
know that such a man as Richard
Waverly was in the world.

I was feeling particularly blue this
morning nothing had gone right at
school, when the xlaor opened and I
looked up quickly intd the quizzical
gray eyes of a strange man!

He was coming straight toward
me and I noticed that queer, one-

sided smile hovering about his mouth,
but he rather stammered as he told
me his business.

He seemed to think that the prin-

cipal of the grammar school should
be interested in the book he was try-
ing to sell to the board of education,
and before he left he had asked to
call upon me that evening and explain
its merits.

I have never been able to remem-
ber if we spoke of the book that
evening. I CAN remember how my
heart beat as I stood waiting for the
maid, at the place where I boarded,
to show him in.

I CAN remember the thrill that the
warm touch of his hand gave me as
he said "good night" and asked me
to go to the theater with him the next
evening. But I do NOT remember
that we ever spoke again of that
"speller" until last night, when he
told me he had "put over the deal"
and the firm had given him a thou-
sand dollars as fa wedding present.

I have been living in a dream of
happiness with no thought, except
the present. I seem to have dropped
all mv spinster theories of what
should be and simply to be revelling
in what is the dear caressing tones
of my lover the "feel" of his arms
about me the sudden kisses that de-

scend upon my hair or close my eyes
they make up my world.
Dick says he adores red hair and

brown eyes, and when he tells me
that I only thank the fates which sent
me into the world with enough good
looks to make Dick take pride in me.
He is so big so strong and master-.- ,
ful.

We women prate of our independ
ence amfcour equality, but when-T-H- I
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WtMl comes into our lives we quickly
drop into the place nature intend-
ed for us.

I never conceived that love could
be so primitive.

It is entirely different from any
iaeai i nau. ,

I don't know whether Dick ever
read Browning or not and I am sure
he has never read Meredith, but what
do these dead and gone men who an-

alyzed emotion mean to us who are
alive and feeling It?

I have asked Dr. Atwater to "give
me" to Dick and he is coming to see
me tonight.

I am glad that foolish question,
used when the woman was a chattel
and handed from one man to another,
is still in the marriage service. I want
to have that feeling that I am "given"

that I am his "until death do us
part."

There goes the bell. I expect it is
the old doctor and so, little journal,
that my dear, mother
asked me to write in every night and
in which I have done so religiously
all the years since she left me, I ex-

pect this is the last time I shall con-

fess to you the thoughts and emo-

tions of lonely Margaret Hastings. In
the future I shall have my husband
to confide in, but the habit of years is
not easily broken and so I have got-

ten a new book in which to say those
things which, perhaps, I cannot say
even to Dick, who is to be my other
self.

There is just one page left in this
book of my girlhood, and after the
doctor goes I am coming back and
say farewell to the old life of loneli-
ness, work and worry, and bid wel-

come to that new life of happiness,
love and protectionwhich begins to-

morrow.
(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)
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Cedar Rapids, la. L. Grossman,
Chicago diamond merchant, reported
robbery of $35,000 of diamonds from
Pullman berth between Davenport


