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CHAPTER II.—Continuing her story, 
Nurse Sarah makes It plain win the 
household seemed a strange one I. th. 

h°wlier father un.l r,m< her 
drifted apart through misundersC 
each too proud to in any way attempt to 
smooth over the situation.

the east wing, 
or when she 
went to the 
hud to go to 
go to lots of
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Mary Marie" explain., h»>r 
•PPurent double personality" Tuid fu : 

,a eroM-current and a cn ’ a- 
~IE,,-.. *1'® also tell« her reasons 
writing the diary—later to be a novel Tl 
alai y Is commenced at Andersonville.

CHAPTER I.—Mary begins with Nuri- 
k1??’ account of her (Mary's) Im 1>. 

which seemingly Interested her la: . i, 
wno is a famous astronomer, less than a 

which was discovered the same 
D1 Her name is a compromise, h« r 
mother wanted to culi hef Viola and her 

on Abigail Jane. The 
child quickly learned fti.tt her home was 
in some way different frorn those 01 her 
■niull friends, and was puszied thervai 
Nurse Surah tells Jier ot her moth, r' ar­
rival at Andersonville as a bride and li-ov 
astonished they all were, al the sight ol 
the dainty elglimen-year old girl whom 
the sedate professor had chosen for a

the brook arid river meet." (I rend 
tliut last night. I think it’s perfectly 
beautiful. So kind of sad and sweet. 
It. inukee tue want to cry every time 
I think of it.) But even If I don't 
know all of what’s happened since 
I was born, I know a good deni, for 
I’ve seen quite a lot, and I’ve made 
Nurse tell me n lot more.

I know that ever since I can remem­
ber I’ve hud to keep ns Ht II Bus a mouse 
the minute Father comes Into the 
house; nnd I know that I never could 
Imagine the kind of u mother that 
Nurse tells about, if It wasn’t tliut 
sometime« when Father has gone off 
on a trip, Mother und I have romped 
all over the house, and had the mint 
benutiful time. I Jjgow that Father 
says that Mother Is always trying to 
make me u ‘‘Marie," and nothing cl e; 
und that Mother «nys she knows 
Father'll never lie happy until he’s 
made me Into u stupid little "Mary,” 
with never un atom of life of my 
own. And, do you know? it does «-cm 
sopietltnes, us tf Mary und Marie w ere 
halting inside of me, nnd I wonder 
Which Is going (o 1?^ Jfunn;-, i^ft 
it?

Mtiuer is president of Hie college 
nnd I don't know how many xtnrs 
comets «ml things he's dlseov- 
slnee the night the star and I 
bom together. But I know lie’swere

very famous, and that he's v.riltcn up 
in the papers and magazine«, mid is 
in the big fat red “Who’s Wlm" In 
the library, nnyj has lots of noted men 

j?ffjpe to see him.
Nurse says that Grandma Anders, a; 

died very soon lifter I was born, but 
that It didn’t make any jinrtlculnr dif­
ference In tire housekeeping; for (lilngs 
wenj right on Just it« they had done, 

i her giving the orders ns before; 
fthe’d frlven them nil alone mty- 
nipatlr U)e lust year Uran<|jjgi 

•rson lived, and «lie know just 
how Father llj^d things. She ajd 
Mother triad once or twice to take the 
reins •betnelf, nnd omv Nurw- let hoi 
just to see whn< would happen. But 
thing« got lu nn nwful muddle light 
«way. so that even Fnther noticed It 
and said thing«, 
never tried again, 
■he's never tried It 
her. She’« alway«

ber ft :d aTT7 BiiT Nur«e sitM Fnther 
didn’t like It very well, and maybe 
I did remember that part, without real­
ly knowing It. Anyhow, I never think 
of asking Father questions.

I asked the doctor first. I thought 
maybe 'twas some kind of a disease, 
and If he knew It was coming, he 
could give them some sort of a medi­
cine to keep It away—like being vac­
cinated so’s not to huve smallpox, 
you know. And I told him so.

He gave u funny little laugh, that 
somehow didn't sound like laugh at 
all. Then he grew very, very sober, 
and said:

‘‘I’m sorry, little girl, but I’m afraid 
I haven’t got any medicine that will 
prevent—n divorce. If I <ild have, 
ttiere’d bo no eating or drinking or 
sleeping for me, I’m thinking—I’d be 
so busy answering my calls.”

“Then It Is a disease!" I cried. 
And I can remember just how fright­
ened I felt. "But isn’t there any 
tor anywhere thut can stop it?” 

He shook his head und gave 
queer little luugh again.

“I'm afraid not,” he sighed, 
for it’s being a disease—-there 
people that call it a disease, mid there! 
are others who call It a cure; and 
there are still others who say Jt’s u 
remedy worse than the disease It tries I 
to cure. But, there, you baby! What 
am I saying? Come, come, tny dear,1 
just forget it. It's nothing you should ‘ 
bother your little head orer now. Walt . 
till you're older.”

Till I’m older, indeed! flow I hate' 
to have folks talk to me like that! i 
And they do—they do It ull the time. 
As If I was a child now, when I’m' 
almost standing there where the brook j 
and river meet 1

But that was Just the Lind of talk 
I got, everywhere, nearly every time 
I risked uny one what u divorce was. 
Some laughed, und some sighed. Some 
looked real worried ’cause ’I’d usked 
It, und one got mad. (Thut wus the 
dressmaL'T. I found out afterivar. 
that she’d hud a divorce already, s - 
probably she thought I asked tin- quo: 
tion on purpose to plague her.) But 

• nobody would answer me—really an 
swer rue sensibly, Bo I’d know .what It 
meant; and 'most everybody suld, 
“Ilun away, child,” or “You shouldn t 
talk of such things," or, “Wait, my 
dear, till you’re older”; mid ull that.

Oh, how I lutte such talk when I 
really want to know something! How 
do they expect us to get our education 
if they won’t answer our questions?

1 don’t know which made me hngrl- 
est—I mean angrier. (I’m speaking 
of two thing . so I must, I suppose. 
I hate grammar!) To 
ilke Hint- -not answer 
—or lwve them do us 
storekeeper, did, und 
with him.

It whs on«* duy when I was in there 
buying 
Sarah, 
I had 
was a 
sonjethlng Jluit made me think you 
•¿quai [y1 y «uq 1 iw i WiV1 "’y
«Ivifi'fiii’le * usk Joilf-!« If he Lipj 
them rot’ ’-ule, (Oj course all this 
Sounds very silly’ to nlO now. for 1 
know that a divorce Is very glinnlc 
nnd very common. It's just, like i 
ninn-liigu certificate, only it 'lnmur- 
ries you instead of nmrrj-lng you; 
but I didn't know it then. And If I’m 
going to tell thl,« story I've got to 
tell It-Just as it happened, of course.)

Well, I asked Mr. Jones If you could 
buy divorces, and If he had them for

doc-

that

with

After that Mother 
I guess. Anyhow, 
since I can reuieni 
stayed most of th.' 

time up In her rooms In 
except during meals, 
went oyt with me, or 
things she und Father 
together. For they did 
things. Nurse says.

It seems that tor n long 
didi t want folks to know 
(Olin; to be a divorce. So befnrefolks 
they tried to be just us usual. ,But 
Nurse Snrnh said she lyiew there wus 
going to be one lung ago. The first 
I ever heard of it was Nurse telllu. 
Nora, the girl wa lmd In the kite’.. ■ 
then; i ,id the minute I got n chum e I 
aski d Nurse what It was—a divorce

My, I*cnn remember now how aetned 
alio listed, and how she clapped her 
ham1 over my mouth. She wouldn't 
tell me—not a wort). Aud that’s the 
Urn time I ever haw her give Hutt 
quick little look over each shbulder. 
She's done It lets of times since.

As I »aid, she wouldn’t tell me. so 
I had to ask Some one else. 1 wasn't 
going to let It go by and not find out 
—not whgn Nurse Sarah looked «o 
scared, and when It was something 
my father nnd mother were going to 
have some day.

I didn’t like to ask Mother S .me 
way. I had a feeling, from the way 
Nurse Surah looked, that It was some 
thing Mother wasn't going to like And 
1 thought if maybe she didn't know 
yet she was going to have It, that 
certainly I didn't want to be the one 
to tell her. 3o 1 didn’t ask Mother 
what a divorce was.

F didn’t oven think of asking Fath- 
, of course I never ask Father 
eat ions. Nurse says I did ask him 

once why he didn't lore me like other 
paims loved thetr little girls But I 
was very little then. don’t remem
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oti»er, uot Tor me. And I knew it 
then—a little. \Ve know a lot more 
things sometimes than folks think <ve 
do. Well, as near as I can remember 
it was like this:

“A divorce la a knife that cuts a 
knot tliut hadn't ought to ever been 
tied,’’ said one.

"A divorce is a Jump in the dark,” 
said another.

"No, it ain’t. It’s a Jump from the 
frying pan Into the tire,” piped up Mr 
Jones.

"A divorce Is the comedy of the rich 
und the tragedy of the poor,” suld u 
little man who wore glasses.

“Divorce Is u nice smushy poultice 
that may help but won't heal,” cut in 
u new voice.

“Divorce Is a guidepost marked, 
‘II—1 to Heaven,’ but lots of folks mis- 
the way, Just the same, I notice," 
spoke tip somebody w ith a chuckle.

“Divorce Is a coward’s retreat from 
the buttle of life.” Captain Harris said 
this. He spoke slow und deckled. Cap 
tain Harris is old and rich, and nor 
married. He's the hotel’s star boarder, 
and what he 
But It didn't 
ber Just how- 
out the next.

"Speak from your own experience, 
Toni Harris, an’ I'm thlnkln' you ain't 
tit ter judge. I tell you divorce Is 
v lait three fourths of the husbands un' 
wives In the world wish was waitin’ 
for 'em at home this very night. But 
It ain't there." I knew, of course, he 
was thinking of Iris wife. She's some 
cross, I guess, ami has two warts on 
her nose.

Tln-.e was more, qultg u*L>t more, 
said. But I’ve forgotten the rest. . Be­
sides, they weren't talking to me then, 
anyway. So 1 picked up my threa1! 
and slipped out of the store, glad to 
(‘.scape. But, as I said before, I didn’t 
Cud many like them.

Of course I know now-
Is. I mean.
granted us 
degree, u.id 
Monday.

been 
First

soya, goes, ’most always, 
this time. I can remem- 
old Mr. Carlton snapped

,1

wliat divorce 
And it’s all settled. The 

some kind of a decree or 
we're going to Boston m st

awful, though—this 
we hud to go to that

last 
hor- 
and 
too. 
nil'I

have them talk 
me, you know 
Mr. Jones, the 
the» men there

some white thread for Nurse 
rind ft was a little while after 
asked the doctor If a divorce 
disease. Somebody hud sitld

Could 
Them

Well, I Asked Mr. Jonet If You 
Buy Divorces, and If He Had 
for Saif.

and you ought to have 
meu laugh. Tlwre wire 
Bitting around the stove behind

heard 
six of

yea, my little irnild" (above all 
1 abhor to be called a little 
one of them cried. "You can 

>ugh;

sale; 
those 
them 
me.

"Oh. 
things 
maid 1)1 
buy them V you’ve got money enough; 
hut 1 don’t reckon our friend Jones 
here has got them for sale.”

Then they all luughed again, and 
winked nt each other. (That’s another 
disgusting thing—winks when you ask 
u perfectly civil question t But what 
cun you do) Stand It, that’s all. . 
There’s such a lot of thing« we poor 
women have to stand!) Then they 
quieted down and looked very sober 
—the kind of «»tier you know Is faced 
with laughs tn the back—and began 
to tell mq what a divorce really was. 
I can't remember them all, Sut I can 
some of them. Of course I understand 
now that these men were trying to 
be «mart» and were talking for each

It’s
j car.
rid place out west, and stay ages 
ages. Ant) I hated It. Mother did, 
I know she did. I went to school,_ _
there were quite a lot of girls my age, 
anti some boys; but I didn’t euro much 
for them. 1 couldn't even have the fun 
of surprising them with lite divorce we 
were going to have. I found they wer ■ 
going to have one. too—every last on.- 
of them. And when everybody lias a 
tiring, you know there’s no particular 
l'un in hnviug it yourself. Beside«, 
they were very tinklnil mid disagree­
able, und bragged a lot about 
dlvoiws. They said mine wr s 
mid had no sort of snap to It, 
they found 
waiting hi 
hadn't run 
or nobody 
thing.

That made me mad, and I let them 
see it, good and plain. I told them our 
divorce wus perfectly nil right mid 
genteel and respectable; that Nurse 
Snrnh said ft was. Ours was going to 
be incompatibility, for one tiling, 
wiiieli it rant that you got on etjcli 
otlier's nerves, And Just nnturully 
didn't care for each other any more 
But they only laughed,/mil said even 

•more disagreeable things, so' that I 
didn't want to go to school any longer, 
mid I told Mother so, and the reason, 
too, ot' course.

But, dear me. I wished right off that 
1 hadn't. I stipisised she was going to 
be .«nperb mill haughty and disdainful, 
mid say things that would put those 
mrls «here tliei be'onged. But, my 
sin?«! How could 1 know thut she 
'. us going to burst Into such a storm 
of Sobs mid clasp me to her tm.Aiui, mid 

.••■I my face nil wet «nil cry out: "Oh, 
my baby, my baby—to think Halve sub-

! - • ' a
And I couldn’t ray n thing to com­

fort her, or make her stop, even when 
I told her over mid over again that 1 
wasn’t n buby. I was almost^n young 
Indy; mid I wasn’t being subjected to 
anything bad. 1 liked it—only I didn’t 
like to hiive the .e girls brag so, when 
our illvorec was nway ahead of theirs, 
•inywiiy.

But she only cried more nnd more, 
and held me tighter mid tighter, rock­
ing buck mid forth In lier - hair. She 
took me out of school, though, mul hud 
n lady come to tench me ujl by myself. 
s<> l didn’t have to hear those girl­
brag mi' more, anyway. Ti..:it v. 
better. But she wnsii’t any happier 
herself. I could see that.

There -.' ere lots of other ladles there 
beautiful indies — only she tlldn’t 

m-eni to like them any better tlinn J 
did the girts. I wondertsl If maybe 
they bragged, too, mid l asked her; 
but sho only liegau to cry again. iuid 
moan, "What huve I ihme. what have 
I (inim?". -mid J li-ul to try nil over 
again to cmafort her But I couldn't.

She got so she Just stnyed III her 
room lots and lot«. I trio! to make 
her put <m her pretty clothes, and do 
as the other hit!les dbl. and go Out nud 
walk «nil sit On the big pin aas, 
dai-ee, and ent 
♦ nbius. She dlil.
int'ie. mid took me, and 1 just love

their 
tame, 
when 
lover

Father
Mother didn’t have a 
tin- next town, or 
off with Itis stetiogriiidier. 
had shot anybody, or nny-

and 
nt the pretty little 
some, when we first ,1

They were such beautiful ladle*. 
Ith their bright eyes, un.tl their red 

cheeks nnd jolly ways; and their 
dresses were so perfectly lovely, all 
s Iks nnd satins and «partly s|ianglos. 
nnd diamonds and rubies «ml emer­
alds. and silk stocking«, and little bits 
of gold and silver slippers.

And once 1 saw two of them smok­
ing. , They had the cutest little ciga­
rettes (Mother said the) were) In gold 
holders, and I knew then that I was 
seeing life- reel life; not the stupid 
kind you ge| hack In a country town 
like Andersonville. And I said so to 
Mother; and I was going to ask her 
if Boston was like that. But I didn't 
get the chance. She Jumped up so 
quick I thought, somejhlng hajj, hurt

tier, und cried? "Good Heaven«? Raby!” 
(How 1 hate to be called “Baby”!) 
Then she just threw some money on 
to the table to pay the bill and hurried 
tne away.

It wus after that that «he began to 
stay la ner room so much, and not 
tuke me anywhere except for walks 
at the 
ft was 
music 
though 
to the pretty. Jolly places, she wouldn’t 
ever tuke me; uot once.

Then by und by, one day we met a 
tittle black-haired woman with white 
clacks und very big sad eyes. Then 
weren't nay spangly dresses and gold 
«lippers about lwr, I can tell you! She 
was crying on u bench In 
and Mother told ute to stay 
watch the swans while siie 
and spoke to her. (Why do 
ulwavs make us watch swans or reari 
books or look Into store windows or 
run and play al! the time? Don’t they 
suppose we understand perfectly well 
what It means that they're going 
suv something they don't want us 
hear?) Wi ll. Mother and the lady 
the bench talked yand talked 
long, und then Mother called tue up 
nnd the Inly cried n little over ute. 
nnd suld. “Now. perhaps. If I’ i had a 
little girt like that- -!” Thon she 
stopped and cried some more

We a - tins indy real often after 
tliut. She was nice, nd pretty av:<i 
sweet, and 1 liked her; but she way 
always awfully sad, ami I don’t believe 
it ‘ins bait so good lor Mother to 1> 
wllh her ns It would have been for hi 
to be with those jolly lnugh'ng ladle 
that were always having such gooi 
times. Bn' I cpuldn t make Mothe 
see It that way at all. There nr 
times when it seems as If mother just 
couldn’t see things the way I do. Hen 
estlv. It eems sometimes almost as i: 
.«he was the cross-current and contra­
diction Ir-stead of me It does.

Well, cs I said before, I didn’t Hire 
It very well out there, und I don't be­
lieve Mother did, either. But It’s all. 
over now, and we re back hottie pack­
ing up to go to Boston.

livery thing seems awfully queia. 
M-.iybe because Father isn't here, for 
one thing. He wrote very polite and 
asked us to come to ;-et our things, 
und lie add he wus going to New York 
on business for several days, so Mother 
need not fear he should annoy her 
wii.li his prepnee. Then, another 
thing, Mother’: queer. This morning 
sh ■ wus singing away at the top of her 
voice and running nil over the house 
Icking up things «he v inted; und 

bi -med so happy. But this ufteruoon 
I found het- down on (lie floor in the 
library crying as if her heart would 
break, with her head in Father’s big 
hull- before the fireplace. But she 

jumped up the minute I came In and 
aid, no, no, she didn’t wuut anything.

.‘ he was just tired; that’.«' nil. And 
win n I asked her If she was sorry, 
after nil. that she was going to Boston 

i live, s’, aid, t o, no, no, Indeed 
she guessed she w:.. n’t. She was Jus: I 
as.glad ns gJiul ci iilrt be that she wa- 
P'lng only she wished Monday would 
hurry up und come so we could be 
gone.

Anti that's all. It's a Saturday now, 
and we go just day after tomorrow. 
Our. trunks are :rf>st packed, and 
Mother says she wishes she’d planned 
to go today. I've said good-bye to all 
the girls, mid promised to write londs 
of [vttei-s about Boston nnd every­
thing. They are almost as excited as 
1 uni; and I've promised, "cross my 
heart nnd hop? to die,” that, I won't 
love those Boston firl.« better than I 
do them «pe. hilly Currie Heywood 
of course, my dear st friend.

h o . i iiovt iing arotuni
everywhere, asking to help, and pre­
tending .-he's sorry we’re going. But 
she isn't sorry. io*« glthl. I know 
.«he is. She never did appreciate 
Mother, and she tli nks .«lie’ll have ev-

other end of the town where 
all quiet und stupid, and no 

or lights or anything. And 
I teased and teased tv go back

ever

the par!; 
buck and 
went up 
old folk“

erythlng lier owi .-ay now. But »he
wofl't. 1 could tl il her a tiling <>r two
If I wanted to. Rut I shan't.

FtUhor*» sister. Aunt Jape Anderson.
from St. l’nitl. is tiling to keep luiuse I
for him, partly > n account of Fa trier,
un«l partly on ;i<. tint of me. "If that |
child is going t be v. 1th ber fnther
six months of tl <- time, she’s got to
have some womtu there beside a med-
dling obi nume i|d u nosey servant
girl !" They <’¡<1 t know Ihenrd that.
But I did. And u v Aunt June Is com-
lug. My '. how it-.id Nureo Surah-would

4 if si e r: e\ ■ I lit she doesn't.
I gun « III er il: this chapter here

and begin a fN-si one down in Boston.
Oh. T'do so woml ■i4 what It'll be like—
Ik»>roii, Mother’!* lióme. Grandpa Dee- j
iruHid, nnd nil :hv n >t. I'm So excited |
í <Su\ "n :t. You see. Mother j
tv. ver took mo ho >e with her but once, 1
nnd thou I was s very anmll child. I
don t fcuòv why. t uj I guess Father |
• 1 <5i‘t want me t< go. It’» suf-’ to say
h«' «ILlii't. naywii v. He never wafits i
vie to do tmythlti hardly. Thut’» tf-hy I
! t hit : of vt wanting me to go 1
down to CfctUid; I PttptlKHtd’ik And 1
Mother ilMn’t go •nly once, In wees.

,Now this will b the end. .And when «
I beirin «gain It will I k 1- >n. ¡
Only think of it- reatly. truly Boston! •

CHAPTER IV*

“ Whan 1 Am Mari«.
Boston.

Y «o. I’m here. I've been h-re a
week. But this 1« the first minute IN-e
had a Chance to write a word. Pre
been so busy just lielng here. And so 
has Mother. There's been sach a lot 
going on since we ratno. But I’ll try 
now to begin at the beginning und tel!
what happeued.

Well, first we got Into Boston «t
four o’clock Monday afternoon, and ,

Well, First We Got Into Boston at 
Four O’clock Monday Afternoon, and 
There Was Grandpa Desmond to 
Meet Us.

But 
and 

said, 
gia«

of

there was Grandpa Desmond to meet 
us. He's lovely—tall and digi d. 
with grayish hair and merry eye.« like 
Moth'-' «. only his lire behind ,:ln«.-es. 
At tl tfitlnn he Just kissed Mothe; 
and mo mid said he was glad to -,-e us 
and led us to the pladc where Peter 
was waiting with the car. (Peter 
drives Grandpa's automobile, and he’s 
lovely, too.)

Mother and Grandpa talked very 
fast and very lively all the way home, 
and Mother laughed quite a lot. 
In the hall “he cried a ■ little. 
Oruhdpa patted her shoulder, and 
"There, there!” and told her how
ho was to get his little girl back, and 
thut they were going to be very happy 
now mid forget the past. And Mother 
suld, yes, .yts, indeed, «he knew she 
v.us; aud ihe wa« so glad to be there, 
ami that everything was going to be 
just‘the .«. me, Ivasu't it"? Only—then 
all of a sudden she looked over nt me 
uml began to cry again—only,
coarse, thin couldn’t be ‘just th • 
same,” she choked, liurryfng over to 
me and putting both arms around me, 
aud ur.ving harder than ever.

Then Gt. adpa came and hugged us 
both, and , atted us, und said, - There, 
there!” and pulled off his glasses and 
wiped them very fust anil very hard.

But it wasn’t only u minute or two 
before Mother wus laughing again, anti 
saying, “N insense!” and "The idea!” 
and this was a pretty way to introduce 
her little Marie to her new home! 
Then she hurried me to the dearest’ 
little room I ever saw, right out o» 
lie; . . .d to ik off my thitlgs. Tlien 
we went nil over the house. And it’ 
just as lovely ns'ean be—not ut till 
like Father’s In Andersonville.

•Oh, Father’s Is line aud big und 
handsome, and till that, of course; but 
not like tills. Ilis ds just tr nice place 
to ent und sleep in, mid go to when it 
niifis. But this—tills you just lyant 
to live in nil ti.e time. Here there are 
curtains ’way up nnd sunshine, and 
flowers in ¡-ots, ami mauaz.iht-s- antl 
cosy fioolts. with cushions everywhere; 
mid books that you've just been rend­
ing laid down. (All Father’s books 
lire In bookcases, always, except while 
one's in your hands being read.)

Graud;iother daughter, Mother’s 
sister, Hat tie. ' 
hbttse for Grandpa, 
boy 
her 
for 
we 
ttf(er We ri'il Monday afternoon; nnd 
they’re lovely, too.

The ho us, is a > triilglit-up-aud-doWn 
one* with a back and fnsri. but n< 
sides excc|>t the one «nug up to you on 
the right aud left. And therd isn't any 
yard except u little bit of n square 
brick ou\- at the back where they have 
clothes nnd ash barrels, and a llttli 
grass spot in front at one side of the 
Steps, not big enough for-our obi c:

; .1. ’lanl’v. But i .' i iil
fectly lovely inside; and It's the In­
sides of houses that really count, just 
as it lir*t'ie insides of people—their 
hei rt«, I nn an; whether they’re goo 
mill kind or hateful and disagreeable.

Wo have ilium r nt night here, nnd
■ndy 

iiftenioon. I’ve got to go to 
next week. Mother" «ays, but 
Pve Just been having a good 

Am! so's Mother. Honestly; It

lives here and keeps 
She has fi little 

immed Lester, six years old; and 
husband is dead. They were away 
what they called a week-end when, 
cafit«', but they got here a little

c have dinner nt night here 
I’ve been * > the tit ..tor twf, t a1 
In the 
school 
so fur

■
has just seemed as If Mother rouIdnT 
crowd the days full enough. She hasn’t 
been still a minute.

L- .'a ot ber old friends have been to 
see ber; cud when there hasn’t been 
stnv'.edy else around “he’s taken Peter 
and had him drive ns all «ver Boston 
tn see firings—aH kinds ot things; 
Bunker bill nnd museums, and moving 
I Ictnres, nnd one play.

But we didn’t stay at the play. It 
started out all right, but pretty soon a 
num nnd a woman on the stage began 
to quarrel. They were married (not 
really, but In the play, I mean), andl 
guess it was some more of that in­
compatibility stuff. Anyhow, ns they 
begun to talk more and more. Mother 
began to fidget, and pretty soon I saw- 
she was gathering up our things; and 
the minute the curtain went down 
after the first act. she says:

’’Come, dear, we’re going home. It— 
It isn’t very warm here."

As if I didn't know what she was 
really leaving for! Do old folks hon- 
eatly think they are fooling us all the 
time, I wonder? But even If I hadn’t 
known then. I’d hare known it later, 
(or that evening I heard Xfothej and

And 
You 

that' 
can’t

Mother and
M •er v,a>

Do„vou sup-

Aunt Rattle taTElng In the library. 
No, I didn't listen. I heard, 

that’s a very diff-rent matter, 
listen when you to. nnd
r.eaking. You hear when you
eip you. i. and that you .ain't he 

i tamed for. Sometimes it's your gixxl 
luck, und sometimes It’s your bad 
luck—just according towhat you hear!

Well, I was in the window-seat in 
the library reading when 
Aunt Ilattle came in; und 
saying:

-"Of goui so I came out I
po: e I’d Lave had that child see thu' 
play, after I realized what it was? As 
If she hasn’t had enough of sue 
w/etched stuff already in her short 
life! till, Hattie, Hattie, 1 want thu’ 
child to laugh, to sing, to fairly ting! 
\ith tile jo.v of- living every niir.ut« 

that'she Is with me. I know so we 
what >he has had, and what she wli 
have—In that—tomb. You know In 
six months she goes back—”

Mother saw me then, I know; for 
she stopped right off short, dad after 
a moment began to talk of somethin 
elsi, very fa t. And pretty quick i 
went out into the hull again.

Dear little Mother! I'.’e-■* her ol 
heart! Isn’t she the ducky dear t 
want me to have till the genl time" 
p< ssible now so as to make up for th. 
six months I've got to be with Father’ 
You see, she knows what it is to llv. 
with Father even better than! do.

Well, I guess stie doesn’t dread i 
for my any more than I do for myself. 
Stilt, I’ll have the girls there, and I’)’ 
dying to see them again—arid I won't 
have to stay home much, only night- 
and meals, of cours®. and Father's a’- 
ways pretty busy with his stars am: 
comets and things. Beside ■ it’s only 
Mr slxt months, then I can come bad I 
to Boston. I can keep drinking ol 
that.

dint I know now why I’ve been hav 
Ing such a perfe.-rly beautiful time 
all this week, and why Mother has 
been tilling every/ninute so full < 
fun and , >od times. Why. oven When 
we’re at home here, site’s til .ays hunt­
ing up little Lester nnd getting him 
have a romp with us.

I’ut of course next week I've got 
go to scin >1, and it can't be quite 
jolly then, 
this time.

to

to 
SO 

Well, I guess that’s all fur

what he 
I know 
though; 
for her, 
always

s

by your hus- 
Peter one clay 
married after 

seem to know.

they are stylTsTi. f'd much lather have 
Father's kind.

Then there'«« the man tliut paint« 
pictures. He’s tall und slim, and wears 
queer ties and loug hair. lie’s always 
standing back and looking at things 
with his head on one side, and ex- 
claimlng “Oh!” mid "Ab !’ with a long 
breath. He says Mother’s coloring Is 
Wonderful. I heard him. AuJ I iL ln’t 
like it very well, either. Why, it 
sounded as if she put it on herself out 
of a box on her l.urene 
other Indies do! 
maybe; thoug!1 
his paints and ] 
as tiresome to 
stars, when it 
wanting a hv-band to I e with _you 
mid talk to ymi every cay In tin year. 
ton know yw have t<- think of ach 
things when it comes t i choi Ing a 
new father—I me:m a reiv hi 'mnd. 
(I keep forgetting that It’s Mother and 
not me that’s doing the choosing.)

Well, to resume mid g > on. There’s 
the violinist. I mustn't forgqt him. 
Ilut, then, nobody could forget him. 
He'sjovely: so handsome and distin- 
guishi'il-lookln-; with 
beautiful dark eyes 

vAml lie plays—well, 
over Lis playing. I 
Heywood could hear 
her brother can play, 
violinist with a show; mid he came 
Lome once to Andersonville. And I 
hehrd him. But he not the real thing 
::i' all. Not a bit. Why, he might be 
anybody, our grocer, or the butcher, 
up there playing thut viol In. His eyes 
are little and blue, and. liis'huir is 
red and very BL >rt. I v. is’.i she could 
hear otlr viiiliirist play !

And :here’s another tv n that comes 
to tl-.e parties ami teas oh, of course 
there . re other . lots of then), married 
men with wive.:, and unmarried men 
with I'.ud without sisters. But I mean 
himtlier mini specially. His name is 
Harlow. lie'« a tittli- man with a 
brown pointed beard and big soft 
browt eyes, lie’s reglly awfully-good. 
' oking, too. I <! n’t know 

does do; but he’s married, 
tli;-!-. Luxiteier lirlngs bis wife, 
but Mother’s i-lways asking 
clear mid distinct, ttiJd she 
smiles, and her voice kind of tinkles
> little silver bells. But just .the 
same lie m ver brings her.

Ho never takes ber anywhere.« I 
heard Aunt H ritle tel! Mother so nt 
the very first, when he came. She 
said they 'Weren’t n bit happy-together, 
mid t twit tlu-re'd probably be a divorce 
before long. But Mother a > ! for • 
her just thi( same the vary n ;t time. 
And she’s d< no it ever since.

I think I know now why s!ie does. 
I found out, and f was simply thrilled, 
it ivm so exciting! You s- >, they 
we lover ,gi.e the:.’! ¡her 
ami this Mr. Harlow. Then something 
happened and they quurrelc 1. 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 ut a teu one day. 
I was right belnndrtlietn. nnd I couldn't 
get away, so I just couldn’t help hear­
ing what they said.

They were looking ucress the room 
at Mother. Mr. Harlow was talking 
to her. He was leaning forward In 
liis chair and talking so'earnestly to 
Mother; and he lookedxjust asjf he 
thought there wasn't another soul Itr 
the room but just they two. But 
Mother—Mother was just listening to 
lie polite to company, Anybody coufil see 
that. And the very first chance she 
got she tvruw! mid began t« talk to a 
lndywvho was standing near. And she 
n<\.. tail: li «« loo. ;.-(l tov-'-^j Mr. 
Harlow ft_':i!n.

The ladles in front of 'me laughed 
then, r.nd one of them suld. with a lit­
tle nod of her hem), "I »less Madge 
Q^sntond Anderson cou look _uut for 
herseif all right”

Then thi'y got up and went away 
without seeing me. And all of-a sud­
den I felt almost sorry, for I wanted 
them to see me. wanted theni-to see 
thut I knew my mother could take care 
<>f herself, too, ai d that I was proud 
of it. tf they had turned I’d have said 
so. But they didn't turn.

I shouldn't like Mr. Harlow for a 
father, I/know I shouldn't, But then, 
tlieie’s no danger, of cotjrse, even if 
he and Mother were lovers one:. He’s 
got a wife now, and even If he got a 
divorce. I don't believe Mother would 
choose him.

But of course There's no telling 
which (<ie she w-|ll take. As I said 
before, I don’t knew. It’s to» soon, 
uuyway, to tell. I suspect it isn't any 
more proper to hurry" up about getting

same as some
Still, he 8 not 1 bad. 

I'm not sere hut what 
pictures would be Just 
live with as Pather’s 
«•nine rl.’ht' down to

his perfectly 
and white teeth. 
I’m simply crazy 
only wish Carrie 
him. She thinks 
lie’s a traveling

ABOUT A MONTH LATER
I didn't make a c hapter of that Inst. 

It tv» it t long enough. Ami, really. I 
don’t know as l’v ■ got niti-h to add 
to it now. There's nothing much hi o- 
peuetl.

I go to school now, and don’t have 
so much time for fun! School's pretty­
good, and there ar.- two or three rirls 
most as nice as the ones at Andi-:- 
ville. But not quite. Out of school 
Mother keeps things just a-; live v a.*- 
ever,' ripd we have M 
Mother is having a 
1; r own eN- inls; too. 
¡S ulwnjs some one 
home 
and parties, and people to dinner.

There are gentler, i -n, too. I suppose 
1 -- of them will b- Mother's lover by 
aud by 
•which •
In . them, though, 
per/ectl, |
Wouli'.:i'! you ! e Interested indhe man 
that was ¡jniug to be your neyv father? 
Well, I just gues- you would! Any­
body would. Why, most folks have 
only one father, you know, and they 
have to take that one just as he is; 
:m! It's al! a matter of chance whether 
’ley get i ae that's cross-nr pleasant; 
or lmmoly or fine and grand-looking: 
or the-common kind you can hug and 
kiss ami han:; round Iris neck, or the 
“tnnd - off - don't-touch-me-I-miistn’t-be- 
distui-bed kind like mine. I menu the 
one I did have. But, there! that doesn't 
sound right, either; for of course he’s 
still tuy father Just the mme, only- 
well. be Isn't Mother's hushnnd any 
more, so I suppose he’s <mi.v my father 
by or ler of the court, same as I’m his 
daughter. 's'

We!’, anyhow, he’s the father I’ve 
growfi up with, -nixl of course I'm used 
to-him now. And It's an altogether 
different nu tter to think of having n 
brand-new father thrust upon you, all 
ready-made, as you might «ay. nnd of 
course I am interested. There's such 
a whole lot depends on the father. 
Why, only think Imw different things 
would have been at Lome if my father 
had been different 1 There were such 
n lot of things I had to be careful not 
to do—«nd lust as many I had to be 
careful to do—on account of Father. 
And so now, when I see all these nice 
young gentlemen, (only they ak4n't nlk 
young; sen* < 
coming to ti e ffouse and talking to 
M"! • • r. . • • i . .-• : ■ lie l,:e of*
her ciiu’.r, nnd handing her ten and lit­
tle cakes, I can't help wondering which, 
If “nv, is going to be her lover ami my 
new father. And I am also wondering 
what I'll haw to do on account of hint 
when 1 get hint. If I get him.

There are quite a lot of them, and 
'they're all di . rent, Theyld nlkkevery 
different kinds of father«. I'm snre. 
and I’m afrntd I wouldn't tike some 
of them. But, after all. it’s Mother 
that ought t<> settle which to have— 
not nfe. She's the one to be pleased. 
Twould be such a pity- to have to 
change ngnlu. Though she could, of 
course, «ame ns she did Father. I sup- 
poee.

As I said, they’re nil different. There 
are only two that are anywhere near 
alike, and they nreu*t quite the same, 
for one’s a lawyer and the other’s 
In a hank. But they both carry canes 
and wrer tall silk hats, and part their 
hair in the middle, and look at you 
through the kind of big round eye- 
gla.*sft< with dark rliffs that would 
make you look awfully homely if they 
didn’t make yon look »o stylish. But 
I don’t think Mother cares very much 
for either the lawyer or the bank man, 
and I’m glad. I wouldn't like to live 
With those glassei every day. evqn if

I

beautlful times, 
lovely time with 
(Seems as if there 
hero when I get 

i?4 and lots of times there are teas

; but of course I don’t know 
me yet. I’m awfully Interested 

And of course it’s 
natural that I should be.

> f th. w ur * quite old) •married .Ritti jvlien yotl’ve been un-
n crricil by a divorce tlun it Is when 
' >u’ve been unmarried ’ 
band's dying. «1 asked 
how soon folks did get 
a divorce, but he didn't
Anyway, all he said was to stammer: 
"Er—yas, miss—no. miss, I mean, 
I don’t know, miss.’’

Peter Is awfully funny. But die's 
nice. I like him. only I can’t find out 
much by him. He’s very good-looking, 
thimgti he’s quite old. He’s almost 
thirty. Jle told uje. I asked him. He 
takes me bark and forth to school ev­
ery day, so I see quite n lot of him. 
And. really, he’s about the only one I 
can ask questions of here, anyway. 
There isn’t anybody like Nurre Sarah 
used to be. Olga, the cook, talks so 
ftntPX.1. can't UD'lerwand a word she 
says, flh'dly. Iv-vides, the only two 
times I’ve l>een doWn to the kitchen 
Aunt Hattie sent for me, and she 
told me the-h»st time not to go any 
more. She didn't say why. Aunt Hat* 
tie never «ays why not to do things. 
She Just says, “Don't*' Sometimes It 
seem a to me as if my whole life had 
been made up of "don’t«." If they’d 
igily tell us part of the time things 
to “dov” maybe we wouldn’t haw so 
much time to do the “don’t*." (That 
sounds funny, but I guess folks'll know 
what I mean.» —

(Continued next week)
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