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S8YNOPSIS

PREFAC,
rgnt

~'Mary Marie" osxpinins her

ouble personality’’ and just
Y she is “oross-current and a contra
tion;"” she also tells her reasons for

nl.‘_unf- the diary-—later to be a novel. Thoe
y comnenced at Andersonville

UH.JI\I’I"EH L—Mary begins with Nurss
8 account of her (Mary's) birth,
whic seomingly Interested her father,
who ls & famous astronomer, less than a
Mew star which was discovered the san
night. Her name ls a compromise, |
ther wanted to eall her Viola and
uad.r insisting on Ahnlgall Jane The
Ild quickly learnsd that her home was
tn some way different from those of her
1 friends, and was piazl thereat
urse Sarah tells her of her mother's s
rival at Andersonville as a beide and how
astonlshed they all were at the sight of

the dainty elghteen-year old girl whom

l.h’ sedate professor had chosen for a

wile.

CHAFTER II-Continum her story,
ree Barah makes it why the
ousehold seemed & stran o1 to the

c¢hild and howher father and mother

drifted apart through misunderstanding,
sach oo proud to In wny way attempt Lo
amooth over the situation

CHAPTER [11L—Mary tells of the time
spent “‘out west' where the “perfectly
I right and genteel and respoctable’
v . was belng arranged for, and her
mother's (to her) unacountable behavior
By the court’s decree the child is to spend
slx months of the year with her mot Wr
and six months with her father, Boston
Mother's home, and she and Mary
save Andersonville for that city to spend

the Nrst six months

CHAFTER 1V.—At Boston Mary be
comos "‘Marle.” Bhe la delighted wiih her

W home, sg different from the gloomy
ouse at Andersonville. The number of
wntiamen who ecall on her mother londs
or to speculnte on the pomsibiilty of a
new father Bhe classes the -n.!‘-rq .
K:r-ll---llwe sultors,” finally deciding the
cholce I8 to be between “the violinist”
and a Mr. Harlow. A conversation she
overhears between her mothsr and Mr

rlow gonvinces her that It will not be
!hll Rentlgman, and “to violinist"” seems
wr J® the llkely man. Mrs. Anderson re
esives a lotter from "Aunt Ablgall Ander-

n, her former husband's swes.. Whi is
E‘,’l""l house for him, reminding her rna’

Ary" |8 expectsd at Andepsonville for
tha Sio sionths ahio 18 1o suend sk bas

Just ns spddenly ne he'd begun,
I wits right In the middle of telllng

[rrla-r! “And I do read Ilots—at
hie "

f i wat I'd

Chers

2 bl

\ “1

I I er Thean,

arter n Inute: “But why, pray, can't

you read G Ire there are—

books er gh" le flourished his

hands “w ] e bookcases all
around the room

“U 1 d a little: but, you see,
I'm & fruld I'll leave some of them

ut ) through,” 1 exy 1ed.

vhat of 1t? What If you do?
ne demanded

*Why, Father!™ I tried to show by
the way I sald It that he knew—of

wurde he knew But he made me tell
hlm right out that Aunt Jane wouldn't
like It, and that the books always had
te be kept exactly where they be

Why shouldn't
down there—in
they belong,

It wns the first time since 1I'd come
that he'd ever wentloned Boston; and
I st Jumped out of my chulr when
I henrd him, But I so saw It wasn't
roll to bhe the Inst, for right then
fnd there he began to question me,
even worse than Av 't Jane had,

He wunted to know everything,
everything ; all about the house, with
its cushlons and cozy corners and cur-

ins "way up, and books left around
ensy to get, and magazines, and Baby
Lesten, and the fun we had romping
with hlm, and everything Only, of
course, | didn’t mentlon Mother Aunt
Juhe had told we not to—anot any-
whers to be spect areful be
Or Futhe But what can you do
when  he skks you hlmself, right out
plain? And it's wha ¢ did

He'd been up on his feet, tramping
up 1 d n the room all the tlme
I'd 1 tall K and now, all of a
s he wheels around and stops
il ik

How 1s—your mother, Mary? he
nsks Alid t Ve 15t ns f he'd
opened the door to another room, he
had sucl I.. vhole lot of questijons to
usk arfter thut And wheti he'd 0n
Ished he knew everything: what tlme
we got up and went to bad, and what
we did all day, und the parties and
dinners and auto rides, and the folks
that came such a 1ot to see Mother,

Then all of a sudden he st il —
He nl.-p||m1

Why,

nsking gquestions, 1 mean

tather, or mother is dlstressed. I;” MUl u Wt ror charity we got up
as no alternative, and “Marie” departs dust before I enme away, and how
Sor Anderscavills Mother had practiced for days and
TH he yout m who )
CRAPTER_ V.—At Andersonville Aunt days with the young man who played
Jans meets har at the station. Her fa the violin, when all of n sudden Fa-
ther s away somawhers studying an > {fa | ’ - { ke
eclipse of the moon Mario—"Mary ther jerked his watch from his pocket
now-—Instinctively compares Aunt Jane and sald
prim and severs, with her baautiful, dainty oo . . . y
mother, much to the formear's disadvan I'here, there Mary, it's getting
tage. Aunt Jane t}\nprhrm.-n of the dain Iate You've talked enough—too
ty clothas which the ohild s wearing, and . ’ . S0 At ™
replices them with “serviceable” serges DU h Now go to bed. G ! _mkht'
and thick-coled shoaa Her father arrives Talked too much, Indead And
home and seoma surprised to see her, The it ? . s A
ohild soon begins to motige that the girls YP©'d been making me ! '_‘” the
at school seem to avold her. Hor father tulking, 1 should llke to know? But,
L)

Appears Interested In the life Mrs, An 4 cour coul y thing.
derson l--n-l‘l at Boston and nsks man ut A iree, 1 slan’t say anytaing
uestions In A queer manner whioch ‘That's the unfalr part of it, Old folks
Efles Mary. She finde out that her ..p say anything, anything they want
schoolmates do not associate with her by . . - . .
on account of her parents g Alvoresd, to to you, bhut you can't say a l.lllll.‘ |
and she refusep o attend school, Angry sk to the P hin
at first, Mr derson, when he learns back to them—not a t i
*ko reason for her dstermination, decidas And so [ went to bhad And the
hat she need not go. He will hear her . 4
sanons. In Aunt J..,T'. i'”-,1 her father’'s Dext day all thut Father sal '."l'u me
absence Mary dresson In the prett lothes W, “Chood-morning, Mary, and
she brought from Boston and plays the « tlaht ™ a . avea
Nvellest tunas ahe knows, on the little Good-night, Just aw ‘“' h“l‘. o
used plano on r\'ll?l‘nlht by her lone glnee | came. And that's all he's sald
someness, sha Indulges in a crying apell yvosterdny and today PBut he's looked
which her father's unexpected appear :
Anoa Interrupts, Bhe sobs out the story at me a lot, I know, because ot meal
of her un! nt-t"lﬂ-ml !}"-‘ in n '!' may way ' shies anid others, when he's been In
b comforts her Aftar that he Appears .
l‘: -h-illr« to make her stay more pleasant the room with me, I've Jooked up and
Hor mother writes naking that Mary be  p,000 hig oyes on ine. Funny, lsn't it}
allowed to coms to Roston for the heglr !
ning of the schoal term, and Mr Ander
son consents, though from an expross TWO WEEKS LATER
s lote 1 o8 he rry she -
l. ,,..I..,,r Al Wury Delleves " o Well 1 don't know as 1 have any
—_ thing very speclal to say. Still, 1 sup
pose | ught to write something ;. so
NPT ' put down what little thyre s
i course there doesn't so much

Carefully
sealed
eylindrical
carfton
Insures
absolure
aAnitatic
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The Eternal Triangle
A

mnan
and a
mald In
love. They
Kot marricd
and they live
happily for one
or two years. Then
they drift apart as
people sometimes have
been known to do In the
course of time , Wife fecls
neglected and husband sulks
It's the psychological moment
for a third party to appear and
- m thia Imal triangle

C—

happen herd, ANYwWay, as there does at

home—I1 mean In Boston, (I must stop
ealling It home down to Doston as It
this wasn't home at all, It makes Aunt
June very, very angry, and I dont
think Father Hkes It very well.) But
as 1 was saving, there really doesn't
iwh happen bhere as t L
lown to Bostom and It 1sn't nearly so
terest v tiut ! [ 1 supy ~ |
expect It to be Interesting. 'm
Mn t Mark
eI . Cns 1 dinne
il ' . 1 anned
I My!
I \ s
\
A
' ) ]
O
A\ \
. t t Ll -
™ @y
" S A\ t
| % vimt s UL L ng
L] L] § \
X ot We hagen't 1 o
i " hat par sinee 1
' .- i e [ e
A N K frele und nfrer
tha t one (the sewing clrele) Aunt
111 vorked o whole lay picking
hreads off the carpet, and smooth
ng down the Unen covers because
they'd got so mussed up And I

heard hor tell the hired girl that she
shouldn't have that sewing circle hare
agnin In a hurry, and when she did

have them they'd have to sew In the

dining room with a sheet spread down
to catch the threada My ! but 1 would

f\!:::‘ .t-lr-.h-‘:_.._l‘gl;i_nr. .\.L,',Ill_\‘;: :l{th el | more, and I sald so to Aunt Jane,
I cun't see us Futh r has changed | (He was a cross maun, nnd very stern,
I hese 5t . weeks He | 88 everybody knew.) But, dear suz |
t t pay Pttt e! Aunt Jane was awfully shocked,
t § -,HJ I do 1okl ot | A0d  sald certalnly it; that she
1 8 ] meant Mr, Darling ) oft his wife a
b i great deal of wons
He doe -_-,'Ir‘ say hardl hing t T'hen she talkes stern and sol-
once or tw he got to mn to me, and s I must not
isking questions agsin about Boston | think Just because poor dear fa-
nd Mother, ther's married life ! ended In such
The last time I told him all about | 8 wretched tragedy t every other |
Mr. Harlow, and he was so Imterested! | home had such a s ¢ton In the |
I 1st happened to n tlon his name, | * loset,
and he wanted to know right away If I grew stern and dignifled and sol
It was Mr. Carl Harlow, and if I knew | emn then, [ kne course, what
| she mefint. I'm no « . She meant
Mother., She meant that Mother, my |

Idltln’t bhave to Hve with him any | name, and sald the idea of belng

| the effect on-the child
| wretched conceptis

| pity of it.

| Do Find Him Looking at Me Some-
times, Just as If He Was Trying to
Make Up His Mind About Something.

whether Mother had ever known him
hef And of course T told him right
that It wns I

AWRAY the same one she

wins engnged to hefore she wans en-

guged to him

Father looked fu
grunted and ves, ves knew
Then sald, “That will Mary."
And he began to read his book agaln
But he never turned a page, and It
wnsn't five before Kot up
and walked around the room, pleking
out hooks from the hookeases and put-
ting them right back. Then he turned
Lo me with a kind of of-
an't.care alr:

of

kind

he

nny and
anid

he do,

minutes he

und asked

course-1-u
“IMd you say you faw quite a little
this Harlow fellow?
But he did care. [ know he 410, He
wus real nterested. i could see that
he was, And so 1 told him everything,
all about how he came there ty the
tens, and sent her flowers and candy,
and waos getting a divorce himself, and
whnt he sald on the sofn that day, and
how Mother answered. As I sald, I
told him everything, only I was care-
ful not w eall Mr, Harlow a proapec
tive sultor, of course, [ remembered
too well what Aunt Hattle had sald.
Futher Aldn't say anything when I
got through, He just got up and left
the roow, and pretty quick I saw him
croasing the lawn to the observatory.
I guess there aren't any prospective
sultors bere, I mean, 1 guess Father |
Isn't a prospective sultor—anyhow,
not yet. (Of course, it's the man that
has to be sultor.) He doean't go any-
where, only over to the college and
oul to the observatory, I'ye watched
s0 to see. | wanted specially to know, .
for of eourse |f he wus belng a pro- |
to any one, she'd be
my new mother, maybe. Aund I'm go
n..._‘ to be awtully particular about any |
the house

of

spective sultor

new mother coming into

A wholg lot more, even, l{n';-vu-.]d on .
fathers, you kKnow;
one all
you are
what kind
think I'd
ke & new mother even as well as 1'd
father; nnd I don't belleve

mothers than on
ind  1f
rendy-made thrust
of anxious to

is way |

to have
you,

youre Esing
Upmrn
know

don't

sort
Some

<he

ke n Dew

I'd ke hWim very well
Of course, thers i juite a lot of
fles here that Father could have
ere are severnl pretty teachers In
he schools il SO e ul 1rerled
s he chure And  the
M ] 2y She's Profoss
~ 8 sister She w % glnases |
t bly len | M T would
hié I i 1 a 111"t
there's M " \ ]
Hha's 1
LRk ] 3
1 i vhy ™
' [ t h
I ! ' AN
' v afternoo
i I 1 nean
[ 1 g )
i K ' M we It's
* sl ' £ Migs Girnce
\ | nt L - ¢ her
. e 8l | ' she'd say
) - = you re Ty 1l
&« she K P and go. And
sl Comes & Ks She's fix
ng over hw use, and she runs and
sks Aunt Jane's advice about every
ittle thing She asks Father's, too
overy chance she gets, when she sees |
e I the hall or on the front stepa

I heard her tell Aunt Jane she consid
eredd Professor Anderson a man of
most excellent taste and Judgment

1 suppose Mrs. Darling could be my
pew mother., She's a widow., Her hus
band dled last year. She s very well
off pow that her husband is dead, 1
heard Aunt Jane say one day. She
meant well off In money—quite a lot
of \t. you know. | thought she meant
well off basause he was dend and she

dear blessed mother, was the skeleton
in their closet. And of course I wasn't

golug to stand there and hear that,
and not say a word,

But I didn't say Jjust a word. I
suld a good many wils, I won't try

here; but I told
volee, and with
that 1 guessed

to put them all dowun
her quletly, In a fim
no temper (showing),

Father was just as much of a skele-
ton In Mother's closet as she was In
his:; and that If she could see how

perfectly happy my mother was now
she'd understand a little of what my
father's skeleton hid done to her all
those years she'd had to llve with It

I sald a lot more, but before I'd got
half finished with what I wanted to
say, 1 got to erying, so I just had to
run out of the room.

That night I heard Aunt Jane tell
Mrs. Darling thut worst feature
of the whole deplorable situation was
's mind, and the
n it gave her of the
marriage tle, or
And Mrs. Darling |
and ah, and the

the

sacredness of the
something llke that.
sighed, and sald, oh

I don't like Mrs. Darling.

Of course, as I sald hefore, Mrs.
Darling could be my mother, be |
Ing a widow, so. DBut, merey! I hope
won't, I'd have Miss |
Grace Ann than I shouldn’t |
be ernzy nbout having Miss Grace Ann, |

new
she rather

her, and

Well, 1 guess there's nothing more |
to write. Things at school are Jjust
the same, only more so. The girls are |
getting so they nct almost as bad as |
those down to Boston In the school
where 1 went before I changed. Of |
course, maybe It's the divorce here, |

game as It was there, Dut I don't see
how it can be that here. Why, they've
known It from the very first!

Oh, dear suzg me! How I do wish
I could see Mother tonight and have
her take me In her arms and kiss me. |
I'm so tired of belug Mary 'way off
up here where nobody cares or wants
me,

|
|
|
|

Even Father doesn't want me, not
really want me. I know he doesn't. I
don't see why he keeps me, only I

suppose he'd be ashamed not to take
me his six months as long as the
court gave me to him for that time.

ANOTHER TWO WEEKS LATER.

I'm so angry I can hardly write, and
at the same time I'm so angry I've
just got to write, I can't talk. There
{sn't auybody to talk to; and I've got
to tell somebody, 8o I'm golug to tell
it here.

I've found out now what's the mat-
ter with the girle—you know, I sald
there was something the matter with
them; that they acted queer and
stopped talking when I eame up, and
faded away till there wasn't anybody
but me left.

Well, It's been getting worse and
worse. The girle have had parties,
and mwore and more often the girls
have stopped talking and have looked
gueer when [ eame up. We got up a
secret soclety and ealled It the “Tony
and 1 was golng to be Its presi-
Then all of a sudden one day
[ found there wasn't any Tony Ten—
nly Carrle Heywood and me, The
sther elght had formed another socl-
aid Stella Mayhew wns thelr
president
d Currie we wouldn't care; that |

Ten,”

ilent

ey

1t
we'd just change It and call It the
“Teny Two:" and that two was a lot
more exelusive than ten, anyway, But
1 1 care. and Cfrrle did. 1 knew |
she did And 1 know It better now
! )8 st night—she told me. You
ugs have been getting shmply
able these last few days, and
gt so It looked as If 1 wusn't even |
gt ave Carrle left. She began
oor and 1 accused her of It
her If she didn't want to be
¢ Tony vo she neadn't
t \ that I'd be a secrel
y ¥ Hu ried
wlp 5 1 = Kne
- 1 e heg CTy
) ’ 2 prock :
sl i Al It Was
It 1 A M hew
1L - n
reed (1 Mot
- " W to |
enk L e, nor hay hing
!‘ e \ : I “n to UAr 1y
% Who cared? 1 dida™t T hat
had Mked that Mayhew girl
NYWAY But Carrie sald that was
<he suld Stelln had got to be
0 popular before I came; that her
tolks had lots of money, and she o
vavs had eandy and could treat
le-crenm and autg rides wnd every
boaly with her was sure of a good time
he had parties, too—lots of them
and of course, aAll the girls and boys
Hked that.

Well, when 1 came everything was

all right il Stella’s mother found
out about the divorce, and then—well
then things were different Flrst

Stella contented herself with making
fun of me, Carrte sald. She Inughed
at the serge dresses and big homely
shoes, and then she Dbegan on my

! other school here, so they ean’t send

| ealled Mury by Father and Marle by
| Mother, and that 'twas just lke Dr,
Jekyll and My, Hyde. (That's n story
| Carrie says. I'm going I 1 It if
Father's got it. If there ever was
Ll | Mur and Marie all + It
the w I want to know v sh
i I i le says the | fun
L [ LS il & ¥ i I'I‘ 1 *' L Ce
with ‘the yirls, so Stella tried some-
thing else She pot only wouldn't
| SpPenk 1o me herself. or Invite me, or
anything, but she told all the girls |
that they couldn't go with her and
me, too, That they might .take their

cholce, And Carrie sald some of them
did choose and stayed with me; but
they lost all the times and lce
eream and partles and rides and ev-
erything; and one by they
dropped me and went back to Stella,

gom]

80 one

and now there wasn't anybody left,
only her, Carrle, And then she began
to cry.

And when she stopped speaking, and
| I knew all, and saw her erying there
before me, and thought of my dear
blessed mother, I was so angry I
could scarcely speak. I Just shook
with righteous indignation. And In
my most superb, haughty and disdain-

|

| ful manner I told Carrle Heywood to
| dry her tears; that she needn't trouhle
| herself any further, nor worry about
loging any more lee-creamn nor partles, |
| That I would hereto
| friendship null and void, and this day
| set my hand and seal to never speak |
| to her if she lked, and cousld
ered that necessary to keeping the ac |

declare our

again,

quaintance of the precious Stella.

|
1
|
cried all the more at that, |

| But she

| and flung herself upon me, and, of

course, I began to cry, too—and you |
can't stay superb and haughty and |
| disdainful when you're all the I.'l.’!u-!
| trying to hunt up a handkerchief to |
| wipe away the tears that are cours-

Ing down your wan cheeks. And of |
course I didn't. We had a real good |
ery together, and vowed we loved |
ench other better than ever, and no

body could come between us, not |

even bringing n chocolate-fudge-marsh- |
hoth |

mallow college lee—which we

adore, But I told her that she would
he all right, just the same, for of
course I should never step my foot

That

Inside of that schoolhouse agnin

I couldn't, out of respeet to Mother. |
That I should tell Aunt Jane that to- |
| morrow morning. There lsn't any |

nogt time
There

me nnywhere else. But It's 1
for to close, anyway.
are only two weeks more.

But T don’t think that will make any
difference to Aunt Jane. It's the prin
eiple of the thing. It's always the
prineiple of the thing with Aunt Jane.
She'll be very angry, I know. Maybe
gshe'll send me home, Oh, I hope she
will!

Well, I shall tell her tomorrow, any-
way. Then—we'll see.

ONE DAY LATER.

And, dear, dear, what a day it has
heer !

I told her this morning. She was
very angry. She sald at first: “Non-
sense, Mary, don't be impertinent. Of
course you'll go to school!”™ and all
that kind of talk. But I kept my tem-

school

sitions.

would feel—when It was too late, And then I told It—all about the

But even with all this to meditate| girls, Stella Mayhew, Carrie, and
on, it was an awfully long time com-| how they acted, and what they suld
ing noon; and they didu't call me| ahout my belng Dr. Jekyll and Mr
down to dinner even then. Aunt Jane| Hyde bhecaiise I was a Mary and a
sent up two pleces of bread without rie nud Q:!‘ lce-cream, and the
any butter and a glass of water. How | rties they had to give up If they
Ifke Aunt Jane—i 1g even my din- | th me, And I know |1 was cry-
ner a sin to meditate on Only -a!:e! = =0 I could harily speak, 3.-:»----\[
would call It my sin, and I would eall | shed ;. and Father was on h'.-‘ et
it hers. trumping up and down the room ut-

Well, after dinner Father sent for| tering something under his breath, and
me to come down to the library. So| 1o ng—oh, I can't begin to tell how

I knew then, of course, that Aunt Jane| he

had told him,

would
ally

walt untll

disturbed.

than his reading.

ei]n'lul:&
reading In the Ubrary and mustn't be
But evidently today Aunt
Jane thought T was more consequence
Anyhow, she told

I didn't kn
night. [
his hour af

him, and he sent for me.

My ! but I hated to go!
Aunt Janes are two different propo-
Fathers

have

and privileges, of course,
knows that,

Well, I went Into the lbrary.
his

place and
8 plainly

I

ther stood with

more
Everybody

looked., But it was awful.
ow but ghe “And so that's why I wish,”™ I fin-
“ather usu-| ished chokingly, “that It would hurry
ter dinner; up and be a year, so Mother could get

Fathers and

I Went Into the Library. Father Stood

With His Back to the Fireplace and
His Hands In His Pockets,

le wa

turhed,
hegap speanking at once, the minute 1
got Into the room—very cold and dig-

I

her.

1fAed,

Angry

his hands In his pockets,
r At belng
Anybody conid see that.

dis-
He

“Mary, your aunt tells me you have
been dlsobedient and disrespectful to

Have you anything to say?

I shook my head and said, “No, sir.”
What could I say?

uch

senseless

questi

o1d
s,

folka ask

sometimes,

Naturally I wasn't golng to say I had

een

when
couldn't say I hadn't been when Aunt

Jane sald I had.

ilke saying Aunt

disrespectful
I hadn't;

and

Jan

and

of

disoheddent

course, [

That would be just
e lHed.

So,

per. I did not act angry. I was sim- I course, I had nothing to say, And 1
sald so,

ply firm and dignified. And when she
saw I really meant what I sald, and
that I would not step my foot Inslde
that schoolroom agalo—that It was a
matter of cousclence with me—that I
did not think It was right for me to
do It, she simply stared for a minute,
as If she couldn't beMeve her eyes and
ears. Then she gasped:

“Mnary, what do you mean by such
tnlk to me? Do you think 1 shall per-
mit this sort of thing te go on for a

i
1 thought
send me home.
wis But she
to my room.
“You will stay therg until your fa
ther comes home this noon” she sald
“Phis Is a matter for him to settle’
Father! And [ never ~ven*thought
of her going to him with it, She was
always tellingsme never to hother Fa-
with fnything, and 1 kdéw she
ask him anything about

then she was going to
Oh, 1 did so hope she
didn't. She sent me

ther

didn't usually |
me She settled everything herself
But this—and the very thing 1 dida’t |
vant her to ask hlin, too But of
sourse 1 couldn't help myself., That's |
the trouble Youth Is so helpless In
the clutches of old age
Woell I went to m s Aunt
tané told me to meditate « ny sins
But 1 dikin't. I me ‘ i tl
I 1 1 ' )
1 " W t A B > ¢
1 ¥ andd r
t as : i
of b s
i i Ste r M 1l
! L ¥ falth
- f e
‘ " st i
a1 Mg i
And | ' ' e and
r v giving ;N h s
el n I ' \ ¢
fisd A hl 1
stars and comets t! . p—
Inughter \ 11 - hat a
ued, heartiess w his 18, anyway
undl what a pity It was that [, so fair
and young, should have found it
so soon—right on the bank, as it wy
w where that brook and river mee
And 1 wondered, If T died If anybody

would care; and | thought
| aud pathetic T would
| coffin with my Mly-white hands folded
| on my breast

have the funernl In the daytime, be

1l

And 1 want-

ook In my |

back to

t

you
Youn

“But she Jsays
school,

hen,

“Yes, sir.”

“Then

you

“Yes, sir.”
“Well, you
please,

wi
m

you refused
Mary,” sald

did refuse?”

to go
Father

may go and tell her now,

that you are sorry,
1l go to school this
Ay go now." And

and that
nfternoon
he tarned

to the table and picked up his hook

I did

n't

g0,

of conurse, 1

Just stood

there twisting my handkerchief In my
fingers: and, of course, right away he

BAW

me.
“Mary, didu't youn hear me?”

manded.

“Yes,
back to that school,” I choked.

Bir,

begnn to cry
“But I tell you that you must.”
I shook my head.

| 1

an't.”

but—Father, |

He had sat down then,

he de

cant g
And 1

“Do you mean that you defy me as
you did your Aunt Jane this T‘!"I‘I"I-] determined-I-will-apeak kind of a ay

have to tell him before [ got througt

rights

Fa-
back to the fire-

H | seem

of |

married.”

“Married!" Like a flash he turned
and stopped short, staring at me.

“Why, yes,” 1 explained ; “for If she
dld get married, she wouldn't be di-
vorced any longer, would she?”

But he wouldn't answer. With a
queer little nolse in his throat he
turned agaln and began to walk up
and down, up and down, until I thought
for a minute he'd forgotten I was
there. But he hadn’t. For after a
while he stopped agaln right in front
of me.

“So your mother ls thinking of get-
ting married,” he sald In a volce so
queer It sounded aus If It had come
from away off somewhere,

But I shook my head and sald no,
of course; and that I wus very sure she
wouldn't tlll her yemr was up, and
even then I didn't know which she'd
take, so I couldn't tell for sure any-
thing about it. But I hoped she'd take

one of them, so she wouldn't be di-
vorced any longer,

Father turned, and hegan to
walk up and down aguin, with hls
hands In his pockets; and I dido't

know whether to go away or to stay,
and I suppose I'd have been there now
If Aunt Jane hadn't suddenly appeared
lu the library doorway,

“Charles, If Mary Is golng to school
today 1t I1s high time
" she sald.

to hear.

at all she was

ut Father didn't
He was stlll tramping

starting,

[ up and down the reoom, his hands In
his pockets.

“Charles!" Aunt Jane ralsed her
| volee and spoke agnin. I sald if Mary
i Is golog to school at all today it Is
| high tlme she was starting.”
| “Ebh? What?" If you'll believe It,
| that man looked as dazed as If he'd

never even heard of my golng to
| school, Then suddenly his face
| changed. “Oh, yes, to be sure, Well,

er— Mary 18 not golog-to school to-
day,” he sald. Then he looked at his
watch, and without another word
strode Into the hall, got his hat, and
left the house, leaving Aunt Jane and
me staring Into each other's faces.

But I didn't stay much longer than
Father did. I strode In to the hall, too,
by Aunt Jene. But I didn't leave the
house. [ came up here to my own
room; and ever since I've been writ-
Ing it all down In my book.

Of course, I don't know now what's
going to happen next. But I wish you
could have seen Aunt Jane's face when
Father sald 1 wasn't golng to school
today! I don't belleve she's sure yet
that she heard aright—though she
didn't try to stop me, or even speak
when I left and came upstairs, But
I just know she's keeping up a power-
ful thinking.

For that matter, so am 1. What Is
golng to happen next? Have [ got to
g0 to school tomorrow? But then, of
course, I shan't do that. Besides, I
don’t belleve Father’ll ask me to, aft-
er what 1 said about Mother, He didn't
Hke that-—what those girls sald—any
better than 1 did. I'm sure of that.
Why, he looked simply furious. But
there lsn't any other school here that

I can be sent to, and—

But what's the use? I might sur-
mise and speculate all day and not
come anywhere near the truth. [ must

awalt—what the night will bring forth,
—
us they say In really truly novels,

FOUR DAYS LATER

-

And what did the night bring forth?
Yes, what did It !rrIn‘! Verlly It
brought forth one thing [ thought noth.
Ing ever could have brought forth,

It was llke this.

That night at the supper tahle Aunt
Jgne ®lenred her throat In the I-am-

Father impatiently,Maoking down at

ng?—that you refuse to go back to| that sbe always uses when she speaks
school ™ to Father. (Aunt Jane doesn't tal@$
“Yeu, sir” I to -Father much more than Mother
For a minute he sat and stared -.'f used to.)
me Just ns Aunt Jane had done; the: I “Charles,” she began.
he Hfted his head and threw back his|  Pather had an astronomy paper be-
shoulders as If he was throwing off 8| g9. his plate, and he was so husy,
heavy welght. cading he didn't hear, 80 Aunt Jane
“Come, come, Mary," he sald stery hud to speak aganin—a ilttle louder
¥ | A pati nnid | this time
temper 18 reached u ‘Charles, | have something to say
polnt. You will go back J to you.”
u will go now, 1 mea “Eh? What? Oh—er—yes. Well,
‘But, Father, I ¢ * 1 choked Jane, what Is t?' Father was lookiug
i nir, ar vitl s fo ger down on
F gal e Just stared i his paper t keep his place
L] il } i x
= Lk \s inybody ¢ I":‘. to &
son who's « ] erating you
go 1 Hay 1 t ke t, with his f-.r»‘["r ger
g om to what he wants to te 1‘
Why, 1 actually found m_-,w‘.f‘
you woa't &5 belng s y for Aunt Jane.
: She eared her throat again
“l1 mean I ecan't—on account of | It is understood. of esurse, that
Mother.™ Mary s to go to school tomeorrow
I wouldn't have sald It If I hadn’t | morning, 1 st ppose.” she sald
ad F . " tall T
:‘-‘:I.::\ :r“‘hrthw”\ .'.tr,\wn;ql: L : “Why, of course, of course,” hn.--mi

I could see It

n hisfa

e A
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how beat with his eyes hlazing as he Jumped nl

most out of his chalr and exclalme

“Your mother!”
And 1 hoped they'd | It over as soon as possible.
“l mean, cn account of Mother—
cause If It was at nighttime Father'd | that not for you, or Aunt Jane, or  ing”
be sure to have a star or something to | anybody will I go back to that schoo|
and associate with folks that woa't
associate with me—on asccount of

I let It out and got | flashed

his paper. “Of course she'll go to—"

he stopped suddenly. A complet
change came to his face. He grew
red. them white. [is eves sort of

“School?T™ he sald then, |
a bard, declded volee, "Oh, na; Mary
Is not going to school tomorrow morn
He looked down to his paper
and began to read ggain. Feor him the
sabject was very evidently closed. But
for Aunt Jane it was not closed.
“You don’t mean, Charies, that she

(Coatinsed next wesk)




