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Mary Marie

ELEANOR H. PORTER

“THAT'S ALL!"

| BYNOPSIS. —~In a preface Mary
| Marie explains her apparent “‘dou-
ble personality” and just why s a
“cross-current and a contradie-
tion”; she also tells her reasons
later to be

for writing the diary
& nhovel., The diary Iis
at Andersonville.
Nurse Sarah's ac«
(Mary’'s) birt
terested
mous a
star which was dis«
night Her name is a com

: mother wanted to call

and her father insisted on
Abigaill Jane. The child quickly
learned that her home was in some
way different from those of her
small friends, and was p led
thereat. Nurse 1

commenced
Mary begins with
int of her
ich seemingly in-

who is a

less ths

over

Sarah tells her of
her mother's arrival at Anderson-
ville as a bride and how astonished
they all were at the sight of the
dainty eighteen-year-old girl whom
the sedate professor had r
a wife. Nurse Sarah makes It plain
why the household seemed a strange N
one to the child and how her fa-
ther and mother drifted apart
through misunderstanding, each too
proud to In any way attempt to
smooth over the situation. Mary
tells of the time spent “out west"
where the *“perfectly all right and
genteel and respectable” divorce
was being arranged for, and her
mother's (to her) unaccountable he-
havior. By the court's decree the
child is to spend six months of the
year with her mother and six
months with her father. Boston is
Mother's home, Mary describes her
life as Marie with her mother in
Boston,

hosen f{or

CHAPTER—IV—Continued.
—

Well, to resume and go on. There's
the violinist. 1 mustn’t forget him.
But, then, nobody could forget
He's lovely: so handsome and distin-
guished-looking with his perfectly
beautiful dark eyes and white teeth,
And he plays—well, I'm simply crazy
over his playing. I only wish Carrie
Heywood could hear him. She thinks
her brother can play. He's a traveling
violinist with a show:
home once to Andersonville, And 1
heard him. But he’s not the real thing
at all. Not a bit. Why, he might be
anybody, our grocer, or the butcher,
up there playing that violin. His eyes
are little and blue, and his hair is
red and very short., I wish she could
hear our violinist play!

And there's another man that comes
to the parties and teas;—oh, of course
there are others, lots of them, married
men with wives, and unmarried men
with and without sisters. But I mean
another man speclally, His name is
Harlow., He's a little man with a
brown pointed beard and big soft
brown eyes, He's really awfully good-
looking, too. I don't know what he
does do; but he's married. 1 know
that, He never brings his wife, though;
but Mother's always asking for her,
clear and distinet, and she always
smiles, and her veoice kind of tinkles
like little silver bells, But just the
same he never brings her.

He never takes her anywhere., 1
heard Aunt Hattie tell Mother so at
the very first, when he came. She
said they weren't a bit happy together,
and that there'd probably be a divorce
before long. jut Mother asked for
her just the same the very next time.
And she's done it ever since.

I think I know now why she does,
I found out, and I was simply thrilled.
It was so exciting! You see, they
were lovers ovnce themselves—Mother
and this Mr. Harlow. Then something
happened and they quarreled. That
was just before Father came,

Of course Mother didn't tell me this,
nor Aunt Hattie, It was two ladies.
I heard them talking at a tea one day.
I was right behind them, and I couldn't
get away, so I just couldn’t help hear-
ing what they said.

I'm not sure, anyway, that Mother'll
want to get married again, From lit-
tle things she says I rather guess she
doesn't think much of marriage, any-
way. One day I heard her say to

Aunt Hattie that It was a very pretty |

marriages were made in
heaven, but that the real facts of the
case were that they were made on
earth, And another day I heard her
say that one trouble with marriage
was that the husband and wife didn't
know how to play together and to rest
together, And lots of times I've heard
her say little things to Aunt Hattie
that showed how unhappy her mar-
riage had been,

lut last night a funny thing hap-

theory that

pened. We were all in the library
reading after dinner, and Grandpa
looked up from his paper and said |

something about a woman that was
gentenced to be hanged and how a
whole lot of men were writing letters
protesting against having a woman
hanged; but there were only one or
two letters from women., And Grand-
pa said that only went to prove how
much more lacking in a sense of fit-
ness of things women were than men.
And he was just going to say more
when Aunt Hattie bristled up and
tossed her chin, and sald, real indig-
nantly :

“A sense of fitness of things, In-
deed! Oh, yes, that's all very well
to say. There are plenty of men, no
doubt, who are shocked beyond any-
thing at the idea of hanging a woman ;
but those same men will think noth-
ing of golng straight home and mak-

him. |

and he came |

| love Mother when she's superb

ing life for some other woman so ab-
think |
hanging would be a lucky escape from

| solutely miserable that she'd

something worse,”
“Harrlet "

| shocked volce,
“Well, 1 mean it!™

Hattie emphatically,

declared
“Look at

band of hers!

And just here
thing happened.
| Mother !—and even
Hattie had,
white, and her eves blazed.

Is where the funny

more than

presence,’

He Is an honorable, scholarly gentle
man, Without doubt he meant
kind and considerate,
not understand me,
to each other, That's all.”

And she got up and swept out of the

room,
Now, wasn't that funny? Jut 1
just loved it, all the same. 1 always

haughty and disdainful.

Well, after she had gone Aunt Hat-
and Grandpa
Granipa
shrugged his shoulders, and gave his
hands a funny little flourish ; and Aunt
Hattle lifted her eyebrows and sald:
abhout
(Aunt Hattle forgot I was In
the room, [ know, or she'd never In the

tie looked
looked at

at Grandpa
Aunt Hattie.

“Well,
that?"

what do you know

“That Will Do, Hattie, Please, in My
Presence,” She Said, Very Cold, Like
Ice.

world have used slang like that!)
“And after all the things she's said

about how unhappy she was!” finished |

Aunt Hattle.
Grandpa didn't say anything, but
Just gave his funny little shrug again.
And it was kind of queer, when you
come to think of it—about Mother, I
mean, wasn't 1t?

ONE MONTH LATER

Well, I've been here another whole
month, and it's growing nicer all the
time, I just love it here.

And Mother i1s happy, I'm sure she
Is. Somebody Is doing something for
her every moment—seems so. They
are so glad to get her back again. I
know they are, I heard two ladies
talking one day, and they sald they
were, They called her “Poor Madge,”
and “Dear Madge,” and they said it
was a shame that she should have
had such a wretched experlence, and
that they for one should try to do ev-
erything they could to make her for-
get.

And that's what they all seem to be
trying to do—to make her furget,
There isn't a day goes by Lut that
somebody sends flowers or books or
candy, or invites her somewhere, or
takes her to ride or to the theater,
or comes to see her, so that Mother
is Iin just one whirl of good times from
morning till night, Why, she'd Jjust
have to forget. She doesn’t have any
time to remember, I think she is for.
getting, too. Oh, of course she gets
tired, and sometimes rainy days or
twilights I find her on the sofa in her
room not reading or anything, and her
face looks 'most as it used to sgome-
times after they'd been having one of
their Incompatibility times, Dut 1
don’'t find her that way very often,
and It doesn't last long., So [ really
think she is forgetting.

About the prospective suitors—I
found that “prospective suitor” in a
story a week ago, and I just love It.
It means you probably will
marry her, you know, I use it all the
time now—in my mind—when I'm
thinking about those gentlemen that
come here (the unmarried ones), 1
forgot and used it out loud one day
to Aunt Hattie; but I shan’'t again.
She sald, “Mercy!” and threw up her
hands and looked over to Grandpa the
way she does when I've said something
she thinks Is perfectly awful.

There it is again! I'm not old

exclaimed Grandpa In a

Aunt
|-~---r
Madge here, and that wretch of a hus-

Mother bristled up— |
Aunt
She turned red and then

“That will do, Hattie, please, In my
she sald, very cold, like ice. |
“Dr. Anderson is not a wretch at all. |

to he

He simply did
We weren't sulted

and

| it's just their way down here,

|
| my

| pering to
want to |

allowed to
life? kEcho

When
proper

will 1T be
place In

| enough.
take my
answers when,
Well, to resume and go on
What was 1 talking about? Oh, 1
know (Aunt
Hattle can’t hear me when 1 just write

the prospective sultors

it, anyway.) Well, they all come just
| as they used to, only there are more
| of them now—two fat men, one slim
one, and a man with a halo of hair
round a bald spot. Oh, I don't mean
that any of them are really sulitors
yet. They Just come to call and to

tea, and send her flowers and candy,
| And Mother Isn't a wite nicer to one

than she Is to any of the others, Any
body can see that, And she shows
| very plainly she's no notion of plek
ing anybody out yet. But of course
I can’t help being Interested and
watching,

As 1 said before, 1 don't believe

Mother'll choose Mr, Harlow, anyway,
even when the time comes, As for any
of the others—I can't tell. She treats
them all just exactly alike, as far as [
can see. [olite and pleasant, but not
at all loverlike, I*was talking to Pe-
ter one day about it, and I asked him,
But he didn't seem to know, elther,
which one she will be likely to take, If
any.

I'eter's about the only one I can
ask. Of course 1 couldn't ask Moth-
er, or Aunt Hattle And Grandfather
—well, 1 should never think of asking
Grandpa a question like that. But
Peter—Peter's a real comfort, I'm
sure [ don't know what [ should deo for
somebody to talk to and ask questions
about things down here, If it wasn't
for him. He takes me to school and
back again every day; so of course I
see him quite a lot,

Speaking of school, it's all right, and
of course I like it, though not quite so
| well as I did. There are some of the

| girls—well, they act queer. [ don't
| know what Is the matter with them.
;'l'hoy stop talking—some of them-—

when I cuome up, and they make me
feel, sometimes, as if I didn’t belong.
Maybe [t's because | came from a little
country town like Andersonville, But
they've known that all along, from
the very first. And they didn't act at
all like that at the beginning. Maybe
If I
| think of it I'll ask Peter tomorrow,

Well, I guess that's all I can think
of this time,

MOST FOUR MONTHS LATER

It's been ages since I've written
hére, I know, DBut there's nothing spe-
clal happened. Everything has been
golng along just about as it did at the
first. ©Oh, there is one thing Jifferent
—Peter's gone Ile went two months

ago. We've got an awfully old chauf-
feur now. One with gray hair and

glasses, and homely, too, His name Is
Charles. The very first day he came,
Aunt Hattle told me never to talk to
Charles, or bother him with ques-
tlons; that It was better he should
keep his mind entirely on his driving.

She needn't have worrled, [ should
never dream of asking him the thing
I did Peter. He's too stupid. Now
Peter and I got to be real good friends
—until all of a sudden Grandpa told
him he might go. I don't know why.

I don’t see as I'm any nearer finding
‘out who Mother's lover will be than I
was four months ago. I suppose It's
still too soon. Peter sald one day he
thought widows ought to wait at least
a year, and he guessed grass-widows
were just the same. My, how mad [
was at him for using that name about
mother! Oh, I knew what he
meant. I'd heard it at school. (I
know now wshat It was that made
those girls act o queer and horrid.)
1There was a girl—I never liked her,

and I suspect she didn’t like me,
either. Well, she found out Mother
had a divorce. (You see, I hadn't
told it. I remembered how those girls

out West bragged.) And she told a
lot of the others. Dut it didn't work
at all as it had In the West. None of
the girls In this school here had a di-
vorce in their families; and, if you'll
believe it, they acted—some of them—
as if it was a disgrace, even after I
told them good and plain that ours
was a perfectly respectable and gen-
teel divoree. Nothing I could say
made a mite of difference, with gsome
of the girls, and then is when T first
heard that perfectly horrid word,
“grass-widow.”- So I knew what Pe-
ter meant, though I was furious at him

for using it. And I let him see [
good and plain,
“There it is again! I'm not

old enough!”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
Self-Penalized.

One day in school I had been whis-
the boy behind me. The
principal looked over my way and
said: “You two boys come up here in
- these two front scats,” 1 picked up r
book and walked up to the front and
sat down. Two boys from He back
of the room came up also. TR prinel.
pal looked at me rather curiously and
then said: *I didn't ecatch you,"—
Chicago Journal.

One’s aruficial laugh at an old story
is sometimes suspiciously too loud,

| Is always

Something to

Think About

By F. 4. WALKER

ENCOURAGING WORDS
_ITI:-,us:ml hackground
acceompaniment to
every lfe, pass

O FORM a

or a
the drudgery of
around the hordes of
mortals backs nre bent
heavy loads a few encournging words
and observe, while you are dolng It,
the happy change that comes over
thelr stoleal countenances,

It takes but lttle kKindness and manl-
festation of Interest to brighten dull
eyes and move sad faces to u smile,

As the lps curl at the corners, you
comprehend with a new understand-
ing the wvalue of cheering. words
spoken In a Kkindly volce whose ring
Is sincere,

Whatever oplnlon you may enter
tain as to the Influence helpful acts
and speech have upon others, you wlill
find upon Intlmate observation that It
acceptahle, uplifting and
productive of friendship,

Encournging smlles and words are
like bright lights on a dark highway,
gulding the tired traveier to his des-
tinatlon, who but a little while ago
had lost his way and fallen into the
“slough of despond.™

Reason as you may,
plays the leading role In
drama of life, permitting Iitself 1ib-
trtles that make for peace or war an
enmity or love, often forgetting In an
unguarded moment Its great respon
sibility,

No man or woman who Indulges Ip
gross speech can expect to get any.
thing In return except that which
Arouses resentment,

If you should Incline to prove this
for 'yourself, scold your pet dog. If

pleasing
day
weary
under

unmong

whosg

the tongue
the great

the opposite you would verify, fill
your pufse tomorrow morning with
kind words of encouragement, crisp

as new bills, and pass them around as
you wend your way to business.

Give one to the old newsman on
the corner, and see his face light up
as the sun of happiness touches his
heart and suddenly warms his whole
being.

Hand them out all along the way
until you are ready to assume your
duties of the day.

You may marvel as vou begin at
the ease and gladness with which you
take up your work.

The perplexities of
yesterday have vanished, and there Is
a goodly spirit hovering over you,
whose presence you have not felt for
months, and all you started
the day by cheering others and thusy
unconsclously cheered yourself,

(Copyright.)
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troublesome

becnuse

Uncommon
Sense 2

JOHN BLAKE
“NERVES,” A LUXURY

F YOU have an inherited fortune,

which some one else Is taking care
of for you, you can afford to have
“nerves."”

You can afford to be sensitive, to be
easlly Irritated, to be extravagantly
disturbed at small annoyances,

You will not enjoy this, but it may
be some comfort to know that you
can afford it,

But If you have your way to make,
and are anxious to get as far as Is
possible with your particular mental
equipment, you will find that “nerves"”
are too big a load to carry.

As you no doubt have discovered by
this time, the world in which we have
our being Is not altogether a pleasant
one,

In it there are loud and raucous
nolses, offensive sights, and displeas-
Ing people,

There Is also a thing ealled labor,
which viewed from the standpoint of
the busy man Is a good deal of u
burden.

But this happens to be the only
world you are In, for the present at
least,

And If you permit all its unpleasant
features to get on your nerves, you
are going to be so busy with your un-
happiness and your self-pity that you
will have very little tlme to improve
your nasural gifts.

If you are nervous and touchy and
sensitive, and always looking for of-
fense, you might as well go directly
to the poor house and give yourself up.
You will get there in the end, and It
will only be a waste of time to delay
your arrival.

A good many cases of “nerves” were
cured by the great war, permanently.

Young gentlemen who thought they
could not eat, save from a nice ma-
hogany table, spread with the best
food, and who fancied they eould not
sleep if a trolley ear was rattling by,
discovered that they were mistaken,

After they had slept for a few days
within the sound of exploding shells,
they saw that they hadn't had much
to worry about back in peace times,

Get rid of your nerves If you want
to get along. Take the world as yon
find It, and put up with it. You may
be able to improve it Just the least hit
later on, but you will have to become
very nble, and very great, before you
ecan do so,

(Copyright.)
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Shaking Them Up,
“Herbert's got the ague,”
“Let him attend to the milk shakes
today,” directed the Arkansas drug.
gist.—Loulsville Courler-Journal,
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=7~ IDDIES SIX §
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ST T T
THE DAY AFTER

13 ICKED to a frazzle!™ DDut, say,
What Is the use of replolng?

Home at the close of the day

Arms of our loved ones entwining,
Out of the fret and the worrey,

Out of the din and the strife;
Out of the battle and worry--

Home and the jJoytime of life.

Downed In the battle! DBut, say,
What Is the profit in sorrow?

Love Is still lighting the way
On to a glorious morrow,

Out of the turmoll and fuming
Out of the worry nnd wiles,

Love with Its looming,
Beckoning on with lts smiles,

welcome 11

Whipped to a standstill! But, say,
Still there Is joy In

If love binds the wounds of the fray
After the battle’'s confusing.

Out of the smoke and the rattle, |
After the heat of the fray;

After the din of the battle,
Love lights the close of the day.

(Copyright.)
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READJUSTMENT

€ ONEY grows or money goes”™
But it will nelther grow nor
leave one of Its own accord,

Many persons have had these facts
brought home to them with a Jolt,
Unfortunately, however, they did not
recognize the value of what they ob-
talned when It came in fast,

Harsh lessons are “usually well
learned. The man wno foollshly trusts
a rotten plank to ecarry him across a
whirling stream and then pays for
his folly by a stiff fight for life, al-
wiays I8 more eautious when he must

walk another plank to follow his
pathway on the oiher side of a
stream.

The s=ame logle may Justly be ap-
plied to every walk of life. If one
spends all he earns, the money na-
turnlly goes; but, If he Is wise aml
gaves something, what he saves Is
certain to grow If properly invested,
And it Is surprising how fast it will
grow and what an assistance It will
become when the source of supply be-
comes weak or slow In producing,

Whatever the diflicultles one has
faced during the period of depression
Incident to readjustment of economle
conditions, he still has mueh for which
to offer thanks. Long faces and
grumbling are Inclined to incrense the
world’s pessimism and hamper the
progress back toward normaley. It
Is far better to be a good sport—Iif
we be permitted (o use gaming
language—then one s more lkely to
see the brighter side.

Out of the struggles and discournge-
ments the country and world at large
have been experiencing, common sense
will eventually rise to a higher plane
than It has occupled for several yeara,
And, though many may have foolishly
spent all they carned when prosperity
was with them and since have been
finding It difficult to make both ends
meet, when the tide turns back to
normal, greater value will be placed
on incomes, more eautlon will be ox-
ercised In spending, more money will
be saved, simple and healthful
pleasures will be appreciated and
there will be wider apprecintion of
the privilege of earning fair wages or
making falr profits on business done,

Pailnful though the lesson of read-
Justment 18, it was necessary to pns.
sure honesty and happiness In the
years to come,
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may be all that is mournfull—
cannot always be Lright,
somehow Lake cour-

'l'ulln_r

ur paths

But tomorrow we'll
nge,

And trustingly enter the fAglt

EVERY DAY DISHES

E WELCOME foods that glve

earlety without ndding to the ex-
pense of living, which Is high enmugh
with the best of manngement,

Date Surprise Coolles.

Stone dates and stuff with whole al-
monds blanched, Roll out the cookle
mixture very thin, cut In rounds and
plnce a stuffed date In the center;
sprinkle with sugar and lemon rind
mixed ; fold over the cookle and pinch

the edges together, DBake ln a hot
oven.
Pear Bread Pudding.
Slice canned pears In very small
pleces ; ndd lemon rind and Julee and

place half of them In a pudding dish,
Mix one tablespoonful of butter with
one-half cupful of sugar, one cupful
of water and a pint of bread erumbs ;
spread all but a tablespoonful
the pears. 'ut more pears In the dish ;
add grated nutmeg and sprinkle with

uver

the tablespoonful of crumbs, DBake
with a cover for an hour and a half,
then remove the cover and brown

Serve with a hot sauce,

Fruit Meringue.

Beat the halves of canned frult
with o bit of lemon peel or enndled
ginger In the ecenters: cool and place
on each a tablespoonfm of meringue,
Use the whites of two CEEs and one-
third of a cupful of sugar for the
meringue,

Sandwich Piquant.

Take one cupful of new eabbase or
cucumber chopped, one-half cupful of
onlon chopped, four tablespoonfuls of
green  pepper  chopped, draln, add
cayenne and seasonings and use on
buttered bread,

Apple Pudding.

Cook one-half dozen apples until
nearly done, unless of a variety which
cooks qulckly ; place In n deep baking
dish and cover with a rich biseult
dough made llke a drop batter, leav-
Ing spaces for the steam to escape,
A little seasoning may be added, such
a8 sugar, nutmeg and butter, Serve
with a lemon sauce or with thickened
apple Julce or clder seasoned to taste,

Fried Apples.

Core good flavored apples and slice
In halfdnch slices. Into a frylng pan
put two tablespoonfuls of bacon fat,
lay In the apples after sprinkling
lightly with salt and sugar and brown
on both sides. Serve with pork chops,

Rice and Asparagus Soup,

Wagh the asparagus and ent off the
tougher portions, Put the tips Into a
quart of well-seagoned broth and one
cupful of water and cook until tender,
Add one-half cupful of rlee ns soon as
the broth and asparagus are bolling
hot, Cook until very tender. This
soup may be put through n sleve and
Is then ready to serve, [PPass grated
cheese with the soup,

Nerse Moy wert
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[ like to hexr the hymns

1N reh,
I feel uplifted in my
rt,
Especially when tenors

5ng
Their extrs, little,
3queezed-in
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