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MY LOVE STORY

By Frank Filson
When Mr. Ellersbie told me that it

was necessary for me to marry John
I said that I. would, rather die. Mr.

.Ellersbie is a tyrant, and papa is a
good deal afraid of him, but he was
very kind to me then. He patted me
on the shoulder and said how sorry
he was, but that it had always been
expected' of me, and he didn't know
how he was going to continue taking
care of papa's affairs unless I mar-
ried John. Besides, he said, mamma

.had not wanted to marry papa at
first

That started me crying. I rushed
off to mamma and asked her if it was
true. She smiled a little sadly, and
said it was, but she had married papa
and was very glad of it now. She
added that if she was papa she would
send old Mr. Ellersbie about his busi-
ness as a tattler.

I went to papa then. He is the dear-
est father that one could possibly im-
agine, but he is nearly always too
busy to see me. I told him what Mr.
Ellersbie had said, and how I hated
the thought of John. I asked hiin. if
he wouldn't dismiss Mr. Ellersbie and
get somebody else.

"I wish I could, Elsie," he answer-
ed. "But I can't Fm not my own
master. None of us are."

"WelL I won't marry John," I an-
swered, and walked away as quickly
as I could, because I knew that if
papa saw me crying he would dismiss
that old Mr. Ellersbie and risk dis-
pleasing everybody.

John had come from abroad with
his younger brother, Hal, especially
to marry me. Hal was to marry my
Cousin Mary. You see, it had all been
cut and dried. Why, the meanest,
poorest girl in the land can have her
say in the choice of a husband, but
not I! We are too high, papa says,
and the higher you are the less free-
dom you have, .

I saw John alone that evening for

the first time in my life- - It had been,
planned that we should be left to-

gether in the garden. I told him then
that I didn't love him and "wouldn't
marry him.

John never had much to say, but
he looked so relieved that I couldn't
help laughing. He said that he had
loved Mary ever since he could re-

member, and that he had firmly re-

solved not to marry me, and had been
worried how he was to break the

"I Wish I Could, Elsie, it

news. I was so happy then that I
caught him by the hands and we
danced a jig under the tree. I wish
Mr. Ellersbie could have seen us
ten! He would have had a fit, I'm
sure.

We got back insideand John went
up to his room, and just then, while
I was standing in mamma's boudoir,
alone, wondering what I should do
next, who should come in but Hal.

"Is it all finished?" he asked.
. "What do you mean?" I inquired
coldly.


