what is. I'm
sure he’s going to propose. Oh, I'm
So excited!

Oh, yes, I know if he does propose
and she sdys yes, he'll be my new fa-
ther. I umderstand that. And, of
coudse, I can't help wondering how
‘Pl like it. Sometimes I think I won't
like it at all. -Sometimes I almost
catch myself wishing that I didn’t have
to have, any new father or mother. I'd
never need a new mother, anyway, and
I wouldn’t need a new father if my
father-bygorder-of-the-court would be
as nice as he was there two or three
times in the observatory. .

But, there! After all, I must remem-
sher that I'm not the one that's doing
therchoosing. It’s Mother. And if she
wants the violinist I mustn’t have any-
thing to say. Besides, I really like him
very much, anyway. He's the best of
the lot. I'm sure of that. And that’s
something. And then, of course, I'm:

d to have something to make this a
love story, and best of all I would be
glad to have Mother stop being di-
vorced, anyway.

Mr. Harlow doesn’t come here any
more, I guess. Anyway, I haven't seen
him here, once since I came back,; and
I baven't heard anybody mention his
Bame.

Quiie 2 lot of the others are here,
and there are some new ones. But the
violinist iz here most, and Mother
seems to go out with him most te
places, That’s why I say I think it's
the violinist,

I haven't heard from Father. -«

v O?g

{Copyright by ELEANOR H. PORTER)

Now just my writing that down that
way shows that I expected to hear
from him, though I don't really see
why I should, either. Of course, he
nevgr has written to me; and, of
course, I understand that I'm nothing
but his daughter by order of the court.
But, some way, I did think maybe he'd
write me just a little bit of a note In
answer to mine—my bread-and-butter
letter, I mean; for, of course, Mother
had me write that to him as soon as
I got here,

But he hasn't.

I wonder how he’s getting along, and
if he misses me any. But, of course,

{ he doesn't do that. If I was a star,

now—!
TWO DAYS AFTER THANKSGIVING
#

The violinist has got a rival. I'm
sure he has. It's Mr. Easterbrook.
He's old\—much as -~forty—and bald-
headed and fat, and has got lots of
money. And he’'s a very estimable
man. (I heard Aunt Hattle say that.)
He'’s awfully jolly, and I like him. He
brings me the.loveliest boxes of candy,
and calls me Puss. (I don’t like that,
particularly. .I'd prefer him to call
me Miss Anderson.) He's not nearly
80 good-looking as the violinist. The

‘violinist is lots more thrilling, but I

shouldn’'t wonder if Mr. Easterbrook
was more comfortable to live with.

The violinist is the kind of a man
that makes you want to sit up and
taxe notice, and have your hair and
finger nails and shoes just right; but
with Mr. BEasterbrook you wouldn't
mind a bit sitting in a big chair be-
fore the fire with a pair of old slippers
on, if your feet were tired.

Mr. Easterbrook doesn't care for
music. He's a broker.
fully bored when the violinist is play-
ing, and he fidgets with his watch-
chain, and clears his throat very loud-
ly just before he gpeaks every time.
His automobile -is bigger and hand-
somer than the violinist's. (Aunt Hat-
tie says theé violinist's automobile is
a hired ore.) And Mr. Easterbrook’s
flowers that he sends to Mother are
handsomer, too, and lots more of them,
thanthe violinist's. Aunt Hattie has
noticed that, too. In fact, I guess there

dsn’t anything about Mr. Easterbrook

that she doesn’t notice.

Aunt Hattie likes Mr. Easterbrook
lots better than she does the violinist.
I heard her talking to Mother one day.

ONE WEEK LATER

There hasn’t much happened—only
one or two things.. But maybe I'd bet-
ter tell them before I forget it, espe-
clally as they have a good deal to do
with the love part of the story. And
I'm always so glad to get anything of
that kind. I've been so afraid this
wouldn’t be much of a love story, after
all. But I guess it will be, all right.
Anyhow, I know Mother’s part will be,
for it’s getting more and more excit-
ing—about Mr. Easterbrook and the
violinist, I mean.

They both want Mother. Anybody

can see that now, and, of course, Moth-
er sees it. But which she’ll take I
don’t know. Nobody knows. It's per-
fectly plain to be seen, though, which
one Grandfather and Aunt Hattie want
her to take! It's Mr. Easterbrook.

And he is awfully nice. He brought
me a perfectly beautiful bracelet the
other day—but Mother wouldn’t let me
keep it. So he had to take it back.
[ don’t think he liked it very well, and
[ didn’t like it, either. I wanted that
bracelet. But Mother says I'm much
too young to wear much jewelry. Ob,
will the time ever ceme when I'll be
old enough to take my proper place in
the world? Sometimes it seems as If
it never would!

Well, as I said, it’s plain to be seen
who it is that Grandfather and Aunt
Hattie favor; but I'm not so sure aboat
Mother. Mother acts funny, Some-
times she won't go with either of them
anywhere; then she seems to want to
go all the time. And she acts as if
ghe didn’'t care whick she went with,
so long as she was just going—some-
where, I think, though, she really likes
the wviolinist the best; and I guess
Grandfather and Aunt Hattie think so,
too.

Somrething hapyened last night
drandfather began to talk at the din-
ner table. He'd heard something he
didn’t like about the violinist, I guess,
and he started in to tell Mother. But
they stopped him. Mother and Aunt
Hattie looked at him and then at me,
and then back to hkim, in thelr most
see-who's-here! — you mustn’t-talk-be-
fore-her way. So he shrugged his
shoulders and stopped.

But I guess he told them‘.in the U-
brary afterwards, for 1 heard them all
talking very excitedly. and some loud;
and I guess Mother didn't like what
they said, and got quite angry, for I
heard her say,mwhen she came out
through the door, that she didn’t be-
lleve.a word of it, and she thought it

was a wicked, cruel shame to tell

He Adooks aw- .

This morning she broke an engage-
ment with Mr. Easterbroox to go auto-
riding and went with the violinist to
a morning musicale instead; and after
she’d gone Aunt Hattie sighed and
looked at Grandfather and shrugged
her shoulders, and said she was afraid
they’d driven her straight into the
arms of the one they wanted to avoid,
and that Madge always would take
the part of the under dog.

I suppose they thought I wouldn't
understand. But I did, perfectly.
They meant that by telling stories
about the violinist they'd been hoping
to get her to give him up, but instead
of that, they'd made her turn to him
all the more, just because she was so
sorry for him.

Funny, isn't it?

ONE WEEK LATER

Well, I guess now something has
happened all right! And let me say
right away that I don’t like that violin-
ist now, either, any better than Grand-
father and Aunt Hattle. And it’s not
entirely because of what happened last
night, either. It's been coming on for
g while—ever since I first saw him
talking to Theresa in the hall when
she let him in one night a week ago.

Theresa is awfully pretty, and I
guess he thinks so. Anyhow, I heard
him telling her so in the hall, and she
laughed and blushed and looked side-
ways at him., Then they saw me, and
he stiffened up and sald, very proper
and dignified, “Kindly hand my card
to Mrs. Anderson.” And Theresa said,
“Yes, sir.” And she was very proper
and dignified, too.

Well, four days ago I saw them
again, He tried to put his arm around
her that time, and the very next day
he tried to kiss her, and after a min-
ute she let him. More than once, too.
And last night I heard him tell her
she was the dearest girl in all the
world, and he'd be perfectly happy .if
he could only marry her,

Well, you can Imagine how I felt,
when I thought all the time It was
Mdther he was coming to see! And
now to find out that it was Theresa he
wanted all the time, apd_he was only
coming to see Mothe: so he could see
Theresa !

At first, I w-s angry—just plain an-
gry; and I was frightened, too, for I
couldn't beip worrying about Mother—
for fear she would mind, you know,
whken she found out that it was The-
resa that he cared for, after all. I
remembered what a lot Mother had
been with him, and the pretty dresses
and hats she'd put on for him, and all
that. And I thought how she’d broken
engagements with Mr. Easterbrook to
go with him, and it made me angry all
over again. And I thought how mean
it was of him to use poor Mother as a
kind of shield to hide his courting of
Theresa! I was angry, too, to have
my love story all spoiled, when I was
getting along so beautifully with Moth-
er and the vlolinist.

But I'm feeling better now. I've
been thinking it over. I don’t believe
Mother's going to care so very much.
I don’t believe she’d want a man that
would pretend to come courting her,
when all the while he was really court-
ing the hired girl—I mean maid. Be-
sides, there's Mr, Easterbrook left
(and one or two others that I haven’t
said much about, as I dldn’t think they
had much chance.) And so far as the
love story for the book is concerned,
that isn’t spoiled, after all, for it will
be ever so much more exciting to have
the violinist fall in love with Theresa
than with Mother, for, of course, Ther-
esa isn’t in the same station of life at
all, and that makes it.a—a mess-alll-
ance. (I don't remember exactly what
the word is; but I know it means an al-
liance that makes a mess of things be-
cause the lovers are not equal to each
other.) Of course, for the folk whp
have to live it, it may not be so nice;
but for my story here this makes it
all the more romantic and thrilling. So
that's all right. ;

Of course, so far, I'm the only one
that knows, for I haven’t told it, and
I'm the only one that’s seen anything.
Of course, I shall warn Mother, if I
think it’s necessary, so she’ll under-
stand it isn’t her, but Theresa, that the
violinist is really in love with and court-
irg. She won't mind, I'm sure, after she
thinks of itga minute., And won't it be
a good joke§on Aunt Hattle and Grand-
father when they find out they’ve been
fooled all the time, supposing it's
Mother, and worrying ahout it?

" Oh, 1 don’t know! This is some
love story, after all!

TWO DAYS LATER

What do you suppose has happened
now? Why, that wretched violimist is
nothing but a deep-dyed villain! Lis-
ten what he did. He proposed to
Mother—actually proposed to her—and
after all he’d said to that Theresa girl,
about his being perfectly happy if he
could marry her. And Mother—Moth-
er all the time not knowing! Oh, I'm
go glad I was there to rescue her! 1
don’t 1gean at the proposal—I didn't
hear that. Bnt afterward.

It was like this:

They had been out automobillng--
Mother and the violinist. I was in my
favorite window-seat, reading, when
they came home and walked into the
librapy. They never looked my way
at all, but just walked toward the fire-
place, And there he took hold of both
her hands and said:

“Why must you wait, darling? Why
can’t you give me my answer now, and
make rme the happiest man in all the
world?”

“Yes, ves, I know,” answered Moth-
er; and I'knew by her Eo'ice that she
was all shaky and trembly. “But if I
could only be sure—sure af myself.”

“But, dearest, you're sure of mel”
eried the violinist. “You know how I
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“Why Must You Wait, Darling?”

love you. You know you're the only
woman I have ever loved, or ever could
love!”

Yes, just like that he sald it—that
awful lie—and.to my mother. My
stars! Do you suppose I waited to
hear any more? I guess not!

I fairly tumbled off my seat, and
my book dropped with a bang, as I
ran forward. Dear, dear, but how they
did jump-——bgth of thegn! And I guess
they were rarprised. & never thought
how't was going to affect them—my

breaking in like that. But I didn't
wait—not a minute. I just started
right in and began to talk. And I

talked hard and fast, and lots of It.

I don't know now what I slaid, but
I know I asked him what he meant by
saying such an awful lie to my mother,
when he’d just said the same thing,
exactly 'most, to Theresa, and he'd
hugged her and kissed her, and every-
thing. I'd seen him. And— -

But I didn’t get a chance to say half
I wanted to. I was going on to tell
him what I thought of him; but Moth-
er gasped out, “Marie! Marie! Stop!”

And then I stopped. I had to, of
course. Then she gaid that would do,
and I might go to my room. And I
went. And that’s all I know about it,
except that she came up, after a little,
and said for me not to talk any more
about it, to her, or to any one else;
and to please try to forget it.

I tried to tell her what I'd seen,
and what I'd heard that wicked, deep-
dyed villain say; but she wouldn’t let
me. She shook her head, and said.
“Hush, hush, dear”; and that no good
could come of talking of it, and she
wanted me to forget it. She was very
sweet and very gentle, and she smiled;
but there were stern corners to her
mouth, even when the smile was there.
And I guess she told him what was
what. Anyhow, I know they had quite
a talk before she came up to me, for
I was watching at the window for him
to go; and whén he did go he looked
very red  and cross and he stalked
away with a never-will-I-darken-this-
door-again kind of step, just as far as
I:could see him. ’

I don’'t know, of course, what will
happen next, nor whether he'll ever
come back for Theresa; but I shouldn’t
think even she would want him, after
this, if she found out.

And now, where’s my love story com-
ing in, I should like to know?

TWO DAYS AFTER CHRISTMAS

Another wonderful thing has hap-
pened. I've had a letter from Father
—from Father!—a letter—me!

It came this morning. - Mother
brought it in to me. She looked queer
—q little. There were two red spots
in her cheeks, and her eyes were
very bright.

“I think you have a letter here from
—your father,” she said, handing it
eut,

She hesitated before the “your fa-
ther” just as she always does. And
't isn’t hardly ever that she mentions
his name, anyway. But when she does,
ghe always stops a funny little minute
before it, just as she did today.

I could see she was wondering what
could be in it. But I guess she wasn’t
wondering any more than I was, only
I was gladder to get it than she was,
I suppose. Anyhow, when she saw
how glad I was, and how I jumped for
the letter, she drew back, and looked
gomehow as if she'd been hurt, and
said:

“I did not know, Marie, that a letter
from—your father would mean 8o
much tp you.”

1 don't know what I did say to that.
1 guess I didn't say anything. I'd al-
ready begun to read the letter, and I
was in sueh a hurry to find out what
he'd zall.

T'l eopy it here. It wasn't long.
It was like this:

My Dear Mary:

“Some way Christmas has made me
think of you. I wish I had sent you
some gift. Yet I have not the slightest
idea what would please you. To tell
the truth, I 'tried to find something—
but had to give it up.

“T am wondering if you had a good
time, and what you did. After all, I'm
pretty sure you did have a good time,
for you are Marie now. You see, I
heve not forgotten how tired you got
of being—Mary., Well, well, I do not
know as I can blame you.

“And now that I ha‘e asked what
you did for Christmas, I suspeet it is
no more than a fair turnabout to tell
you what I did. I supposeI hada very

neighbors that last night. She had a
very fine dinner, and she invited Mrs.
Darling and Miss Snow and Miss San-
born to eat it with us. She said she
didn’t want me fo feel lonesome. But

i You can feel real lonesome in a crowd

sometimes. Did you know that, Mary?

“But I left them to their chatter aft-
er dinner and went out to the observa-
tory. I think I must have fallen asleep
on the couch there, for it was quite
dark when I awoke. But I didn't mind
that, for there were some ohservations
I wanted to take. It was a beautifully
clear night, so I stayed there till near-
ly morning.

“How about 1t? I suppose Marie
plays the piano every day, now, doesn’t
ghe? The plano here hasn't been
touched since you went away. Oh,
ves, it was touched once. Your aunt
played hymns on it for a missionary
meeting.

“Well, what did you do Christmas?
Suppose you write and tell

“Your Father.”

I'd been reading the letter out loud,
and when I got through Motfher was
pacing up and down the room. For
a minute she didn’t say anything; then
she whirled 'round suddenly and faced
#@e, and said, just as if something in-
gide of her was making her say it:

“I_notice therg is no mention of
your mother in. that letter, Marie. T
suppose—your father has quite forgot-
ten that there is such a person in the
world as—L."

But I told her no, oh, no, and that
I was sure he remembered her, for he
used to ask me questions often about
what she did, and the violinist and all.

“The violinist!” cried Mother, whirl-
ing around on me again, (She'd be-
gun to walk up and down once more.)
“You don’t mean to say you ever told
yeur father about him!”

“Oh, no, not everything,” I explained,
trylng to show how patient I was, 8o
she would be patient, too. (But it
didn’'t work.) “I couldn’'t tell him
everything becatise everything hadn't
happened then. But I told about his
being here, and about the others, too;
but, of course, I said I didn’t know
which you'd take, and—"

“You told him you didn’t know which
I'd take!” gasped Mother.

Just like that she interrupted, and
she looked so shocked. Then she:be-
gan to walk again, up and down, up
and down. Then, all of a sudden, she
flung herself on the couch and began
to cry and sob as if her heart would
break. Amd when I tried to comfort
her, I only seemed to make it worse,
for she threw her arms around me
and cried:

“Oh, my darling, my darling, don't
you see how dreadful it is, how dread-
ful it is? .

And then is when-she began to talk
some more about being married, and
unmarried as we were. She held me
close again and began to sob and cry.

“Oh, my darling, don’t you see how
dreadful it all is—how unnatural it is
for us to live—this way? And for
you—you poor child!—what could be
worse for you? And here I am, jeal-
ous—jealous of your own father, for
fear you'll love him better than you
do me!

“0Oh, I know I ought not to say all
this to you—I know I ought not to.
But I can't—help it. I want you! I
want you every minute; but I have
to give you up—six whole months of
every year I have to give you up to
him. And he’s your father, Marle.
And he's a good man. I know he's a
good man, I know it all the better
now since I've seen—other men. And
I ought to tell you to love him. But
I'm so afraid—you’ll love him better
than you do me, and want to leave—
me., And I can’t give you up! I can't
give you up!”

Then I tried to tell her, of course,
that she wouldn’t have to give me up,
and that I loved her a whole lot bet-
ter than I did Father. But even that
didn’t comfort her, 'cause she said I
ought to love him. That he was lone-
some and needed me. He needed me
just as much as she needed me, and
maybe more. And then she went on
again about how unnatural and awful
it was ®o live the way we were living.
And she called herself a wicked wom-
an that she'd ever allowed things to
get to such a pass. And she said if
she could only»have her life to live
over again she’d do so differently—oh,
so differently,

Then she began to cry again, and
I couldn’t do a thing with her; and,
of course, that worked me all up and
I began to cry.

She stopped then, right off short,
and wiped her eyes flercely with her
wet ball of a handkerchief. And she
asked what was she thinking of, and
didn’t she know any better than to
talk like this to me. Then she said,
come, we'd go for a ride.

And we did. ) )

And all the rest of that day Mother
was so gay and lively you’'d think she
didn’t know how to cry.

Now, wasn’t that funny?

Of ceurse, I shall amswer Fathers
letter right sway, but I haven't the
faintest idea what te say.

ONE WEEK 'LATER

I answered It—Father's letter, I
mean—yesterday, and it's gone ROW.
But I had an awful time over it. I
just didn’t know what in the world
to say. I'd start out all right, and I'd
think I was going to get along beauti-
fully. Then, all of a sudden, it would
come over me, what I was doing—
writing a letter to my father! And I
could imagine just how he'd look when
he got it, all stern and dignified, sit-
ting in His chair with his paper-cutter;
and I'd imagine his eyes looking down
and reading what I wrote, And when
I thought of that, my pen just wouldn't
go. The idea of my writing anything

And o I'd try to think of things that
I could write—biz things—big things
that would interest biz men: About
the President and our-country-'tis-of-
thee, and the state of the weather
and the crops. And so I'd begin:

“Dear Father: I take my pen in

.hand to inform you that—"

Then I'd stop and think and think,
and chew my pen-handle. Then Td
put down semething. But it was aw-
ful, and I knew it was awful. So rd
have to tear it up and begin again.

Three times I did that; then I began
to cry. It did seem as if I never could
write that letter. Once I thought of
asking Mother what to say, and get-
ting her to help me. Then I remem-
bered how she cried and took on and
said things when the letter canfe, and
talked about how dreadful and um-
natural it all was, and how she was
jealous for fear I'd love Father better
than I did her. And I was afraid she’d
do it again, and so I didn’t like to ask
her. And so I didn’t do it

Then, after a time, I got out his let-
ter and read it again. And all of &
sudden I felt all warm and happy,
just as I did when I first got it; and
some way I was back with him in the
observatory and he was telling me all
about the stars. And I forgot all
about being afraid of him. And I just
remembered that he’d asked me to
tell him what I did on Christmas day;
and I knew right off thatr that would
be easy. Why, just the easiest thing
in the world! And so I got out a
fresh sheet of paper and dipped. my
pen in the ink and began again.

And this time I didn’t have & bit
of trouble. I told him all about the
tree I had Christmas eve, and the
presents, and the little colored lights,
and the fun we had singing and play-
ing games. And then how, on Christ-
mas morning, there was a lovely new
snow on the ground, and Mr. Easter-
brook came with a perfectly lovely
sleigh and two horses to take Mother
and me to ride, and what a splendld
time we had, and how lovely Mother

| looked with her red cheeks and bright

eyes, and how, when we got home,
Mr. Easterbrook said we looked more
like gisters than mother and daughter,
and wasn’t that nice of him. Of course,
I told ajlittle more about Mr. Easter-
brook, too, so Father’d know who he
was—a new friend of Mother’s that
I'd never known till I came back this
time, and how he was very rich and &
most estimable man. That Aunt Hattle
said so.

Then I told him that in the after-
noon another gentleman came ‘@and
took us to a perfectly beautiful con-
cert. And I finished up by telling
about the Christmas party in the eve-
ning, and how lovely the house looked,
and Mother, and that they sald I
looked nice, too. '

And that was all. And when I had-

got it done, I saw that I had written

| a long letter, a great long letter. And

I was almost afraid it was too long,
till I remembered that Father had

So | Sentllt Off.

asked me for it; he had asked me te
tell him all about what I did on Christ-
mas day.

So I sent it off.

MARCH

Yes, I know it's been quite a while,
but there hasn't been a thing to say—
nothing new or exciting, I mean,
Theré's just school, and the wusual
thi gs, only Mr. Easterbrook doesn’t
come any more. (Of course, the vio-
iinist hasn't come since that day he
proposed.) I don’t know whether Mr.
Easterbrook proposed or not. I only
know that all of a sudden he stopped
coming. I don’t know the reason.

I den't overhear so much as I
to, anyway. Not but that I'm in the
library window-seat just the same; but
'most everybody that comes in looks
there right off; and, of course, when
tney see me they dom’t hardly ever
go on with what they are saying. So.
it just naturally follows that I den't|
overhear things as I used to.

Not that there’s much to hear,
though. Really, there just isn't any-
thing going on, and things aren’t half
8o lively as they used to be when Mr.
Easterbrook was here, and all

rest. They’ve all stopped coming, DOWy

'most. I've about given up ever having
a love story of Mother's to put in. |
And mine, too. Here I am fifteen
next month, going on sixteen. (Wh
that brook and river met long agol)

(To be continued next ‘week.)
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