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—— this?” she demanded, bolding up one hes A she wasn't a bit flushed | Just my eyes thmt « i - : . e So 1 e here And rig ere and then it came te
r ! of the new USSR g B ry 1 & was .
[ -, > o > + © g \ t to 4 " . ¢ that ) r oSt it was her fault,
| | as Fied : s sl I by * 04 1 if o1 ; could live It
| | l*\,, =& sliv 8 by v face ho i A t's 1 g . Tu And
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’ G‘q st 1 < | knew she wus Soinething ' T 1 - P ell,

i c/' looking at e I r very sternest, | pen yeste Thier a hia 3 o1 H he

SOrTies J ng: gl ) - Ing g But I

- oh, M ) uld youl I'u p i ot s & and he

M asl - ouldn’t you wear out - ) se, | S0 s I I 5 t ght,

! A = 1 lHitle three )i A | ¢ 1 \ LY 1 then

| 3 Eleanor H. Porter e ? o ey er wa 7 — . g =13 e . - gre
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| through, v ha er nocuse me of get she i his eves beg i Fat} H as still

| y ting d i Iresses ! Well, 1 just 3 # g hnlt < is o8

couldn’ sinud Aund 1 wld her roing e : . ey R the g st W i 1 for

[llustrations by a5 well as 1.could, only 1 was crying ol as | || & % , ard, and we sat down | gotter - as plain
Ry $0 by now that 1 could hardly s k, Fa ! | b t c—only Father didn't | to be ses il e

‘R. H. Livingstone I told her how it was hard enoug . V) o B e S A | ¢ ich. He just listened to, what | Without an; . t, he'd have
be Muary purt of the t . and Marie And when Aunt Hattle pooh-poched .. " ' Ak It B 1 R I snid. and his ¢ grew deeper and | bes stirring I know he would.

L part of the tlwe, when | knew and asked how could she de such a % A g s ‘bl darker and s o1 waid they didn't | He was like that

= eorrighi by Bleaner . Portas they wanted me to be. bBut when she  thing, Mother answered : ;I!ll_ cotld see now th ahi - " rove i <o much, after a time, but “Father, Father!™ 1 had to speak
— tried to have we Mury wl e wa “Because Charles Anderson is the <she dd not realize at all then Just star fixedly at nothing, away twlce, before he heard m Do you
S8YNOPSIS e Marie, 5”;'5 he tried to have me father of my little girl, and I think | she was doing. She was just thi out across the room. By and by he  really mean that you would Uke to try

Marie while she wanted me Mary—I1 she should heur him speak. Therefore | f herself—alwavs herself: her rights, Stirred and drew a long sigh, and said, ‘U:I‘:'[l " | I"-‘k"'.ll‘-- \
PREFACE.—'Mary Marls” explains her | 4/d Dot know what they wanted; and  Hattie, 1 intend to * her.” | her wrongs, her hurt feellngs, her 8lmost under his breath: Eh? What?" And just the way he
o vy 'd“.’:"?le Pﬁ;'rg:::ltr';l :n‘g, {u;t I wished 1 had never beeu born unless And then she asked Grandfather | wants and wishes She never once “1t was just such another night as  turned and looked at me showed how
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ting the diary—later & novel 8| O essle, or Anuabelle, and not a m 8o excited! Only think of see wrongs and hurt feelings, maybe, And of course, 1 asked what was— | y 5, JOu Know=—woas yo

m" is commenced at Amdersonville, Mary Marie that was all mixed up till ing wy father up on a big platform She sald a lot more—oh, ever so and then I knew, almost before he had | sald,” 1 reminded him,

CHAPTER L—Mary begins with Nurse I didn't know what I was. with a lot of big men, and hearing him much more; but I can't remember it told me, “Oh, that!" Such a funny lock came
Mhl'a\'l;?n“:f of her ml) t:t{‘l.i:- | Aud then I cried some more, speak! And he'll be the very smartest | all. T know that she went on to say “That 1 first saw your mother, my | to his face, half ashamed, haif vexed.
m'u“'hl. aefnmoul, nomer, less than & Mother dropped the dress then, and and IJ:IIL-!TU::uwr one there, too., You | that by and by the tarnish began to dear” “I'm ”ﬂ-fl'“l“ I have been—talking, my
:‘i:“?:.'?h‘ﬁfmﬁ“u“."ﬁ:;"" the "ﬁ: took me in her arms over on th see If he isn't! dim the brightness of my life, too; “Oh, yes, I know " 1 cried, eager to de‘rfr:. . b

or wanted to eall her lohm:.:'d her Couch, and she said, “There, there, TWO WEEKS AND ONE DAY LATER and that wag the worst of all. she tell him that I did know. “And she Yes, but would you?" T pergisted.
!um Insisting on Ab Jane. The and that I was tired and nervous, and | sald—that innocent children should must have looked lovely In that per He shook his head; then, with such
B e i oret T thgme, o2 | all wrought up, and to ery all I wanted | pacher's here—right here in Boston suffer, and their voung lives he spotled  fectly beautiful blue silk dress all sil- | an ob-that-It-could-be! smlle, he said:
: ! : " “Of course—we all wish that we

uzzied thereat.
er mother's ar-
how

mn.ll frien lhl-ﬂd was
ree Surah tells her of
mval at Andersonville ag a L]
nlshed they all were at the sight of
E‘dﬂ.m_r mhbﬂl-yﬁm girl whom
sedate professor chosean for a

CHAPTER IL—Continung her story,
e Sarah makes It plain why the
hold seemed a strunge one to the

d 1md howher guhor and mother
¢! apart through mis tanding,
mh:-;apmudmmmwmtw

i over the situation.

vaArlEH UL—bMary tells of the tuime
t ""out west"” where the ‘‘perfec
right and genteel and respectable”

orce wWas g arranged for, and her
ther's (to her) unacountable behavior,

Ethc -&l.;l“t'.d res the child s to spend
mon o

with th
and six mon :1&.; - m

father.
Mother's home, she and
ve Andersonville for that eity to

first six months

.—Al Boston
_!V eligh

compares

prim and severs, with her beautiful, dainty !
mother, much to the former's disadvan-
tags. Aunt Jane l.lno‘rovu of the dain-
ty clothes which the child |s wearing, and |
replaces them with * ceable” serges
and thick-coled shosa er father arrives
home and seems su to see her. The
child soon begins to notice that the girls
&t school seem to avold her. Her father
wppears Interested In the life Mrs. An-

1 leads at Boston and asks man

lons in & queer manner whic
purziea Mary, BShe finds out that her
choolmates do not associate with her
on nccount of her parents being divoreced,
an! she refuses to attend school. Angry
at first, Mr. Anderson, when he learns
the reason for her determination, decides
hat she need not go. He will hear her
me Tn Aunt Jane's and her father's
& Mary dresses In the pretty clothes
rought from Boston and ‘plays the
st tunes she knows, on _ ths little-
used plano. Then, overcome by her lone-
someness, she Induiges-In a crying spell
her father's unexpected appear-

ance Interrupts. She sohs out the story
her unhappiness, and in a clumsy way
ywnforts her. After that he appears
& to make her stay more pleasant
1inther writes asking fhat Mary be
M ved to come to Boston for the berxin-
g of the school term, and Mr. Ander-

8 onsents, though from an expression
ke lats fall Mary belleves he is sorry she

= goine

HAPTER VIL—Maryv s

to Aesir

surpri=ad nt

tre tenderness her father dlsplavs wher
pute her en the traln for Boston
| liscovers “‘the viollnist™ making
! to her mother's mald, Theresn, but
« nothing. Later, however, she over-

i1im making & proposal of marriage

1 r mother, and tell® what she saw
The violinist™ s dismissed An unac-
table change in her mother aston-

s« her. The child is given to under-

nd she is being taught self-diacipline
At she has less good times and fewer

things to wear. Ag the time for

1 to Andersonville approaches
lerson equips her in  plain
<es  and “sensible’” shoes—""Mary’
gs, 'he child complains

HAFTER VIL—At the Andersonville
n Mary I8 met by her father In a
tomoblile, and finds instead of the
nd angular Aunt Jane a young and
¢ woman who she learr
sin Grace.” Mary writes her moth
hange, and s astonished at
juestionns she s called on t«
erning her father's naw house-
Mary decldes that he intends to
wusin Grace.” In a moment of
erce she asks him {f that ls not
tention. He tells her it is not, and
mfounded when she Informs him she
itten to her mother telling her her
f the situation. A few days later
es back to Boston

TAPTER VIIL-—Mr. Anderson visits

#ton to deliver a lecture: Mrs Ander.

| Marie hear him and Marie talks

m Later that day Marie finds her

r crying over some old finery In the

. ind she learns the things were con-

¢ ted with Mra Anderson’s first meet-

& with her divoreed husband. At a_re-

. n tendered Profeasor Anderson Ma-

Tl leads her father to admit that he

reg #ts the separation, and Marie ls sure

r her observations that her mother

*8 him. Bhe » s that he call

Al the house and she will arrange for her

mother to meet him without first know-

ng wik the visitor Ia - Marie i» confi-

it If they meet. a reconcillation

w.  Her intuition ls correct, mu.

sunderstandings are explained

iwo, who have really always
ne another, are remarried

ust as hard as 1 could 1o for
. m—on account of Mother, so as
¢ loyal to her. Apd 1 did ‘most
¢l Lim by the time I'd got home
all came back agnin a little later
en we were unpacking my trunk,
LY see

. Lhie

Mother found the two new
Whee dresses, and the dear MNttle
Bhoes | knew then. of course, that

the'd have to kXnow all—! mean. how
*0e hadn't pleased Father, even after
:.'- her pains trying to have me go as
fary

“Why. Marle, what i the werld is

f rie’s things just to get a little vacation

| be Mary at all.

to. And by and by, when I was calm-
er I could tell Mother all about it.

And 1 did.

I told her how hard 1 tried- to be
Mary all the way up to Andersonville
and after 1 got there; and how then
I found out, all of a sudden one day,
that father had got ready for Marle,
and he dido't want me to be Mary,
and that was why he had got Cousin
Grace and the avtomoblle and the
geraniums In the window, and, oh,
everything that made it nice and com-
fy and homey. And then is when they
bought me the new white dresses and
the little white shoes. And I told
Mother, of course, it was lovely to be
Marie, and I llked it, only 1 knew she
would feel bad to think, after all her
paing to make me Mary, Father didn't
want me Mary at all

“I 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 sald he'd

| remembered what I'd sald te him In

the parlor that day—how tired I got
being Mary, and how I'd put om Ma-

from her; and he said he'd pever for-
gotten, And so when It came near
time for me to come agaln, he deter-
misad & S5 b = | weulda's bave = |
And so that was why.
And I teld Mother it was all right,
and of course I liked it; only it did
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. Aud that it was hard, when you
were (rying just the best you knew
how,

And [ began to cry again.

And she sald there, there, once
more, and patted me on my shoulder
and told we 1 needi Orey any more
And that she uanderstood t, if 1
didn’t In fact, she was beginning
to understand a lot of things that
she'd never understood  belors An
-IIO- snin 1t Wis el very (AL
af Futher to do what be did, s
I neednt rry abo I g is
wlensed at it Thut she -
and that she believed he mennt
o bhe And she said I needs 1
tny more whether to be Mary r M
rie; but to be Just a good, loving Nt
daughter to both of them; and 1l
was all she asked, and she was very

re it wa< all Father would ask.

I told wer then how I thought he
fidd eare a little about having me there
and that | knew he was golng to miss
me And I told her why—what he'd
suld that morning In the junction

about appreciating love, and not miss
ing things or people until you didn’t
have them: and _how he'd learned his
lesson, and all that

And Mother grew all flushed and
rosy agnin, but she was pleased |
knew she was, And she sald some
besutiful things about mking t
people happs inst 1 ing t
ourselves all the t - «t ns she hn
talked once, before [ wer i A
1 felt again that hushed, stalned-win
tdow solt-music evi o ¥-Knies &
kind of a way: and 1 s s0 hay
And It Instedgnll 1 - f that o
niug till 1 went to slee]

\ ['l.l '||T the _""-' b 1 ! o4 it 1
fdea came to me, when 1 thought how
Mother was Arying to pléase Fat
and he was I(rying (o please, |
Wouldn‘t It be perfectly lovely 1
wonderful If Father and Mother shouls
fall in love with each other all over

1% 1 guesas then
all right

again, and get marri
this would be a love story

all right!
NCTOBER

Oh, how 1 wish that staiped-window
everybody-kneeling feeling wonld last
tut It never does Just the next
morping, when | woke up, it rained

And 1 didn't feel pleased a bhit. St
-
1 remembered what had happened the

night before, and a real glow caim
vver me at the heautiful idea I had
gone to sleep with

I wanted to tell Mother, and ask

bher If it couldn’t be, and wouldn't she
let it be, If Father would. withou!
walting to dress me, | hurried across
the hall to her room and told her all
about it—my ldes, and everything
| But she sald, “Nonsense™ and,
| “Hush, hush,” when | asked her if she
| and Father coulda’t Jall in love all
| over again and get married. And she
i-ll pot 1o get sflly notions isto my

=i

I don't know when he came. But the

first day of the meeting was day be

fore yesterday, and he was here then

The paper sald he was, and his pieture

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 le
that way.)

Mother saw It first, That Is, I think }
she did. She had the paper in her
hand, looking at it, when ] came Into
the room; but as soon as she saw me
she lald it right down quick on the
table. If she hadn't been quite so
quick about it, and If she hadn't looked
quite so queer when she did it, 1
wouldn’t have thought anything at all
But when I went over to the table after
she had gone, and saw the paper with
Father's picture right on the first
page—and the biggest picture there—
I knew then, of course, what she'd
been looking at.

1 looked at it then, and I read what
it said, too. It was lovely. Why, 1
hado’t any idea Father was so blg. I
was prouder than ever of him. It told
all 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 golng to give an ad-
@ress the next day. And | rend N
all—every word. And I made up my
mind right there and then that I'd
cut out that piece and save It.

But that night, when I went to the
library cupboard to get the paper, 1
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. I never
thought then of Mother. But I believe
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—I1 mean tell themn—in reg
ulgr order, and not put the ice cream
in where the ought to So

soup be,

I'm not going to tell vet why I suspect |
t was Mother that cut out that page |
of the paper with Father's picture In |
it. |
We the ne wrning was Father's
l¢ re, and 1 vith Mother Of |
= i X there, ton
but he was with e other astronomers
1 < \1 v, he d it th us [
And A Hattle didn’t go at al = |
Mothes nd 1 were alone |
We =a TN g ays back |
wanted to g ip front, r far front— |
the front cent f 1 ecould get It s 1l |
T told Mother =o But she sald |
“Mercy, no!" and shuddered, and went
back two more rows from where she
was, and gt behind a big post

1 guess she wans afrald Father would

see ns, hut that's what 1 wanted 1
wanted him to see us. 1 wanted him
to he right In the middle of his lecture

nnd look down amnd see right there be

fore him his little girl Mary, and she
thiat hadl been the wife of his bosom
Now t vonld have been what 1
a he nE. re thrilling. especial
y if ' st r grew red, or hite,
W s ¥ r wied short, or
thing show hat he'd seepn us
I'd m
R : vhere Mother
wanted t ehind the post And. of
It A% @ i () of
. 1 [] t ¢ 1
' | i I o
a fir he | wt
for g ! U K T L |
ble b ! % the L
bolor ' 1 ¥ 1 _‘!
1 41 ] 1 on el
other and i ¥ r twlee
‘ z he Tl
througt -V JUL ] nar
tha;
‘ ' ar " ] L
(not r R s Fa wnd t
1t all i r | B#ye ivgotupt
gu d1 = t A O f 1 § We
r ng down the aisle, ai | looked
snd there was Father right in {ront
of the platforr shaking | ands with
folks
1 looked at Mother thet Her face

vhilte. and her eyes were |
hought 1 spoke

shook her

wns all pinky

I guess she t

ne
m'l
and said

no. 1 couldn't, I couldn't! Bu: |
Run along and speak |

you may, dear
to wim: but dom't stay Remember, |

Mother 1s walting, and come righ!

“I.' r

frr

hend
“No

of » ilden  she

| back.” I

| I"kpew then that it must bave been

ing at once, and telling each other he

glad we were to see each other

But he was looking for Mother—I1
know he was; for the next minute aft
er he saw me, he looked right over my
head at the woman back of me. And

all the while he was talking with me,

his eyes would look at me and then
leap &s swift as llghtning first here
and then there, all over the hall. But
be didn't see her. I knew he didn't
see her, by the look on his face. And
pretty quick I sald I'd have to go

And then he sald:

“Your mother—perhaps she didn't—
did she come?' And his face grew all
red and rosy as he asked the guestion

And I said yes, and she was waiting,
and that was why 1 had to go back
right away.

And he said, “Yes, yes, to be sure.”
and, “good-by.” But he still held my
hand tight, and his eyes were still rov-
ng all sver the housa. Aud 1 had 1
tell him again that I really had to go;
and I bad to pull real determined at
my hand, before I could break away.

I went back to Mother then. The
hall was almost empty, and she wasn't
anywhere in sight at all; but 1 found
her just outside the door. I knew then
why Father's face showed that he
hagn't found her. She wasn't there to
find. I suspect she had looked outr for
that.

Her face was still pinky-white, and
her eyes were shining; and she wanted
to know everything we had sald—
everything. So found omt, of
course, that he had asked If she was
there. But she didn't say anvthing her.
self, not anything

In the afternoon I went to walk with

she

one of the girls: nnd when | eame In
I couldn’t find Mother She wasn't
anywhere downstnirs, nor In her room,
nor mine, nor apywhere else on that
floor Aunt Hattle sald no, she wasn't
out, but that she wans sure she Jdido't
know where she was She¢ must be

somewhere In the honse

! went upstairs then, another fight
There wasn't anywhere else to go, and
Mother must be somewhere, of courss
And It seemed suddenly to me as If

| I'd jJust got to find her. 1 wanted
her so

And 1 found her

In the littlesbnck room where Aunt
Hattle keeps her trunks and mothball
bage, Mother wus on the floor In the

| eorner crying. And when 1 exclalmmed
out and ran over to her, 1 found she
was sitting beside an old trunk that
was open; and acrose her lap was a
perfectly lovely pale-bine satin dress
all trimmed with sllver lace that had
grown hlack AT Mother was crying

and erying as If her heart would hreak

Of course, 1 tried and tried to stog
her, and 1 begge her to tell me what
was the mnatter But I conldn’t do a
thing, not & thing. not for n long time
Then 1 happened to say whift a lovel
dress, only what & pity It was that th
lace was all black

She give a Httle choking ery then
and hegan to telk—littie short sen
o « all rhok 1IN w e w0 th
I comaldd hard I whint she was talk

T t §IT little by Jittle, 1 he
gnn derst

St snld ves t whs all hinek—tar

1 ad that It was just like every
v g th he had had anvthing to A
el ' fe and her mar
i ;. r'u f nd 1 i
- \ 1 she hn
11 | vo-
Aan | | | ’
A A ted
Bno 1 t 17 I
feel tarnishe L he
W t por Ki ¥

‘ried all t 1
and began agn

She sald this little dress WwWas the
one she wore at the big recep!
where she first met Fal And «he
was 8o proud | happy when Fathe
—and he was fine and splendid and

ton, she said—eingled

handscme then
her out, apd just couldn’t seem to sy
away from her & minute all the eve
ping. And then four days later be

by the kind of llving I'd had to have
with this wretched makeshift of a di-
vided home. She began to cry agaln
then, and begeed to forgive her;
and T eried and tried to tell her 1 didn®t
mind it; but, of course, I'm older now,
and I know I do mind it, though I'm try-

me

ng just as hard ag 1 ean not to be
Mary when 1 ought to be Marie, or
Marie when I ought to be Mary, Only
I get all mixed up so, lately, and 1

anld =0, and 1 guess 1 eried some more

Mother jumped up and
“Tut, tut,” what was she thinking
to talk llke this when (it do
a bit of good, but only made nmtters
worse, And she sald that only went to
prove how she was still keeping on
tarnighing my happiness and bringing
tears to my bright eyes, when certaln-
Iy nothing of the whole wretched bus!
ness was my fault,

fhe thrust the dress back Into the
trunk then, and shut the lid. And
she began to talk and laugh and tell
storles, and be gayer and jolller than
I'd seen her for ever so long. And
she was that way at dinner, too, until
Grandfather happened to mention the
reception tomorrow night, und ask If
she was golng.

She flushed up red then, oh, 8o red!
and sald, “Certainly not” Then she
Added anick, with a faany Hitle draw-
ing-in of her breath, that she should
let Marle go, though, with her Aunt
Hattle. It was the only chance Fn-
ther would have to see me, and she
didn't feel that she had any right to
deprive him of that privilege, and she
dldn't think It would do me any harm
to be ont this once late in the evening
And she Intended to let me go

sald

of

then,

couldn't

TWO DAYS LATER

Well now 1 guess something's dolng
all right And my | 1 Is shu TR
1 ean hardly write i t 1
nhend so fust nnd tel But |
to keep it sternly | al
as It happened, m t bey
leg eresnin instes

At the reception I
awny, but he dide
time He stomd In w
of folks came ap and s

shook hands ; and he b

but in between when
anybody notleing, he looged
and bored. After a time he
changed his position, and |1
was hunting for a chance to get
when all of a sudden his eyes, 1 1"
around the room, lighted on me
My ! but Just didn't I love the way

he enme through that crowd, stralght
toward me, without paying one oblt of
tried to
wlien

that
And

attention to the folks

stop him on the way. he

Then He Began to Talk and Tell Bto
ries, Just as If | Was a Young Lady
to Be Entertained

ooked so glad to see me,
the same quick search
bheyond and around
" oling for somehody
just as he had done the morning
of the lecture And | knew It was
Mother, of course. 30 [ sald:

“Ne, she dida’t coma”

gool 1 e he

ith

f he Was

was
Ir £ hip eyes
e

elre

ver lace
He
“Mow

manded
“1 saw It."
“You saw It!"
“Yesterday,

nodded
“But

turned and stared at me.
Aid you know that?' he de

yes—the dress,” 1

he asked,
surprised.
-seventeen

yvoul!
80

he

how could
frowning, and looking
“Why, that dress must
years old, or more.”

I nodded again, and 1 suppose I did
look pleased ; It's such fun to have a
secret, vou know, and watch folks
guess and wonder., And [ kept him
guessing and wondering for quite a
while, Then, of course, [ toild him
that It was upstairs in Grandfather's
trunk room; that Mother had got it
out, and 1 =aw It,

“But, what—was your mother doing |
with that dress?' he asked then, look-
ing even more puezled and mystified,

And then suddenly 1 thought and
remembered that Mother was crying. |
And, of course, she wouldn't want Fa-
ther to know she was cryving over It— |
thut dress she had worn when he first
met her long ago! (I don’t think wom-
en ever want men to know such thinge,
do you?! 1 know I shouldn't!) 8o I
didn't tell. Father had begun to talk
amile, saftlv. ss Uf te himself;

“1 suppose tonlght. seelng von, and
all this, braught It back to me so vivid- [
ly." Then he turned and looked at
me. “You are very like your mother
tonight, dear.”

“1 suppose 1 am, mayhe, when I'm
Marie," T nodded

He laughed with his lips, hat
eyves ddn't lnugh one bit as he said

“What a quaint lttle fancy of yours

his

that 19, child—as If you were two In
one

““iat 1T am two In one” 1 declared
“*“Thnt's why I'm a cross-current and a
econtradietion u know I explained
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e stopipmedd . agnin
stralght mhead at the da th
out seelng one of them, | knew -
he drew a great deep sigh that seened
to come from the very hottom of his
howt =

But it was my faunlit my fault,
every hit of It.,” he muttered, still star
ing stralght ahend If T hadn't heen
o0 thoughtless As If 1 could Im-

prisen that bright spirit of youth In @
great dull cage of conventionality, and
ot expect It to brulse Its wings by
futtering sguins the horal”

could go back and do It over aganln—
differently. But we never can.”

“Yes, but, Father, you can go back,
in this case, and so can Mother, ‘cause
vou both want to” I hurried on, al-
most choking In my anxlety to mget [t
all out quickly, “And Mother sald it
was her fault, I heard her”

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

“Yes, ves, just as you said It was

yours—about all those things at the
first, you know, when—when she was
n spirit of youth beating agalnst the
hars "

Father
faced me.

“Mary, what are you talking about?
he asked then. And I'd have been
scared of his volee If It hadn't been
for the great light that was shining
In his eyes.

But 1 looked Into his eyes,
wasn't scared; and I told him
thing, every single thing—all a
how Mother had erled over the lit
blue dress that day in the trunk-room,

turned square around and

| and how she had shown the tarnished

lace and sald that she had tarnished
the happiness of him and of herself
and of me; and that It was all her
tault; shal abe wes thoughtless and
wiliful and exactiag and a spofled
child; and, oh, If she could enly try It
over again, how differently she would

do! And there was a lot more. I
told everything—everything 1 could
remember, Some way, T didn't be-
lleve that Mother would mind now,
after whut Father had sald. And 1
just knew she wouldn't mind if she

could see the look In Father's eyed as
I tnlked

He didn't Interrupt me—not long
Interraptions He did speak out a
guick lttle word now and then, at

1 of the parts; and once | know 1
saw hilm wipe a tear frol his eves
After that he put u (s hnnd and sat
vith | i 1 t! res of
[T 1 And he dldn't
tnke I
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