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CHAPTER XII. (Continued.) 
•M "Ben Peters. He was drunk in the 
*'"barn and I took him into tbe wood 
|shed and gave bim some hot coffee— 
iteiand some religion, but not enough to 
jjKhurt him. I told him he had to get 

con verted and he said he would. So I 
® told him about it, but you'd better tell 
Ihim again, for I'm afraid I made quite 
la mess of it. And then we prayed, and 
ll was stuck for fair, father, for I 
I couldn't think what to do next. But 

believe it was God who said, 
Hat's your father for?' And so I left 
m praying for himself and—you'd 
mpr hurry, or he may get cold feet 
$run away. Be easy with him, 
jjer, but don't let him off. This is 
tjiflrst chance we've ever had at Ben 
nrs and God'll never forgiv^ us if 

Slet him slip through out fingers." 
Sgirol was dumped off on to the floor 

u'her father was half way d6wn the 
q*s before she caught hep'- breath. 
Tn she smiled. Then she blushed, 
t^hat was one bad Job," she said to 
ibelf sadly. "I'm a disgrace to the 
Jhodist church. Thank goodness 
tl trustees'll never hear of , it. I'll 
ale Ben Peters to eternal Bilence if 

£ five to do it with kisses.' Then her 
mftm ce grew very soft. "Poor old man! 
•*"' ;Oh, the poor old man!" A quick rush 

Of tears blinded her eyes and her 
"Oh, why do they 

out any more. Or maybe father would 
let us borrow the money and stay at 
the dorm. And Conni'e so far along 
now that she's all right. Any good 
high school will do for her. It doesn't 
make any difference at all." 

"No, we're so nearly grown up that 
one place will do just as well as an
other," agreed Carol unconcernedly. 

"I'm anxious to move, myself," said 
Connie. "I'm afraid some of the 
ladies might carry out their designs 
on father. They've had five years of 
practice now, you know." 

"Don't be silly, Con. Jsn't Aunt 
Grace here on purpose to chaperon 
him and keep the ladies off? I'd hate 
to go to New London, or M<*liapolis, 
or—but after all it doesn't make a bit 
of difference." 

Just the same, on Wednesday even
ing, the girls sat silent, with intensely 
flushed faces and painfully shining 
eyes, watching the clock, listening for 
the footstep. They had deliberately 
remained away from the station. They 
thought they could face it better with
in the iriendly walls of the parsonage. 
It was all settled now, father knew 
where ihey were going. Oh, why 
hadn't he wired? It must be terribly 
bad then, he evidently wanted to break 
it to them gently. 

Maybe it was a circuit! There was 
the whistle now! Only a few minutes 
now. Suppose his salary were cut 

family pride. Where will we live now, 
lather?" 

"We'll rent a house—any house we 
like—and live like white folks." 

"Rent! Mercy, father, doesn't the 
conference furnish the elders with 
houses? We can never afford to pay 
rent! Never!" 

"Oh, we have a salary of twenty-five 
hundred a year now.' he said, with 
apparent complacence, but careful to 
watch closely for ^ the effect of this 
statement. "It gratified him, too, as, 
much as he had expected. The girls 
stood stock-still and gazed at him, and 
then, with a violent struggle for self 
composure Carol asked: 

"Did you get any of it in advance? 
I need come new slippers." 

So the packing was finished, a suit
able house was found—modern, with 
reasonable rent—on Maple avenue 
where the oaks wpre most magnifi
cent, and the parsonage family be
came just ordinary "folks," a parson
age household no longer. 

dence says so." 
"Prudence,' said Connie gravely, 

"is a dear sweet thing, but she's awful
ly old fashioned, Carol; you know 
that." 

Carol and Lark were speechless. 
They would as soon have dreamed of 
questioning the catechism as Pru
dence's perfection. 

"She's narrow. She's a darling, of 
course, but she isn't up-to-date. I 
want <o know what folkfc are talking 
about. I don't believe this poem. I'm 
a Christian. But I w&nt to know what 
other folks think about me and what 
I believe. That's all. Prudence is 
fine, but I know a good deal more 
about .some things than Prudence will 
know when she'jt a thousand years 
old." 

The twins still sat silent. 
"Of course, some folks wouldn't ap

prove of parsonage girls reading 
things like this. But I approve of it. 
I want to know why I disagree with 
this poetry, and I can't until I know 

"You must be very patient with us where we disagree. It's beautiful, 
if we still try to run things," Carol Carol, really. It's kind of sad. It 
said apologetically to the president of makes me want to cry. It's—" 

;• throat throbbed. 
„i3what makes men like that? Can't they 
(jpaee, can't they know, how awful they I down—good-by to silk stockings and 
IJi 'are, how—" She shuddered. "I can't kid gloves—cheap, but kid, just the 

r%ee for the life of me what makes God 
^tteat us decently at all." Her face 
frightened again. "It was a bad job 
ill right, but I feel kind of pleased 

vabout it. I hope father won't mention 
"It to the girls." 

And Ben Peters truly had a start, in-
ifcredlble as it seemed. Yes, as Carol 
Shad warned him, he forgot sometimes 
s|»nd tried to steer for himself and al-
Ijways crashed into the rocks. Then 
. Carol, with angry eyes and scornful 

K"voice, berated him for trying to get 
phold of God's job, and cautioned him 
IjkAew about "sticking In when it was 

fu iiot his affair any more." It took tima, 
?:$<•'long time, and hard work, and many, [ of fun. father. 
J.^asany prayers went up from Carol's " 

#5>edside, but there came a time when 
C'Ben Peters let go for good and all, and 
Iturned to Carol, standing beside the 

bed with sorry frightened eyes, and 
•jf"said quietly: 
m- "It's all right. Carol. I've let go. 
gTou're a mighty nice little girl. I've 
'•let ko for good this time. I'm jUBt iJ-jtllDDing along where He sends me-

l a  * '  '  all right," he 
vi7*ad fell asleep. 

finished drowsily. 

f • CHAPTER XIII. 
The Connie Problem. 

W Mr. Starr was getting ready to go 
conference, and the girls hovered 

, iffebnt him with anxious eyes. This 
v-t-Was their fifth conference since com-
[ tag to Mount Mark—the time limit 
[ for Methodist ministers was five years. 
f-JPhe Starrs, therefore, would be trans
ferred and where? Small wonder 
; that the girls followed him around 
rtlhe house and spoke in soft voices and 
I looked with tender eyes at the old 
> parsonage and the wide lawn. They 
'#ould be leaving it next week. Al

ready the curtains were down, and 
; laundered, and packed. The trunks 
were filled, the books were boxed. 
Yes, they were leaving, hut whither 

they bound? 
'Gdi-your ecclesiastical dander up, 

father," Carol urged, "don't let them 
ffglve us a church fight, or a twenty-
|thousand-dollar debt on a thousand-
" dollar congregation." 

"We don't care for a big salary or a 
{stylish congregation," Lark added, 
• "but we don't want to go back to 
' washpans and kerosene lamps again." 

"If you have to choose between a 
bath tub, with a church quarrel, and 

! a wash basin with peace and harmony, 
We'll take the tub and settle the 
(wrap!" 

1 The conference was held in Fair
field and he Informed the girls casually 

; that he would be home oj the first 
' train after the assignments were 

inade. He said it casually, for he did 
not wisn them to know how perturbed 
he was over the coming change. Ilur-

! ing the conference he tried in many 
' and devious ways to learn the will of 

the authorities regarding his future, 
but he found no clue. And at home 

same! Supose the parsonage would 
be old fashioned! Suppose there 
wasn't any parsonage at all, and they 
would have to pay rent! Sup— Then 
the door slammed. 

Carol and Lark picked up their 
darning, and Connie bent earnestly 
over her magazine. Aunt Grace cov
ered a yawn with her slender fingers 
and looked out of the window. 

"Hello!" 
"Why, hello, papa! Back already?" 
They dropped darning and maga

zines and flew to welcome him home. 
"Come and sit down!' "My, it 

seemed a long time!" "We had lots 
Was it a nice con

ference?" "Mr. James sent us two 
bushels of potatoes!" "We're going to 
have chicken tomorrow—the Ladies' 
Aiders sent it' with th«ir farewell 
love." "Wasn't it a dandy day?"\ 

"Well, it's all settled." 
"Yes, we suposed It would be. Was 

the conference good? We read ac
counts of it every day and acted stuck 
up when it said nice things about 
you." 

"We are to—" 
"Ju-just a minute, father," Inter

rupted Connie anxiously. "We don't 
care a snap where it is, honestly we 
don't. We're just crazy about it, 
wherever it is. We've »;at it all set
tled. You needn't be afraid to tell us." 

"Afraid to tell us!" mocked the 
twins indignantly. "What kind of 
slave drivers do you think we are?" 

"Of course we don't care where ,we 
go." explained I.ark. "Haven't we 
been a parsonage bunch long enough 
to be tickled to death to be sent any 
place?" 

"Father knows we're all right. Go 
on. daddy, who's to be our next 
flock?" 

"We haven't any, we—" 
The girls' faces paled, "Haven't 

any? You mean—" 
i "I mean we're to stay in Mount 
Mark." 

"Stav in— What?" 
"Mount Mark. They—" 
"They extended the limit," cried 

Connie, springing up. 
"No," he denied laughing. 'They 

made me a presiding elder, and we're 

"A presiding elder! Father! Hon
estly? They—" 

"They ought to have made you a 
bishop," crird Carol loyally. "I've 
been expecting it all iny life. That's 

the Ladies' Aid. "We've been a par
sonage bunch all our lives, you know, 
and it's got to be a habit. But we'll 
be as easy on you as we can. We 
know what it,would mean to leave two 
ministers' families down on you at 
once." 

M-r. Siarr's new positioh necessitat
ed long and frequent absences from 
home and that was a drawback to the 
family comradeship. But the girls' 
pride in his advancement was so 
colossal, and their determination to 
live up to the dignity of the eldership 
was so deep seated, that affairs ran on 
quite serenely in the new home. 

Aren't we getting sensible?" Carol 
frequently asked her sisters, and they 
agreed enthusiastically that they cer
tainly were. 

"1 don't think we ever were so bad 
as we thought we were," Lark said. 
"Even Prudence says now that 
were always pretty good. Prudence 
ought to think so. She got most of 
our spending, money for a good many 
years, didn't she?" 

"Prudence didn't get. It. She gave 
it to the heathen." 

"Well, she got credit for it on the 
lord's accounts, I suppose. But she 
deserved it. It was no joke collecting 
allowances from us." 

One day this beautiful serenity was 
broken in upon in a most unpleasant 
way. Carol looked up from De Senec-
tute and flung out her arms in an 
all-relieving yawn. Then she looked 
at Lark, who was aimlessly drawing 
feathprs on the skeletons of $>Irds in 
her biology text. She looked at Con
nie. sitting upright in her chair, a 
small book close to her face, alert, 
absorbed, oblivious to the world. 
Connie was wide awake and Carol re
sented it. 

"What are you reading, Con?" she 
asked reproachfully. 

Connie looked up. startled, and col
ored a little. "Oh—poetry," she stam
mered. 

Carol was surprised. "Poetry," she 
echoed. "Poetry? What kind of po
etry? There are many poetries in this 
world of ours. 'Life is real, life is 
parnest.' 'There was a voting lady from 
Bangor.' 'A man and a maiden de
cided to wed.' 'Sunset and evening 
star,"—oh, there are lots of poetries. 
What's yours?" Her senseless disser
tation had put her in good humor 
again. 

Connie answered evasively. "It is 
by an old oriental writer. I don't sup
pose you've ever read it. Khayyam 
is his name." 

"Some name," said Carol suspicious
ly. "What's the poem?" Her eyes had 
narrowed and darkened. By this time 
Carol had firmly convinced herself 
that she was bringing Connie up—a 
belief which afforded lively amuse
ment to self-conducting Connie. 

"Why. it's The Rtihaiyat. It's—" 
"The Rubaiyat!' Carol frowned. 

Lark looked up from the skeletons 
with sudden Interest. The Rubaiyat? 
By Khayyam? Isn't that the old fel
low who didn't believe in God. and 
heaven, and such things—you know 
what I mean—the man who didn't be
lieve anything, and wrote about it? 
Let me see it. I've never read it my-

"I've a big notion to tell papa, on 
you," said Carol soberly and sadly. 

Connie rose at once. 
"What's the matter?" 
"I'm going to tell papa myself." 
Carol moved uneasily in her chair 

"Oh, let it go this time. I—I Just 
mentioned it to relieve my feelings. I 
won't tell him yet. I'll talk it over 
with you again. I'll have to think it 
over first." 

"I think I'd rather tell him." insist
ed Connie. 

Carol looked worried, but she knew 
Connie would do as she said. So she 
got up nervously and we&t with her. 
She would have to see it through now. 
of course. Connie walked silently up 
the stairs, with Carol following meek
ly behind and rapped at her father's 
door. Then she entered, and Carol, 
in a hushed sort of way. closed the 

we | door behind them. 
"I'm reading this, father. Any ob

jections?" Connie faced him calmly, 
and handed him the little book. 

He examined it gravely, his brows 
contracting, a sudden wrinkling at the 
corners of his lips that might have 
meant laughter, or disapproval, or 
anything. 

"I thought a parsonage girl should 
not read it," Carol said bravely. "I've 
never read it myself, but I've heard 
about i', and parsonage girls ought to 
read parsonage things. Prudence says 
so. But—" 

"But I want to know what other 
folks think about what I believe," said 
Connie. "So I'm reading it." 

"What do yoi^ think of it?''' he asked 
quietly, and he looked very strangely 
at his baby daughter. It was suddenly 
borne in on him that this was one' 
crisis in her growth to womanhood, 
and he felt a great yearning tender
ness for her. in her innocence, in her 
dauntless courage, in her reaching 
nhead, always ahead! it was a crisis, 
and he must be very careful. 

"1 think it is beautful," Connie said 
softly, and her lids drooped a little, 
and a wistful pathos crept into her 
voice. "It seems so sad. I keep wish
ing I could cry about it. There's noth
ing really sad in it, I think It is sup
posed to be rather jovial, but—it 
seems terrible to me. even when it is 
the most beautiful. Part of it I don't 
understand very well." 

He held out a hand t«T!onnie, and 
she put her own in it confidently. Car
ol, too, came and stood close beside 
him. 

"Yes," he said, "it is beautiful, Con
nie, and it is very terrible. We can't 
understand it fully because we can't 
fee! what he felt. It is a groping 
poem, t struggle for light when one is 
stumbling in darkness." He looked 
thoughtfully at the girls. "He was 
a marvelous man. that Khayyam— 
years ahead of {lis people and his 
timp. He was big enough to see the 
idiocy of the heathen idea of God. he 
was b°yond them, he spurned them. 
But he was not quite big enough to 
reach out, alone, and get hold of our 
kind of a God. He was reaching out. 
he was struggling, but he couldn't 
quite catch hold. It is a wonderful 
poem. It shows the weakness, the 
helplessness of a gifted man who has 

self, but I've heard about it.' Carol i nothing to cling to. I think it will do 
turned the pages with critical disap
proving eyes. "Hum. yes. I know 

where the next Jump'II land you. Pre-}about this." She faced Connie sternly. 
siding elder! Now we can snub the 
Ladies' Aid if we want to." 

"Do jou want to?" 
"No, of course not, but it's lots of 

fun to know we could if we wanted 
to." 

"I pity the next parsonage bunch." 
said Connie sympathetically. 

"Why? There's nothing the matter 
with our church!" 

"Oh, no, that isn't what I mean. But 

"I suppose you think. Connie, that 
since we're out of a parsonage we 
can do anything we like. Haven't we 
any standards? Haven't we any ideals? 
Are we—are we—well, anyhow, what 
business has a minister's daughter 
readlns trash like this?" 

"I don't believe it, you know." Con
nie said coolly. "I'm only reading it. 
How can I know whether it's trash or 
not, unless 1 read it? I—" 

you good to read it, Connie. Read it 
again ;:nd again, and thank Gotl, my. 
child, that though you are only a girl. 
you have the very t\'ng this man, this i "What's the matter with you?" 

It passionately. 
"Oh, father," s'he whispered. "I was 

so afraid—you wouldn't quite see." 
She kissed his hand again. 

Carol looked at her sister respect
fully. "Connie," she said, "I certainly 
beg your pardon. I Just wanted to be 
clever, and didn't know what I was 
talking about. When you have fin
ished It, give it to me, will you? I 
want* to read it, too; I think it must 
be wonderful." 

She held out a slender shapely hand 
and Connie took it quickly, chummlly, 
and the two girls turned toward the 
door. 

"The danger in reading things," 
said Mr. Starr, and they paused to lis
ten, "the danger is that we may find 
arguments we can not answer; we 
may feel that we have been in tbe 
wrong, that what we read is right. 
There's the danger. Whenever you 
And anything like that, Connie, will 
you bring it to me? I think I can find 
the answer for you. If I don't know 
it, I will look until I come upon it. For 
we have been given an answer to ev
ery argument. You'll come to me, 
won't you?" 

"Yes. father, I will—I know you'll 
find the answers." 

After the door had closed behind 
thenl, Mr. Starr .sat for a long time 
staring straight before him into space. 

"The Connie problem," he said at 
last. And then, "I'll have to be better 
pals with her. Connie's going to be 
pretty fine, I believe." 

CHAUTKR XIV. 
Boosting Connie. 

Connie was past fifteen when she 
announced gravely one day, "I've 
changed my mind. I'm going to be an 
author." 

, "An author," scoffed Carol. "You! j 
I thought you were going to get mar
ried and have eleven children." Even 
with the dignity of nineteen years, the 
nimble wits of Carol and Lark still 
stuggled with the irreproachable grav
ity'of Connie. 

"I was," was the cool retort. "I 
thought you were going to be a Red 
Cross nurse and go to war." 

Caxol blushed a little. "1 was," she 
assented, "but there isn't any war." 

"Well." even-in triumph, Connie was 
imperturbable, "there isn't any father 
for my eleven children either." 

The twins had to admit that this 
was an obstacle, and they yielded 
gracefully. 

"But an author, Connie," said Lark. 
"It's very hard. I gave it, up long 
ago." 

"I know you did. But I don't give 
up very easily." 

"You gave up your eleven children." 
"Oh, I've plenty of time for them 

yet, when I find a father for them. Yes, 
I'm going to be an author." 

"Can you write?" 
"Of course I can write." 
"Well, you have conceit enough to 

be anything." said Carol frankly. 
"Maybe you'll make it go, after all. 
I should like to have an author in the 
family and since Lark's lost interest, 
I suppose it will have to be you. 1 
couldn l think of risking my com
plexion at such a precarious livelihood. 
But if you get stuck, I'll be gjad to 
help you out a little. I really have an 

I imagination myself, though ^.perhaps 
[you wouldn't think it." 

"What makes you think you can 
write. Con?" inquired Lark, with gen
uine interest. 

"I have already done it." 
"Was it any good?'' 
"It was fine." 
Carol and Lark smiled at each oth

er. 
"Yes," said Carol, ' she has the long

haired instinct. I see it now. They 
always say it is fine. Was it a mas
terpiece, Connie?" And when Connie 
hesitated, she urged, "Come on, con
fess it. Then we shall be convinced 
that you have found your field. They 
are always masterpieces. Was yours?" 

"Well, considering my youth and in
experience, it was,'" Connie admitted, 
her eyes sparkling appreciatively. 
Carol's wit was no longer lost upon 
her, at any rate. 

"Bring it out. Let's see it. I've 
never met a masterpiece yet—except 
a dead one," said Lark. 

"No—no," Connie backed up quick
ly. "You can't see it. and—don't ask 
any more about it. Has father gone 
out?" 

The twins stared at her again. 
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BEAIfflY CHATS 
By EDNA KENT FORBES 

The Polished Hand 
"TlIEY'RE WEABHfO THEM WAtlS P0l-» i « _ i j__ ii od too buffer wbmi pollfliilBf your oftlli • •' 
ished much brighter now, Miss ~ costs a few pennies and Is the best polifci 
said the little manicure lady, as she You can buy the finest eold ereuna lor 
settled herself and mm SS 
sudsy water acrosB the table. pure faoa p0wd«r can be bu tmr twentr-
"They're going to have highly-pol- five cents a box, it la untoenUd, but ajt 
ished hands this Winter." lea"1 Pure- The., are all you roally mh> 

Miss laughed. "How do you 
know?" she asked. 

The manicure lady smiled and re
fused to tell. But she Is correct, the 
polite hand of the winter will be 
quite highly polished, too highly, It 
may be, for good taste, but It will 
be In keeping with the barbarically 
rich effects In gowns and the nu
merous rings that will be worn. 

Once a style Is set, everything 
must conform. Last year women 
wore debutante dresses, pink cheeks 
and demure smiles, little If any 
jewelry, pink tlppeif, unpolished, 
rounded nails. Everything was 
toned down to the accepted standard 
for youth and itfnocence. Women 
this winter will wear bright colors, 
gowns that swathe Instead of flar
ing; long, clinging skirts, sequlned 
trimmings, large, striking hats. 
With this profusion In the matter of 
dress, will go Btunnlng effects In 
Jewelry, and they say, as many as 
ten rings to a hand! 

The pink tipped fingers of youth 
will be out of place. Milady's nails 
will be trimmed to long points and 
polished till they glisten quite bold
ly, to match all this gaudlness. Per* 
haps the more delicate polish will 
appeal to you, but if you wish to be 
fashionable, you must buff away at 
your nails till they glitter. 

No matter how busy you are, how
ever, try not to omit tbe daily mani
cure. It need take but three mln* Fashion »ayt that the naiU shall be 
utes, to clean the nails, clip away qutt9 pink and pouthed thi» winter' 
the uglv pieces of skin, round them 
and polish them. 

Questions and Answers 
To Gwendolyn—Theae small brautjr 

:reama and accessories cost very littlo la 
reality, and you need not buy the ex
pensive sort, you know. You can get m 
very large box of powdered cbalk and orris 
root for fifteen cents, which will last as a 
dentifrice for six months or more. You 

To D. O.—Too much Jawelry la navei 
becoming. If your tec* la long and thin, 
don't wear tbe lone, pendant earrings you. 
mention, they will make tbe face seem 
longer. Wear small, round drops against 
the ear Itself. For long band*, • large 
ring on each small finger will be must be
coming. Don't wear small rings on large 
hands, tbey make tbe bands appear bigger, 
and never wear any Jewelry that look* 
ordinary. 

Copyright bu tteerno VaiUm ' 

Courier's Drawing Puzzle 

the girls Were discussing the matter1 the next minister's family can't pos-! "Ministers' daughters are supposed 
». very little, but thinking of nothing jsibly come up to us, and so—" .to keep their fingers ciear_of the burn 

else. They were determined to bp 

genius, was craving. Wp admire his 
talent, but we pity his weakness. You 
will be sorry for him. You read It 
too, Carol. You'll like it. We can't 
understand it. as I say. because ve 
are so sure of our God»that we c;in't 
feel what he felt, having nothing. But 
we can feel the heartbreak, the fear, 
the shrinking back from the Provi
dence that he called Fate—of course 
it makos you want to cry, Connie. It 
is the saddest poem in the world." 

'Nothing, but it's my story and you 
can't t;ee it. That settles it. Was 
there any mail today?" . 

Afterward the twins talked it over 
together. 

"What'made her back down like 
that?" Carol wondered. "Just when 
we had her going." 

"Why. didn't you catch on to that? 
She has sent it ofT to a magazine, of 
course, and she doesn't, want us to 
know about it. I saw Uyough it right 

pleased about it. 
"It really doesn't make any differ

ence," Lark said. "W£'ve had one 
xeax in college, we can get along with-

The others broke her sentence with 1 ing ends of matches." said Carol neat-
their laughter. | ly. "We can't handle them without 

"Talk about me and my com- • retting scorched, or blackened, at 
plexion!" gasped Carol^ wiping her i least.— We have to 
eyes. 

Connie's eyes were very bright. She I away.' 
winked bard a few times, choking back Carol looked at her twin Wth new 
the rush of tears. Then with an im-:  interest. "Did you ever send 'em 

steer clear of pulsiv^ness she did not often show. | off? 
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"What is Willie doing? 
CC MPLETK THE PICTURE B* PRAWINO A UNft "IIROt^H THE DOTV 

BEGIN AT NO. 1 AND TAKE THKiM NUMERICALLY. 

•• gas pea uaroi, wiping ner i i eas i .  wc  - - - - -  -
I'm nothing to Connie and her ' things folks aren't sure about Pru-rfshe lifted her fathers hand and kissed 

H; 'a vr um um /vu 
Lark flushed a little. "Yes, I did, I they came back?' 

and always got 'em back, too—worse 
luck. That's why I gave it up.' 

What did you do with them when 

"Burnied theui. They always burn 
them. Connie'U get. hers back, and 
she'll burn it, too," was the lacoaii 
answer* r#...• 
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