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S8YNOPSIS

—

PREFACE.—‘Mary Marle” explains her
snt ‘‘double personality” and
why she is & “cross-current and a con'
on;"” 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
Sarak’s account of her (Mary's) birth,
which seemingly interested her father,
who is & famous astronomer, less than &
mew star which was discovered the same
is & compromise, her
mother iola and her
father Ingisting on Abigail Jane.
child learned that her home was
in some way different from those of her
. amall frien and was puzzled thereat.

Nurse Barah tells her of her mother’s ar-
rival at Andersonville as & bride and
astonished they all were at the might of
the dainty eighteen-yearold girl whom
the sedate professor had chosen for a

CHAPTER IL—Continuing her story,
Nurse Sarak makes it plain why the
bousehold seemed & strange one to the
child and howher father and mother
drifted apart through misunderstanding,
-each too proud to in any way attempt to
smooth over the situation.~

CHAPTER IIL—Mary tells of the time

: t *out west” where the "perfacuy

e e e

arranged for, and her

mother’s (to her) unacountable behavior,

the court’s decree the child is to spend

months of the year with her mother

and six months with her father. Boston
is Mother's home, and she and
leave Andersonville for that city to

the first six months.

CHAPTER IV.—At Boston Mary
comes “Marie,” $he is delighted with her
‘pew home, so different from the gloomy
house at Andersonville. The number of
tlemen who call on her mother leads
ite speculate on the possibility of &
new father. She classes the callers as
:_Iroupecuve suitors,” finally deciding the
ice 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 a letter from “Aunt Abigail Ander-
son, her former husband’s sister, whi is
bhouse for him, reminding her that
is expected at Andersonville for
the months she is to nd with her
father. Her mother is distressed, but
has no alternative, and “Marie’’ departs
for Andersanville.

CHAPTER IX.—The diary takes a jump
of twelve years, during which Marie
(tlnln Marie then) has the usual harm-

- less love affairs inseparable rrom girl-

Wmuto Ther she mg:lt:h THE énari—-Gedra.ld

Oung, w y, and already a
successbul portrait painter. They are
in love and the wedding follows
gﬂm. With the coming of the baby,
, things seem to change with Marie

and Gerald, and they in a manner drift

m When Eunice is five years old,

decides to part from Gerald. In-

, tending to break the news to her mother,
she is reminded of her own frasquently
unhappy childhood and how her action
in parting from her husband will subject
Eunier tz the same humiliations. Her
eyes opened, Marie gives up her idea of
& separation, and returns to her husband,

her duty, and her love.

L J
CHAPTER V.—At Andersonville Aunt
Jane geets her at theh muo%: m'1=Ie‘r fa-
: away somewhere, s ing an
ecli of the moon. Marie-—"ibfs.ry"
now—instinctively compares Aunt Jane,
prim and severs, with her beautiful, dainty
mother, much to the former’s disadvan-
tage. Aunt Jane disapproves of“the dain-
iy clothes which the child i{s wearing, and
replaces them with *“‘serviceable” serges
and thick-coled shoes. Her father arrives
home and seems surprised to see her. The
soon begins to notice that the girls
at school seem to avoid her.  Her father
w interested in the life Mrs. An-
n leads at Boston and asks many
questions in & queer manner ‘which
puzzles .  She finds out that her
lchoolmat:s fdg not 0 te 1dvlth hg
on account of her paren eing divqrece:
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
: ns. 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 begin-
ning of the school term, and Mr. Ander-
son consents, though from an expression
l!;egl%g fall Mary believes he is sorry she
£.

CHAPTER V1.—Mary is surprised at
the tendermess her father displays when
he puts her on the train for Boston.
She discovers ‘“the violinist” making
love to her mother's maid, Theresa, but
. says nothing. Later, however, she over-

hears him making a pmpom\aor marriage

to her mother, and tells what she saw.

“The violinist” is dismissed. An unac-

countable change in her mother aston-

ishes her. The child is given to under-
stand she is being taught self-discipline
and she has less good times and fewer

etty things to-wear. As the time for
er return to Andersonville approaches,

Mrs. Anderson equips her in ‘Mpla.in

dresses and “sensible” shoes—'*Mary"

things, the child complains.

CHAPTER VIL—At the Andersonville
station Mary is met by her father in a
new automobile, and finds instead of the
prim and angular Aunt Jane a young and
attractive woman who she learns is
“Cousin Grace’” Mary writes her mother
of the change, and is astonished at the
many questions she is called on to an-
swer concerning her father’s new house-
keeper. Mary decides that he intends to
ma.rrg “Cousin Grace.”
confidence she asks him 4§ that is not
his intentilon. He tells her it is not, and

is dumfounded when she informs him she |
has written to her mother telling her her |

jdea of the situation. A few days later
Mary goes back to Boston.
)

CHAPTER VIIL—Mr. Anderson visits
Boston to deliver a lecture. Mrs. Ander-
son and Marie hear him and Marie talks
with him. Later that day Marie finds her
mother crying over some old finery in the
attic, and she learns the things were con-
nected with Mrs. Anderson’s first meet-
ing with her divorced husband. At a re-
ception tendered Professor Anderson Ma-
rie leads her father to admit that he
regrets the separation, and Marie is sure
from her observations that her mother

1]

{ this about?”
lg'rett idea came to me.

In a moment of |

{Copyright by ELEANOR H. PORTER)

And right there and then it came to
me that Mother said it was her fault,
too; andethat if ohly she could live it
over again, she’d do differently. And
here was Father saying the same thing.
And all of a sudden I thought, well,
why can’t they try it over again, if
they both want to, and If each says
it was their—no, his, no, hers—well,
his and her fault. (How does the
thing go? I hate grammar!) But I
mean, If she says it’s her fault, and he
says it's his. That’s what I thought,
anyway. And I determined right then
and there to give them the chance to
try again, if speaking would do it.

I looked up at Father. He was still
talking half under his breath, his eyes
looking straight ahead. He had for-
gotten all about me. That was plain
te be'seen. If I'd been a cup of coffee
without any coffee in it, he'd have
been stirring me. I know he would.
He was like that.

“Father, Father!” I had to speak
twice, before he heard me. “Do you
really mean that you woudd like to try
again?’ I asked.

“Eh? What?” And just the way he
turned and looked at me showed how
many miles he’d been away from me.

“Try it again, you know—what you

be- | gaid,” I reminded him.

“Qh, that!” Such a funny look came
to his face, half ashamed, half vexed.
“I'm afraid I have been—tsalking, my
dear.” \

“Yes, but would you?” I persisted.

He shook his head; then, with such
an oh-that-it-could-be! smil

“Of course—we all wisl - .at we
could go back and do it over again—
differently. But we never can.”

“Yes, but, Father, you can go back,
in this case, and so can Mother, 'cause
you both want to,” I hurried on, al-
most choking in my anxiety to get it
all out quickly. “And Mother said it
was her fault. I heard her.”

“Her fault!” I could see that Fa-
ther did not quite understand, even
yet. .

“Yes, ves, just as you sald it was

' yours—about all those things at the

first, you know, when—when she was
a spirit of youth beating against the
bars.” i

Father turned square around and
faced me. :

“Mary, what are you talking about?”’
he asked then. And I'd have been
scared of his volce if it hadn’t been
for the great light that was shining
in his eyes. '

But I looked into his eyes, and
wasn’t scared; and I told him every-
thing. every single thing—all about
how Mother had cried over the little
blue dress that day in the trunk-room,
and how she had shown the tarnished
lace and said that she had tarnished
the happiness of him and of herself
and of me; and that it was all her
fault; that she wds thoughtless and
williful and exacting and a spoiled
child; and, oh, if she coild only try it
over again, how differently she would
do! And there was a lot more, I
told everything—everything I could
remember. Some way, I didn't be-
lleve that Mother would mind now,
after what Father had said. And I
just knew she wouldn’t mind if she
could see the look in Father’s eyes as
I talked.

He didn’t interrupt me—not long
interruptions. He did speak out &
quick little word now and then, at
some of the parts; and once I know I
saw him wipe a tear from his eyes.

After that he put yp his hand and sat

with his eyes covered all the rest of
the time I was talking. And he didn’t
take it down till I said:

“And so, Father, that's why I told
you; ’'cause it seemed to me if you
wanted to try again, and she wanted
to try again, why can’t you do it? Oh,
Father, think how perfectly lovely 't
would be if you did, and if it worked!
Why, I wouldn’t care whether I was
Mary or Marie, or what I was. I'd
have you and Mother both together,
and, oh, how I should love it!”

It was here that Father’s arm came
out and slipped around me in a great
big hug.

“Bless your heart! But, Mary, my
dear, how are we going tosto bring
Then is when my second

“Qh, Father!” I cried, “couldn’t you
come courting her again—calls and
flowers and candy, and all the rest?
Oh, Father, couldn't you? Why, Fa-
ther, of course you could!”

This last I added in my most per-
guasive voice, for I could see the “no”

! on his face even before he began te

shake his head.

“I'm afraid not, my dear,” he said,
then. *“It would take more than a
flower c¢r a bombon to—to win your

still loves him. She suggests that he call | mother back now, I fear.”

at the house and she will arrange for her |

mother to meet him without first know-
ing who the visitor is. Marie is_confi-
dent that if they meet, a reconciliation
will follow. Her intuition is correct, mu-
tual misunderstandings are explained,
and the two, who have really always
loved one another, are remarried.

“But you could try,” I urged.

He shook his head again.

“She wouldn't see me—if I called,
my dear,” he answered.

He sighed as he said it, and I sighed,
too. And for a minute I didn't_say

N

R

“ agaid: |

anything. Of course, if she wouldn’t
see him—

Then another idea came to me.

“But, Father, if she would see you—
I mean, if you got a chance, you would
tell her what you told me just now;
about its being your fault, I mean, and
the spirit of youth beating against the
bars, and all that. You would,
wouldn't you?”

He didn't say anything, not any-
thing, for such a long time I thought
he hadn’t heard me. Then, with a
queer, quick drawing in of his breath,
he said:

“I think—Ilittle girl—if—if I ever
got the chance 1 would say—a great
deal more than I said to you tonight.”

“Good!” I just crowed the word, and
I think I clapped my hands; but right
away I straightened up and was very
fine and dignified, for I saw Aunt Hat-
tle looking at me from across the
room, 28 ¥ sald:

“Very good, then, You

the chance.”
He turned and smiled a little, but he

shook his head.

“Thank you, child; but I don’t think
you know quite what you're promis-
ing,” he said.

“Yes, I do.”

Then I told him my idea. At first he
said no, and it couldn’t be, and he was
very sure she wouldn't see him, even if
he called. But I said she would if he
would do exactly as I said. And I
told him my plan. And after a time
and quite a lot of talk, he said he
would agree to it. y .

And this morning we did it.

At exactly ten o'clock he came up
the steps of the house here, but he
didn’t ring the bell. I had told him
not to do that, and I was on the watch
for him. I knew that at ten o'clock

shall bave

‘Grandfather would be gone, Aunt Hat-

tie probably downtown shopping, and
Lester out with his governess. I wasn’t

At Exactly Ten o'clock He Came Up
the Steps of the House Here, but He
Didn't Ring the Bell.

so sure of Mother, but I knew it was
Saturday, and I believed I could man-
age somehow to keep her here with
me, so that everything would be all
right there.

I did it, and five minutes before ten
gshe was sitting quietly sewing in her
own room. Then I went downstairs to
watch for Father.

He came just on the dot, and I let
him in and took him into the library.
Then I went upstairs and told Mother
there was some one downstairs who
wanted to see her.

Angd she said, how funny,.and wasn’t

there any name, and where was the
maid. But I dido’t seem to hear. I
had gone into my room in quite a hur-
ry, as if I had forgotten something I
wanted to do there. But, of course, I
didn’t do a thing—except to make sure
that she went downstairs to the li-
brary.

They're there now together. And
he's been here a whole hour already.
Seems as If he ought to say something
in that length of time!

After I was sure Mother was down,
I took out this, and began to write in
it. And I've been writing ever since.
But, oh, I do so wonder what's going
on down there. I'm so excited over—

ONE WEEK LATER

At just that minute Mother came in.
to the room. I wish you could have
seen her. My stars, but she looked
pretty’—with her shining eyes and the
lovely pink in her cheeks. And young!
Honestly, I believe she looked younger
than I did that minute.

She just came and put her arms
around me and kissed me. and I saw
then that her eyes were all misty with
tears. She didn't say a word, hardly,
only that Father wanted to see me,
and I was to go right down.

And I went.

I thought, of course, that she was
coming, too. But she didn't. And
when I got down the stairs I found I
was all alone; but I went right on into
the library, and there was Father
waiting for me.

He didn't say much, either, at first;
but just like Mother he put his arms
around me and kigsed me, and held me
there. Then, very soon, he began to
talk: and, oh, he said such beautiful
things—such tender, lovely, sacred
things; too sacred even to write down
here. Then he kissed me again and
went away.

But he came back the next day, and
he's been here some part of every day
since. And. oh, what a wonderful
week it has been!

They're going to be married. It's

tomorrow. They'd have been married
right away at the first, only they had
to wait—something about licenses and
a five-day notice, Mother sald, Father
fussed and fumed, and wanted to try
for a special dispensation, or some-
thing; but Mother laughed, and sald
certainly not, and that she guessed It
was just as well, for she positively had
to have a few things; and he needn't
think he could walk right in like that
on a body and expect her to getmar-
ried at a moment's notice. But she
didn’t mean it. I know she dldn't; for
when Father reproached her, she
laughed softly, and called him an old
goose, and sald, yes, of course, she'd
have married him in two minutes if it
hadn't been for the flve-day notice, no
matter whether she ever had & new
dress or not.
“*And that's the way it 18 with them
all the time. They're top funny and
lovely together for anything, (Aunt
Hattie 3ays they're too silly for any-
things but mobody minds Aunt Hat
tie.)

And, as I sald before, it is all per-
fectly wonderful.

So it's all settled, and they're going
right away on this trip and call it a
wedding trip. And, of course, Grand-
father had to get off his joke about
how he thought it was a pretty dan-
gerous husiness; and te see that this
honeymoon didn’t go into an eclipse
while they were watching the other
one. But nobody minds Grandfather.

I'm to stay here and finish school.
Then, in the spring, when Father and
Mother come back, we are all to go to
Andersonville and begin to live in the
old house again.

Won't it be lovely? It just seems
too good to be true. Why, I don’t care
a bit now whether I'm Mary or Marie.

But, then, nobody else does, either. In.

fact, both of them call me the whole
name now, Mary Marie. I don't tRink
they ever said they would. They just
began to do it. That's all.

How about this being a love story
now? Oh, I'm so excited!

CHAPTER IX.

Which Is the Test

ANDERSONVILLE. TWELVE YEARS
LATER

Twelve years—yes. And I'm twenty-

eight years old. Pretty old, little Mary

Marie of the long ago would think,
And, well, perhaps today I.feel just
as old as she would put it.

I came up into the attie this morn-
ing to pack away some things I shall
no longer need, now-that I am going
to leave Jerry. (Jerry is my husband.)
And in the boftown of my little trunk
I found this manuscript. I had forgot-
ten that such a thing existed; but with
its laboriously written pages before
me, it all came back to me; and I be-
gan to read; here a sentence; there a
paragraph; somewhere else a page.
Then, with a little half laugh and a
half sob, I carried it to an old rocking-
chair by the cobwebby dormer window,
and settled myself to read it straight
through.

And I have read it.,

Poor little Mary Marie! Dear little
Mary Marie! To meet you like this,
to share with you your joys and sor-
rows, hopes "and despairs, of those
years, long ago, is like sitting hand in
hand on a sofa with a childhood’s
friend, each listening to an eager “And
do you remember?” falling constantly
from delighted lips that cannot seem
to talk half fast enough.

It was almost dark when I\had fin-
ished the manuscript. It was written
on the top sheet of a still thick pad
of paper, and my fingers fairly tingled
suddenly, to go on and cover those
unused white sheets—tell what hap-
pened next—tell the rest of the story;
pot for the sake of the story—but for
my sake. It might help me. It might
make things clearer. It might help to
justify myself in my own eyes. Not
that I have any doubts, of course
(about leaving Jerry, I mean), but that
when I saw it in black and white I
could be even more convinced that I
was doing what was best for him and
best for me. _

So I brought the manuscript down
to my own room, and this evening I
have commenced to write. I can’t fin-
ish it tonight, of course. But I have
tomorrow, and still tomorrow. (I have

And the Way He Drew Her Into Hls
Arms and Kissed Her.

so many tomorrows now! And what
do they all amount to?) And se I'l
just keep writing, as I have time, till

I bring it to theend.

I'm sorry that it must be so sad and
sorry an end. But there’s no other
way, of course. There can be but one
ending, as I can see. I'm sorry.
Mother'll be sorry, too. She doesn't
know yet. I hate to tell her. Nobody
knows—not even Jerry himself—yet.
They all think I'm just making a visit
to Mother—and I am—till I write that
letter to Jerry., And then—

I believe now that I'll walt till I've
finished writing this. I'll feel better
then, My mind will be clearer. I'll
know more what to say. Just the
effort of writing It down—

Of course, If Jerry and I hadn’'t—

But this is no way to begin. Like
the little Mary Marile of long ago I am
in danger of starting my dinner with
fce-cream instead of soup! And so I
must begin where 1 left off, of eourse.
And that was at the wedding.

I remember that wedding as if it
were yesterday, 1 can see now, with
Mary Marie's manuscript before me,
why it made so great an Impression
upon me. "It was a very quiet wed-
ding, of course—just the members of
the family present. But I shall never
forget the fine, sweet loveliness of
Mother’'s face, nor the splendid
strength and tenderness of Father’s.
And the way he drew her into his arms
and kissed her, after it was all over—
well, I remember distinctly that even
Aunt Hattie choked up and had to
turn her back to wipe her eyes.

They went away at once, first to
New York for a day or two, then to
Andersonville, to prepare for the real
wedding trip to the other side of the
world. I stayed in Boston at school.

In the spring, when Father and
Mother returned, and we all went back
to Andersonville, there followed a long
period of just happy girthood, and I
suspect 1 was too satisfied and happy
to think of writing. After all, I've no-
ticed it's when we're sad or troubled
over something that we have that tin-
gling to cover perfectly good white
paper with “confessions” and “storles
of my life.” As witness right now what
I'm doing. '

I had just passed my sixteenth birth-
day when we all came back to live In
Andersonville. For the first few
months I suspect that just the glory
and the wonder and joy of living in
the old home, with Father and Mother
happy together, was enough to fill all
my thoughts. Then, as school began
in the fall, I came down to normal liv-
ing again, and became a girl—just &
growing girl in her teens.

How patient Mother was, and Fath-
er, too! I can see how gently and
tactfully they helped me over the
stones and stumbling-blocks that strew
the pathway of every sixteen-year-old
girl who thinks, because she has
turned down her dresses and turned
up her hair, that she is grown up, and
can do and think and talk as she
pleases.

It was that winter that I went

through the 'morbid period. Like our .

childhoqed's measles and whooping
cough, - it seems to come to most of
us—us women children. I wonder
why? Certainly it came to me. True
to type I cried by the hour over fan-
cled slights from my gbhoolmates, and
brooded days at a time because Aath-
er or Mother “didn’t understand.” I
questioned everything In the earth
beneath and the heavens above; and
in my dark despair over an averted
glance from my most intimate friend,
I meditated on whether life was, or
was not, worth the living, with a pre-
nonderance toward the latter.

Mother—dear mother!—looked on
aghast. She feared, I think for my
life: certainly for my sanity and
morals.

It was Father who came to the res-
cue. He pooh-poohed Mother's fears;
gaid it was indigestion that ailed me,
or that I was growing too fast; or per-
haps I didn’t get enough sleep, or
needed, maybe, a good tonic. He took
me out of school, and made it a point
to accompany me on long walks. He
talked with me—not to me—about the
birds and the trees and the sunsets,
and then about the deeper things of
life. until, before I realized it, I was
sane and sensible once mawe, serene
and happy s the simple faith of my
childhood. ,

I was seventeen, if I remember right-
ly, when I became worried, not over
my heavenly estate now, but my earth-
ly one. I must have a career, of
eourse. No namby-pamby everyday liv-
ing of dishes and dusting and meals
and bables for me. It was all very

well, of course, for some people. Such,

things had to be. But for me—

1 could write, of course, but I was
not sure but that I preferred the stage.
At the same time there was within me
a deep stirring as of a call to go out

and enlighten the world, especially

that portion of it in darkest Africa or
deadliest India. I would be a mission-
ary.

Before I was eighteen, however, I
had abandoned all this. Father put
his foot down hard on the missionary
project, and Mother put hers down on
the stage idea. I didn’t mind so much,
though, as I‘remember. for on further
study and consideration, I found that
flowers and applause were not all of
an actor’s life. and that Africa and
India were not entirely desirable as a
place of residence for a young woman
alone. Besides, I had decided by then
that T could enlighten the world just
ag effectually (and much more com-
fortably) by writing stories at home
and getting them printed.

So T wrote stories—but I did not get
any of them printed in spite of my earn-
est efforts. In time, therefore, that idea,
also, wae abandoned; and with i, re-
gretfully, the idea of enlightening the
world at all.

Besides, I had just then (again if I
remember rightfully) fallen In love.

Not that it was the first time. Oh,
no, not at elghteen, when at thirteen
I had begun confidently and happily to

Took for it! What a sentimental little
plece I was! How could they have
been so patlent with me—Father,
Mother, everybody!

1 think the first real attack—the
first that I conscleusly called love,
myself—was the winter after we had
all come back to Andersonville to live.
I was sixteen and in the high school

It was Paul Mayhew—yes, the same
Paul Mayhew that had defled his
‘mother and sister and walked home
with me one night and Invited me to
go for an automoblle ride, only to be
sent sharply about his business by my
stern. Inexorable Aunt Jane. Paul was
in the senlor class now, and the hand-
somest, most admired boy, in school.
He didn’t care for girls. That is, he
sald he didn't. He bore himself with
a supreme indifference that was mad-
dening, and that took (apparently)
no notice of the fact that every girl in
gchool was a willing slave to the mere
nodding of his head or the beckoning

of his hand.
Tnis was the condition of things

when I entered school that fall, and
perhaps for a week thereafter. Then
one day, very suddenly, and without
apparent reason, he awoke to the fact
of my existence. Candy; flowers, books
—some one of these he brought to me
every morning. All during the school
day he was my devoted gallant, danc-
ing attendance every possible minute
outside of session hours, and walking .
home with me in the afternoon,
proudly carrying my books. Did I say
“home with me”? That is not strictly
true—he always stopped Jjust one
block short of “home™—one block

) -~
b -

N

J

All During the School Day He Was My
Devoted Gallant

short of my gate. He evidently had
not forgotten Aunt sane, and did not
intend to take any foolish risks! So
he said good-by to me always at a
safe distance. .

This went on for perhaps a week.
Then he asked me to attend a schoel
sleigh-ride and supper with him.

I was wild with delight. At the
same time I was wild with apprehen-
sion. I awoke suddenly to the fact
of the existence of Father and Mother,
and that their permission must be
gained. And I had my doubts—I had
very grave doubts. Yet it seemed to
me at that moment that I just had to
go on that sleigh-ride. That it was
the only thing in the whole wide werld
worth while,

I can remember now, &s if it were
yesterday, the way I debated in my
mird as to whether I should ask
Father, Mother, or both together; and
if I should let it be seen how greatly
I desired to go, and how much it meant
to me; or if I should just mention it
as In passing, and take their permis-
sion practically for granted.

I chose the latter course, and I took
a time when they were both together.,
At the breakfast table I mentioned
casually that the school was to have
a sleigh-ride~and supper the next Fri-
day afternoon and evening, and that
Paul Mayhew had asked me to go with
him.

“A sleigh-ride,
come home until
Mother. “And with whom,
say?’

“Paul Mayhew,” I answered. I still
tried to speak casually; at the same
time I tried to indicate by voice and
manner something of the great honor
that had been bestowed upon their
daughter.

Father was impressed—plainly im-
pressed; but not a. all in the way I
had hoped ke would be. He gave me
a swift, sharp glance; then looked
straight at Mother.

“Humph! Paul Mayhew! Yes, I
know him,” he said grimly. “And I'm
dreading the time when he comes into
college next year.”

. “You mean—" Mether hesitated and
stopped. )

“] mean I don’t like the company
he keeps—already,” nodded Father.

“Then you don’t think that Mary
Marie—" Mother hesitated again, and
glanced at me.

“Certainly not,” . sald Father de-
cidedly.

I knew then, of course, that he
meant I couldn’t go on the sleigh ride,
even though he hadn’t said the words
right out. 1 forgot all about being
casual and indifferent and matter-of- ~
course then. I thought only of show-
ing them how absolutely necessary it
was for them to let me go on that
sleigh ride, unless they wanted my
life forevermore hopelessly blighted.

I explained carefully how he was

supper, and not
evening?” cried
did you

(To be continued next week.)




