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CHAPTER VIlII—Continued.
il
The train came then, and he put

me on board, and he kissed me again—
but I was expecting it this time, of
course, Then I whizzed off, and he
was left standing all alone on the
platform.
and all the way down to Boston 1 kept
thinking of him—what bhe said, and
how he looked, and how fine and splen-

did and any-woman-would-be-proud-of- |

him he was as he stood on the plat-
form waving good-by.

And so I guess | was still thinking
of him ara being sorry for him when
I got to Boston. That's why 1 couldn't
be so crazy and hilariously glad when
the folks met me, 1 suspect. Some
way, all of a sudden, 1 found myself
wishing he could be there, too,

Of course, I know that that was
bad and wicked and unkind to Mother,
and she'd feel so grieved not to have
me satisfied with her. And I wouldn't
have told her of it for the world. So
I tried just as hard as I could to for-
get him—on account of Mother, so as
to be loyal to her. And I did 'most
forget him by the time I'd got home.
But it all came back again a little later
when we were unpacking my trunk.

You see, Mother found the two new

white dresses, and the dear little
shoes. 1 knew then, of course, that
gshe’'d have to know all—l mean, how

she hadn't pleased Father, even after
all her pains trying to have me go as
Mary.

“Why, Marie,
this?" she demanded,
of the new dresses.

I could have cried.

I suppose she saw by my face how
awfully I felt 'cause she’d found Iit.
And, of course, something

what In the world is
holding up one

she saw

| she'd

And 1 felt so sorry for him; |

was the matter; and she thought ir
WAas—

Well, the first thing I knew she was
looking at me in her very sternest,
sorriest way, and saying: |

“Oh, Marie, how could you? I'm
ashamed of you! Couldn’'t you wear
the Mary dresses one little three

months to please your father?”

1 did cry, then. After all
through, to have her accuse me of get-
ting those Well, 1 just
couldn’t stand it.

dresses !

I'd been |

And I told her so |

as well as I could, only 1 was crying
80 by now -that I could hardly speak.
I told her how it was hard enough to
be Mary part of the time, and Marie |
part of the time, when I knew what
they wanted me to be. But when she

tried to have me Mary while he wanted
me Marie, and he tried to have me
Marie while she wanted me Mary—I
did not what they wal x'ul' and
1 wished 1 had never been born unless
I could have been born a pla
or Bessie, or Annabelle, and
Mary Marie that was all mixed up till
I didn't know what I was,

And then I cried some more.

Mother dropped the dress then, and
took me in her arms over on the
couch, and she sald, “There, there,”
and that I was tired and nervous, and
all wrought up, and to cry all I wanted
to. And by and by, when I was calm-
er I could tell Mother all about it.

And I did.

I told her how hard I tried to be
Mary all the way up to Andersonville
and after 1 got there; an

know

in Susle

not a

1 how then

I found out, all of a sudden one day,
that father had got ready for Marie,
and he didn't want me to be Mary,
and that was why he had got Cousin
Grace and the auntomobile and the
geraniums In the window, and, obh,

everything that made it nice and com-
fy and homey.

bought me the new whit

the little white shoes. And 1 told
Mother, of course, it was lovely to be
Marle, and I liked it, only 1 knew she

would feel bad to think, after all her
pains to make me Mary, Father didn't
want me Mary at all.

“] don't think you need to worry—
about that,” stammered Mother. “But
tell me, why—why did—your father
want you to be Marie and not Mary?”

And then I told her how he said he'd
remembered what I'd said to him in
the parlor that day—how tired 1 got
being Mary, and how I'd put on Ma-
rie's things just to get a little vacation
from her; and he said he'd never for-
gotten. And so when It came near
time for me to come again, he deter-
mined to fix it so I wouldn’t have to
be Mary at all. And so that was why.
And I told Mother it was all right,
and of course I liked it; only it
mix me up awfully, not knowing which
wanted me to be Mary now, and which
Marie, when they were both telling-me
different from what they ever had be-
fore. And that it was hard, when you
were trying just the best you knew
how.

And I began to ery again,

And she sald thcre, there, once
more, and patted me on my shoulder,
and told me I needn’t WOrry any more,
And that she understood it, If I
didn't. In fact, she was beginning
to understand a lot of things that

understood bel
she sald It very, very
of Father to do what he did,
I needn’'t worry about her
pleased at it. That she was pleased,
and that she believed he meant her
to be. And she sald I needn't think
any more whether to be Mary or Ma-
rie : but to be just a good, loving little
d.uu.lmr to both of them; and that
was all she asked, and she was very
sure It was all Father would ask, too

I told Ler then how I thought he
did care a little about having me there,
and that 1 knew he was going to miss
me. And I told her why—what he'd
sald that morning In the junction—
about appreciating love, and not miss-

never

wns dear

being dis-

tather of my HNttle girl, and 1 think
she should hear him speak. Therefore,
Hattle, 1 Intend to take her”

And then asked Grandfather
again when Father was golng to speak,

she

Fm so excited! Only think of see
Ing my father up on a big platform
| with a lot of big men, and bheamng him
"!";lll\ ! And he'll be the very smartesg
and handsomest one there, too, You
s¢e Iif he Isn't!

e And |

and that |

| all

ing things or people until you didn’t |
have them; and how he'd learned his |

and all that.
Mother grew all
but she was
was. And she said some
things about making other
people happy, Instead of looking to
ourselves all the time, just as she
talked once, before 1 went away. And
I felt agaln that hushed, stained-win-
dow, soft-musle,
kind of a way; and
And it lasted all the rest of that eve-
ning till I went to sleep.

And for the first time a beautiful
idea came to me, when I thought how
Mother was trying to please Father,

lesson,
And
rosy again,
knew she
beautiful

flushed and
pleased. 1

| The Train Came Then, and He Put Me

|
|
|

| again,

| and
| Wouldn't it

on Board, and He Kissed Me Again—
But | Was Expecting It -This Time,
of Course,

he was trying to please her.
be perfectly lovely and
wonderful if Father and Mother should
fall in love with each other all over
and get married? I guess then
this would be a love story all right,

: all right!

| OCTOBER

And then is when they |
e dresses and |

| her If it

|

Oh, how I wish that stained-window,
everybody-kneeling feeling would last.

But it never does. Just the next
morning, when I woke up, it rained.
And I didn't feel pleased a bit. Still

embered what had happened the
night before, and a real glow came
over me at the beautiful idea I had
gone to sleep with,

I wanted to tell Mother, and ask
couldn’t be, and wouldn’t she
let it be, if Father would. So, without
waiting to dress me, I hurried across
the hall to her room and told her all
about it—my Idea, and everything.

But she sald, “Nonsense,” and,
“Hush, hush,” when I asked her If she
and Father couldn't fall in love all
over agaln and get married. And she
said not to get silly notlons into my

I ren

head. And she wasn't a bit flushed
and teary, as she had been the night
before, and she didn't talk at ail as she

had then, either. And it's been that
way ever since, Things have gone
along in just the usual humdrum way,
and she's never heen the same as she
was that night I came.

Something—a little
happen yesterday, though.
going to be another big astronomy
meeting here in Boston this month,
just as there was when Father found
Mother and Grandfather
brought home word that Father was
going to be one of the chief speakers.
And he told Mother he supposed she'd
go and hear him.

“Well, yes, I am thinking of going,”

different—dAid
There's

years aZo;

she said, just as calm and cool as
could be. “When does he speak, Fa-
ther?”

And when Aunt Hattle pooh-pnohed,
and asked how could she do such a
thing, Mother answered:

“Because Charles Anderson Is the

had |

everybody-kneeling |
I was so happy! |

TWO WEEKS AND ONE DAY LATER

Father's here—right here In Boston, |
1 don't know when he came, But ”iﬂl
firs Ly { the weeting was day be- |
ore yvesterday, and he was here then
The paper sald he was, and his picture
was there, too There were a lot of
pletures, but his was away ahead of
the others. It was the very best one |
on the page. (I told you it would be
that way.)

Mother saw It first, That Is, 1 think
she did. She had the paper In her
hand, looking at it, when 1 came into
the room ; but as soon as she suw me
she lald it pight down quick the
table. If she hadn't been quite so

on

| quick about-it, and If she hadn't looked

quite so queer when she did it 1
wouldn't have thought anything at all,

Jut when 1 went over to the table after

she had gone, and saw the paper with |

Father's pleture right on the first
page—and the biggest picture there—
I knew then, of course, what she'd
been looking at.

I looked at it then, and 1 read what
it sald, too. It was lovely. Why, 1
hadn't any idea Father was so big. |
was prouder than ever of him. It told
about the stars and comets he'd
discovered, and the books he'd written
on astronomy, and how he was presi-
dent of the college at Andersonville,
and that he was going to give an ad-
dress the next day. And 1 read It
all—every word. And I made up my
mind right there and then that I'd
cut out that plece and save It,

But that night, when 1 went to the
library cupboard to get the paper, I
couldn’t do it, after all. Oh, the paper
was there, but that page was gone.
There wasn't a bit of it left. Some-
body had taken it right out. 1 never
thought then of Mother. But I belleve
now that it was Mother, for—

But I mustn't tell you that part now.
Stories are just like meals. You have
to eat them—I mean tell them—in reg-
ular order, and not put the lce cream
iIn where the soup ought to be. So
I'm not going to tell yet why I suspect

| It was Mother that cut out that page

| back two more rows from
| was,

| see us,
| wanted him to see us,
| to be

| fore him his little girl Mary, and she |
that had been the wife of his bosom.
Now that would have been what I |

of the paper with Father's picture In
it.

Well, the next morning was Father's
lecture, and I went with Mother. Of
course Grandfather was there, too,

but he was with the other astronomers,
I guess. Anyhow, he didn't sit with us.
And Aunt Hattie didn't go at all. So
Mother and 1 were alone.

We sat back—a long ways back. I
wanted to go up front, real far front—
the front seat, if I could get It; and
I told Mother so. Jut sald,
“Mercy, no!"” and shuddered, and went
where she
and got behind a big post,

I guess she was afraid Father would
but that's what I wanted. 1
I wanted him
of his lecture
ht there bhe-

she

right in the middle
and look down and see rig

called thrilling, real thrilling, especlal-
ly if he jumped, or grew red, or white,
or stammered, or stopped short, or
anything to show that he'd seen us—
and cared.

I'd have loved that.

But we sat back where Mother
wanted to, behind the post. And, of
course, Father never saw us at all,

It was a lovely lecture. Oh, of
course, I don't mean to say that I
understood it. I didn't. But his volce
was fine, and he looked just too grand
for anything, with the light on his no-
ble brow, and he used the lovellest
big words that I ever heard. And
folks clapped, and looked at each
other, and nodded,
they laughed.
through they clapped again,
than ever.

Another man spoke then, a little
(not near so good as Father), and then
it was all over, and everybody got up to
go; and I saw that a lot of folks were
crowding down the aisle, and I looked
and there was Father right in front
of the platform shaking hands with
folks.

I looked at Mother then. Her face
was all pinky-white, and her eyes were
shining. 1 guess she thought I spoke,
for all of a sudden she shook her
head and said:

“No, no, I couldn’t, I couldn't! But

you may, dear. Run along and speak
to him; but don't stay. Remember,
Mother is walting, and come right
back.”

I knew then that it must have been
just my eyes that spoke, for I did
want to go down there and speak to
Father. Oh, 1 did want to go!
I went then, of course.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
First Known Use of Ink,

The bureau of standards says that
the earliest use of liquid which can be
deseribed as Ink Is found In the rem-
nants of ancient Egyptian eiviliza-
tions, and the date was probably about
2500 B, C. Chinese or Indian Ink is
known to have been in existence about
this time, These inks were black and
their base was carbon, Probably gum,
oll or }'amlsh was mixed with it

Mentioned in the Bible,
Biblieal mention s made of nineteen
different preclous stones, six metals,

one hundred and four trees and
plants, thirty-five animals, thirty-nine
birds, six filshes, eleven reptiles,

twenty insects and other smaller crea-
tures,

and once or twice |
And when he was all |
harder |

And |

} —— ;:_::.““
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This
daughter of Duke De Lante, the
head of one of the most anciant ital.
jan families. She Is the first duchess
to appear in the role of a film actress.
The De Lante villa in Rome is one
of the show places of the Eternal City,
S W

is Duchess Stella de Lante,

Foacts about your name; ts history; |
meaning ; whence it was derived;

e T |

RIS
FRANCES

REEDOM is the significance of

Frances, the name which Is used
Interchangeably with only one letter's
difference as a masculine and feminine
proper name. It is derived from the
Teutonle “frel,” but, curlously enough,
made its first appearance In a near
approach to Its present form In Italy,
where the son of an Itallan merchant
became so fluent as a French scholar
that the baptismal name of Glovannl
was lost to slght and he went by the
term “Il Francesco” (The Frenchman).
It was this same youth who later was
canonlzed and founded the order of
the Francescan brotherhood,
| 'The first feminine form of the name
| was the title of the unhappy lady
whose doom was so exquisitely told
by Dante in his romance of “Paolo
and Francesca,” which is one of the
great love stories of literature. San
Francesca di Roma devout
housewife of great popularity in Italy
and in 1300 there was a Francolse of
fame at Cambria,

Frances came into being through
Mary Tudor, who, In honor of Fran-
cols I, king of France, and in memory
of her own brief rule on the throne of
France, christened her first child
Frances. She was the Lady Frances
| Brandon who established the name in
the Tudor court and made It forever
popular in England,

Francis and Frances were hoth used
as feminine names without distinetion
In those days and Frank was the dl-
minutive bestowed exclusively on Eng-
lish maids. The wife of the duke of
Richmond was so called and history
recalls that the duke would subdue her
haughty pride on occasion by saying:
“Frank, Frank, how long s It since
thou wast married to Prannel? thus
reminding her of an early elopement
with a vintner, Lady Fanny Shirley
was a famous English beauty whose
baptismal name was undoubtedly
Frances,

wWins n

The sapphire is Frances' tallsmanie
stone, It assures her successful ae-
complishment of any undertaking,
preservation from evil, and faithful

friends. Friday is her luocky day and
seven her lucky number, The morning
glory of contentment is her flower,
(Copyright by Wheeler Syndicate, Inc.)
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i ALINE O’ CHEER |

By John Kendrick Bangs.
Py S I s

FOR GROWTH »

L

UR space upon the way may
o narrow be, P
And surging crowds distract
us and Impede
The onward march
victory
Upon whose hope our
epirits feed,
The turmoll and the tumult of the
hour 1
May deafen with their clamor
here below,
| But earth hath space for roots of
plenteous power,
And in God's Heavens blue there's
room to grow.

to peace and

hungry
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FOX GETS \\UI{‘-\I' or

R FOX was not very fond of
cherrles, but he thought such fine
ones as he saw on the tree under |
which he stood were too nlee to be |
passed by, but Mr. Fox was not nlmble
at climbing; In fact, he did not Kknow
how to climb,
While he stoed looking up at the |
cherries along eame Mr, Coon, who |
would ns soon travel through the

from tree to Lree u8
ground

wood by Jumping
to walk on the

“What are you looking at,
sour grapes?’ he asked,

Mr. Fox Is somewhat touchy on that
subject, but ke knew If he got those
nice cherrlies he would need the help of
Mr. Coon, so he smothered his unger

Mr, Fox,

He Threw Down the Cherries.

“No, not grapes
but fine big cher

and sald smilingly:
this time, Mr. Coon,
rles,

“I, of course, cannot climb, but you
are such an expert that it will be no
trouble for you to run up and plck
some for me."

Mr. Coon, belng a good-natured fel-
low, sald he would, and thinking nlso
that he might find a nest of bees or
wasps at the same tlme, for though

| I run

| of wasps Just over

uot mind eating cherries he
fond of the other things,

down the cherrles, and
had enough he de
would punish My, Coob

he  did
WHE very

He threw
when Mr, Fox
elded that he

for mentloning those sour grapes
The fact that Mr., Coon had been
obliging and pleked the cherries for

him did net matter at all to ungrale-
ful Mr, Fox,

1le saw a lmb that was very
der and at the end hung two very
large red cherries, DBy nsking AMr,
Coon to get those cherries he was sure
he would fall te the ground, for the
Imb would be certaln to =nap,

Under the tree was a blg flat stone,
“and, while Mr, Coon wears a thick
coat, If he struck on a rock he would
be sure to feel It, and then he will
know how It hurts me when he men-
tlons those sour grapes,” he mused to
himself, “for when he lands I will
just mentlon the fact to him before
off home."

Mr. ¥Fox polnted to the big cherries,
but what he did not see was a nest
them. Mr, Coon
did, however, and he had no [ntentlon
of pleking the cherries. It was the
pest he was after as he crept along.

He was so qulck about getting it
that before Mr, Fox saw what Was
happening and could run the nest was
on the ground and the angry wasps

slen-

| were flylng about.

Mr. Coon came down the tree, but
it was Mr. Fox the wasps blamed for
destroying thelr home, and after him
they went.

He ran for the river to get rid of his
tormentors, and had to swim under
water part of the way, for angry wWasps
will chase an enemy a long distance,

“Now, I wonder If he did that on
purpose,” thought Mr, Fox, “Did he
think I was trying to get him on that

little limb of the tree so he would
fall and knock down the wasp nest
to pay me for trylng to play that

trick, or did he really want the nest ™
Mr. Fox's thoughts were so tangled
up thinking about It that he flually
gave It up and declded that the sour
grape story did not hurt him nearly
as wuch as did the sting of those angry
wasps. DBut still he did wonder about
Mr, Coon, If he reaMy did want that
wasp nest, but he never found out,
(D by MeClure Newspaper Syndicats.)

How to Read Your
Characteristics
and Tendencies — the
Capabilities or Weak-
nesses That Make for Success or
Failure as Shown in Your Palm

THE HAND OF A SINGER

ANY good authorities on palmlstry

should have
a stiff hand and pointed fingers. The
mounts of Venus, Luna, Saturn and
Apollo should be strong, to show, re-
spectively, melody, harmony, melody
and harmony.

By some it Is held that the suec-
cessful singer's hand shows always a
good line of Apollo, which runs up
the center of the hand Into the finger
of Apollo, the third or ring finger.
The vocallst should always have the
finger of Apollo terminating In a
polnt.

Success In seeking and holding pub-
lle favor 1s Indledted by a line of for-
tune rising from the bracelet, and run-
ning to the mount of Saturn, at the
base of the middle finger,

Self-confidence Is also required by
the man or woman who must appear
before the publie, and this Is Indicated
by separation of the line of life and
that of the head. A line rising from
the line of life to the finger of Jupliter,
the forefinger, means ambition,
(Copyright by th- “huolor SByndicats, Ine.)

WHY

DO ONIONS MAKE PEO-.

hold that a singer

FLE WEEP

HIE “gas” given off by a freshly-
peeled onlon makes Itself apparent
in two ways. Firstly, by a very
strong aroma which Is at once appar-
ent to the sense of smell, and also by
a smarting of eyeballs which, belng
extremely sensitive, are hurt by this
substance to which they are not ac-
customed, The nerves of the eye lm-
mediately signal the brain to turn on
the tears or liquid which Is secreted
by the body as a natural and con-
tinual eye-wash. This flowing over
the eyeball forms a sort of curtaln
which prevents the onlon “gas" from
coming In direct contuct with the

nerves and thus Injuring them.
Tears are present In the eye at all
times, Whenever we wink a tiny
drop of the teardiquia s smeared
across the ball of the eye and washes
off particles of dust which may have
accumulated, But when this liquid
Is produced so rapidly that It eannot
be carried off by the trough at the
lower part of the eye—when, through
gndness or onlons, we “weep"—the
tears overflow and run down the fagpe,
(Copyright by the W(t;eeler Byndicate, Ine.)
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Helping Out,

“The way the girls dress, I blush for
lcm-"

“ITas It come to this?”

“Eh?"

“Do you think they need somebody
to perform that action for them?"—
Loulsville Courier-Journal.

THE RIGHT THING

at the

RIGHT TIME
By MARY MARSHALL DUFFEE

HOT WEATHER HABITS

S IT not true that our civillzed mans

ners are tested In warm weather,
and that there Is a strong temptation
to forget some of the lttle refinements
of life that we possess Just because we
are civilized?

Jut the truth of the matter Is that
the very thing that makes warm
wenther endurable In oflice, store or
home is the exertlon on the part of
the Individuals to keep up thelr stand-
ard of good manners, and to remember
that though the thermometer stands
at ninety, more or less, they are clvll-
1zed none the less.

Considerable self<ontrol needs to
be exerted. In the first place don't
tell people just how warm you feel
Having exchanged a perfunctory com-
ment or so anent the state of the
wenther let It go at that. To tell your
assoclates just how the thermometer
stood In your bedroom last night, how
many baths you took between office
cloging yesterday and oflice opening
this morining, how llitle you ate as a
result of the heat and how much leed
tea you have had to consume, just
makes other people think all the more
about the heat and It doesn’t help you
at all.

You may not be able to help looks
Ing hot, but you don't have to look
untidy as a result of the heat, It Is
better to wear a thin sult than to
wear a heavier one In various stages
of removal ; better for the young woimn-
an in the office to wear a short-sleeved
open-necked blouse than another sort
of blouse with the collar and sleeves
tucked away.

A great deal more lenlency Is allowed
men nowadays In warm weather,
There are still some business oflices
where the men are not allowed to re-
move thelr coats In office hours, but
these are the exceptions, If we do have
to pass through periods of almost
tropleal heat we should be allowed
to adopt somewhnt the costume of
other clvilized folk In tropleal climes,
Hence the palmm beach sult for men,
soft comfortable collars and light-
welght sults are no longer looked upon
as unsuitable or freakish in most of
our cities,

But whatever else you do, remember
that the chances are that you are made
no more uncomfortable than the others
with whom you associate, If you
grumble more It means that you have
less self-control; It means that you
are not playing the game as well as
you should and also, moreover, that
you are making the task of getting
through the warm weather, which at
worst Is of short duration, all the
harder for yourself and for those
around you,

(@ by McClura Newspaper Syndicate.)
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Substantial enough for racing, a bl
eycle has been Inventad that folds co.-
pactly for carrying.




