
LUIU Alotl'lef liiut ' she (Cousin where Cousin Grace was. So we wel
left alone again, after a minute,

Mary before I go. Now, what do you
think of that? And If I've got to be
Mary there and Mary here, too, when
can I ever be Marie? Oh, I know I

It was 'most dark on the piazza, bt
I could see Father's face in the llgl
from the window; and it looked wel

ly. But I hadn't anywhere nettr said
what I wanted to when he did stop
me. Why, he almost Jumped out of
his chair.

"Mary!" he gasped. "What In the
world are you talking about?"

"Why, Father, I was telling you," I
explained. And I tried to be so cool
and calm that It would make him calm
and cool, too. (But It didn't calm him

TT will pay
you to get

I'd never seen It look like that befon
It was as if something that had bet-o-

It for years had dropped off an

"Like it J" I guess he didn't need to
have me say any more, but I did say
more. I Just raved and raved over
that car until Father's eyes crinkled
all up In little smile wrinkles, und he
said: ,

"I'm glad. I hoped you'd like it."
"I guess I do like itl" I cried. Then

I went on to tell him how I thought
it was the prettiest one I ever suw,
and 'way ahead of even Mr. Easter-brook'- s.

"And, pray, who is Mr. Easterbrook?'"

Grace) was quite old, but not so old
us Aunt Jane,. And she is pretty, and
everybody loves her. I think even
Father likes to have her around better
than Jiu did his own sister June, for he
sometimes stays around quite lot
now after meals, and In the evening,
I mean. 'And that's what I told Moth-
er. Of course, he still likes Ids stars
the best of anything, but not quite as
well as he used to, maybe not to give
all his time to them.

I forgot to say that Father Is going
to let me go back to school again this
year ahead of his time, just as he did

our prices ie-- left It clear where before it had bee

sfcid I'd be willing to be Mary half,
and maybe more than half, the time,
lint when It comes to really being
Mary out of turn extra time, that Is
quite another thing.

And I am Mary.
Listen :

I've learned to cook. That's Mary.
I've been studying astronomy. That's

Mary.

murred and Indistinct. No. find
or cool him one bit.) "It's about when , (0esn't exactly describe It eitherore you order
you're married and can't describe it. But I'll go on an

say what he said.
After Mrs.. Small had gone Into X

'"Married !" he Interrupted again.
(They never . let me Interrupt like
that !)

"To Cousin Grace yes. But Father,
you you are going to marry Cousin

house, and he saw that she was sit'
asked Father then. "The violinist,
perhaps eh?"

Now, wasn't it funny he should have
remembered that there wus a violin-
ist? But, of course, I told hiui no, it
wasn't the violinist. It was another
one that took Mother to ride, the one
I told him about in the Christmas let

ting down with Cousin Grace in th
library, he turned to me and said;

"And so you came as Mary?"
I said yes, I did.
"Well. I I got ready for Marie.

last year. So you see, really, I'm here
only a little bit of a while, as it is
now, and It's nO wonder I keep forget-
ting I am Mary.

I've, learned to walk .quietly, speak
softly, laugh not too loudly, and be a
lady at all times. That's Mary.

And now, to add to all this, Mother
has had me dress like Mary. Yes, she
began two weeks ago. She cam'e Into
my room one morning and said she

,wanted to look over my dresses and
things; and I could see, by the way

But then I didn't quite understand

Grace, aren't you?" I cried and I did
'most cry, for I saw by his face that ,

he was not. ' '

"That Is not my present Intention,"
he said. His Hps came together hard,
and he looked over his shoulder to see
if Cousin Grace was coming back.

"But you're going to some time," I

not even when I looked at him am
saw the old understanding twinkle li

ter; and he was very rich, and had
two perfectly beautiful curs; and Imm his eyes.

"You mean you thought I was com
ing as Marie, of course," I said then

ONE WEEK LATER

Tilings are awfully funny here this
time. I wonder if It's all Cousin Grace
that makes it so. Anyhow, she's just
as different as different can be from
Aunt Jane. And things. are different,
everywhere.

Why, I forget half the time that I'm
Mary. Honestly, I do. I try to be
Mary. I try to move quietly, speak

"Yes," he nodded.
"But I came as Mary,

she frowned and bit her Up and tapped
her foot on the floor, that she 'wasn't
suited. She said:

"I think, my dear, that on Saturday
we'll have to go In town shopping.
Quite a number of these things will
not do at all."

And I was so happy I Visions of new
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"I see now that you did. Well, Mary,

you've told me your story, so I sup- -
pose I may as well tell vou mine now

was going on to tell more how he
didn't take Mother now but I didn't
get a chance, for Father interrupted,
and said, "Yes, yes, to be sure." And
he showed he wasn't interested, for
all the little smile wrinkles were gone,
and he looked stern and dignified,
more like he used to. And he went on to
say that, as we had almost reached
home, lie had better explain right away
that Aunt Jane was no longer living
there; that his cousin from the West,
Mrs. Whitney, was keeping house for
him now. She was 'a very nice lady,
and he hoped I would like her. And
I might call her "Cousin Grace."

1922 AND 1923 You see, I not only got ready fj
Marie, but I hnd planned to kfeep

dresses and hats and shoes rose be-

fore me, and even the pink beaded silk
came Into my mind though I didn't
really have much hopes of that.

begged him.
"I do not expect to."
I fell back in my chair, and I know

I looked grieved and hurt and disap-
pointed, as I almost sobbed :

"Oh, Father, and when I thought
you were going to!"

"There, there, child! He spoke,
stern and almost cross now. "This ah
surd nonsensical Idea has gone quite
far enough. Let us think no more
about it."

"It isn't absurd and nonsensical !"
I Cried. And I could hardly say the
words, I was choking up so. "Every-
body said you were going to, and I
wrote Mother so ; and "

gently, and laugh softly, just as Moth-
er told me to. But before I know it
I'm acting natural again just like
Marie, you know.

And I believe it is Cousin Grace.
She never looks at you in Aunt Jane's

way. And she laughs
herself a lot, and sings and plays, too

real pretty lively things; not just

Practically a Daily at the Price ot a
Weekly, No other Newspaper in

the world gives so much at
so low a price.

hymn tunes. And the house is differThe next few years will be marked
ent. There are four geraniums in the f

dining room window, and the parlor Is

Well, we went shopping on Satur-
day, but did we get the pink silk?
We did not. We did get you'd never
guess what. We got two new gingham
dresses, very plain and homely, and a
pair of horrid, thick, low shoes. Why,
I could have cried I I did 'most cry as
I exclaimed:

"Why Mother, those are Mary
things !"

"Of course, they're Mary things,"
answered Mother, cheerfully. "That's
what I meant to buy Mary things, as
you call then). Aren't you going to be
Mary just next week? Of course, you

Marie, and not let her be Mary at
all."

And then he told me. He told me
how he'd never forgotten that day In
the parlor when I cried and he saw
then how hard It was for me to live
here, with him so absorbed in his
work and Aunt Jane so stern in her
black dress. And he said I put It very
vividly when I. talked about being
Marie In Bostoji, and Mary here, and
he saw Just how it was. And so he
thought and thought about' it all win-
ter, and wondered what he could do.
And after a time it came to him he'd
let me be Marie here ; that is, he'd try
to make it so I could be Marie. And
he was Just wondering how he waa
going to get Aunt Jane to help him
when she was sent for and asked QP
go to- - an old friend who was siclt.
And he told her to go, by all means to
go. Then he got Cousin Grace to coma

open every day. The wax flowers are
there, but the hair wreath and the
coiIin plate are gone. Cousin Grace

And, before I could even draw breath
to ask any questions, we were home;
and a real pretty lady, with a light-blu- e

dress on, was helping me out of
the car, and kissing me as she did so.

Now, do you wonder that I have
been rubbing my eyes and wondering
if I was really I, and if this was An-
derson ville?

ONE WEEK LATER ,

doesn't dress like Aunt Jane, either.
She wears pretty white and blue
dresses, and her hair Is curly and

"You wrote that to your mother?"
He did jump from his chair this time.

"Yes; and she was glad."
"Oh, she was !" He sat down sort f

limp-lik- e and queer.
"Yes. She said she was glad you'd

found an estimable woman to make a
home for you."

"Oh, she did." He said this, too, in
that queer, funny, quiet kind of way.

"Yes." I spoke, decided and firm. I'd
begun to think, all of a sudden, that
maybe he didn't appreciate Mother as
much as she did him; and I deter-
mined right then and there to make

fluffy.
I think all this Is why I keep for-

getting to be Mary. But, of course
I understand that Father expects me

by important and historical changes
in the life of the United States deep-
ly interesting to every citizen. The
Thric-a-We- ek World which is the lat-
est example of tabloid journalism in
America will give you all the news of
informed as a daily at five or six
times the price. Besides, the news
from Europe for a long time to come
will be of overwhelming interest and
it. It will keep you as thoroughly in--

are deeply and vitally concerned
in it. The Thrice-a-We- ek World will
furnish you an accurate and compre-
hensive report of everything that
happens.

THE THRICE-A-WEE- K WORLD'S
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papers. We offer this unequalled
newspaper and the NEWS and CITI-
ZEN together for one year for $2.85
in the state and $3.35 out of the state.

The regular subscription price of
the two papers is $3.00 in tke state
and $3.50 out of the state.

to be Mary, and so I try to remember.

TWO WEEKS LATER

It Isn't a dream. It's all really,
truly true everything: Father com-
ing to meet me, the lovely automobile,
and the pretty lady in the light-blu- e

dress, who kissed me. And when I
went downstairs the next morning I
found out it was real, 'specially the
pretty lady; for she kissed me again,
and said she hoped I'd be happy there.

are I And didn't you tell me last year,
as soon as you got there. Miss Ander-
son objeoted to your clothing and
bought new for you? Well, I am try-
ing to see that she does not have to
do that this year."

And then she bought me a brown
serge suit and a hat so tlresomely
sensible that even Aunt Jane would
love them, I know. And tomorrow' I've
got to put them on to go In.

Do you wonder that I say I am Mary
already?

j here. He said he knew Cousin Grace;
j and he was sure she would know how
i to help him to let me stay Marie. So- -

him, if I could. When I remember all
the lovely things she'd said about
him

"Father," I began ; and I spoke this
time, even more decided nnd firm. "I
don't believe you appreciate Mother."

"Eh, What?"
He made me jump this time, he

turned around with such a jerk, and
spoke so sharply. But in spite of the
jump I still held on to my subject,
firm and decided.

CHAPTER VII

he talked It over with her how they
would let me laugh, and sing and play
the piano all I wanted to, and wear
the clothes I brought with me, and
be just as near as I could be the way
I was in Boston.

"And to think after all my prepara-
tion for Marie, you should be Mary
already, when you came," he finished-Fath- er

had covered his eyes with
his hand, as If thinking and thinking.
Just as hard as he could. And I sup-nos- e

It did seem aueer to him. that

I understand It all now everything :

why the house is different, and Fa-

ther, and everything. And it is Cousin
Grace, and it is a love story.

Father Is in love with her.
Now I guess I shall have something

for this book I

It seems funny now that I didn't
think at it at first. But I didn't not
until I heard Nellie and her beau talk-
ing about it Nellie said she wasn't
the only one in the house that was
going to get married. And when he
asked her what she meant, she said it
was Dr. Anderson and Mrs. Whitney.
That anybody could see It that wasn't
as blind as a bat.

My, but wasn't I excited? I Just
guesss I was. And, of course, I saw
that I had been blind as a bat. But

When I Am Neither One.
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And she told me to amuse myself any
way I liked, and said, If I wanted to,
I might run over to see some of the
girls, but not to make any plans for
the afternoon, for she was going to
take me to ride.

Now, what do you think of that?
Go to see the girls in the morning,
and take a ride an automobile ride!

in the afternoon. In Andersonville !

Why, I couldn't believe my ears. Of
course, I was wild and crazy with de-
light but it was all so different. Why, I
began to think almost that I was Ma-

rie, and not Mary at all.
And it's been that way the whole

week through. I've had a beautiful
time. I've been so excited I And Moth-

er is excited, too. Of course, I wrote

your irruicviBt tor if nl.heater
Mil in K.d
lmv -- aUrl

llamond JirandYland Clold m eta; lieWCI... mi.l
Take no other. IlT of your V

he should be trying to make me Marie,- -'
nnd nil tha whllo Mother wna frvlnty1IAUI It RAND PILLS, fr M5

vnrs known tut Rk. nfc ll,ui,,c ..n-- . nt--

"I say I don't believe you appreciate
my mother. You acted right now as
If you didn't believe she rneant it when
I told you she was glad you had found
an estimable woman to make a home
for you. But she did mean It. I know,
because she said It before, once, last
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I began to open my eyes after that,
and watch not disagreeably, you
know, but Just glad and Interested,
and on account of the book.

to make me Mary. And it seemed so to
me, as I began to think It over.

"And so your mother did that,"
Father muttered ; and there was tha
queer little catch in his breath again.

He didn't say any more, not a single
word. And after a minute he got up-
end went into the house. But ha
didn't go Into the library where Mrs.
Small and Cousin Grace were talking.
He went straight upstairs to his own
room and shut the door. I heard it.
And he was still there when I went
up to bed afterward.

How do you suppose Mother's going:
to feel when I tell her that after all
her pains Father didn't like It at all.
He wanted me to be Marie. It's a
shame, after all the pains she tooJr
But I won't write It to her, anyway.

Well, I came last night. I had on
the brown suit and the sensible hat,
and every turn of the. wheels all day
had been singing: "Mary, Mary, now
you're Mary I" Why, Mother even
called me Mary when she said good-b-

She came to the junction with me
just as she had before, and put me
on the other train.

"Now, remember, dear, you're to try
very hard to be a joy .and a comfort
to your father Just the little Mary
that he wants you to be. Remember,
he has been very kind to let you stay
with me so long."

She cried when she kissed me Just
as she did before; but she didn't tell
me this time to be sure and not love
Father better than I did her. I noticed
that. But, of course, I didn't say any-
thing! though I might have told her
easily that I knew nothing could ever
make me love him better than I did
her.

When, we got to Andersonvllle, and
the train rolled Into the station, I
stepped down from the cars and
looked over to where the carriages
were to find John and Aunt Jane. But

And I saw:
That Father stayed In the house a

lot more than ha used to.
That he smiled more.
That he actually asked Cousin Grace

and me to play for him several times.
That he went with us to the Sunday

school picnic. (I never saw Father at
a" picnic before, and I don't believe he
ever saw himself at one.)

That oh, I don't know, but a whole

year, that she hoped you would find
one. Yes, and that Isn't all. There's
another reason why I know Mother
always has has your best interest at
heart. She she tried to make me over
Into Mary before I came, so as to
please you."

"She did what?" Once more he made
me jump, he turned so suddenly, and
spoke with such a short, sharp snap.

But in spite of the Jump I went right
on, just as I had before, firm and de-

cided. I told him everything all about
the cooking lessons, and the astronomy
book we read an hour every day, and
the pink silk dress I couldn't have, and
the And how she said
If she'd had when she
was a girl, her life would have been
Very different.

I talked very fast and hurriedly. I
was afraid he'd Interrupt, and I

3IARY
MARIE

'By Eleanor H. Porter

Illustrations by
H. Livingstone

her and told her all about It right
away. And she wrote right back and
wanted to know everything every-
thing I could tell her; all the little
things. And she was so Interested in
Cousin Grace, and wanted to know all
about her ; said she never heard of her
before, and was she Father's own cou-

sin, and how old she was, and was she
pretty, and was Father around the
house more now, and did I see a lot
of him? She thought from something
I said that I did.

I've just been writing her again, and
I could tell her more now, of course,
than I could In that first letter. I've
been here a whole week, and, of
course, I know more about things, and
have don6 more.

I told her that Cousin Grace wasn't

Maybe I won't have to tell her, unlesa
she asks me.

But I know It. And, pray, what am
I to do? Of course, I can act like
Marie here all right, If that Is what
folks want. But I can't wear Marie.wanted to get in all I could before hethey weren't there. There wasn't evei ,really Father's cousin at all, bo it

But he didn't Interrupt at all. He ror I nnven a single fliane tning nere.did,the carriage there; aud I can reniemCoprrtebtb Bim H. Fnar

lot of little things that I can't remem-
ber; but they were all unmistakable,
very unmistakable. And I wondered,
when I saw It all, that I had been as
blind as a bat before.

When I wrote Mother I told her
all about it the signs and symptoms,
I mean, and how different and thawed-ou- t

Father was; and I asked If she
didn't think it was so, too. But she
didn't answer that part. She didn't
write much, anyway. It was an aw-

fully snippy letter; but she said
she had a headache and didn't feel
at all well. So that was the rea-

son, probably, why she didn't say
more about Father's love affair, I
mean. She only said she was glad,
she was sure, If Father had found an
estimable woman to make a home for
hlra, and she hoped they'd be happy.
Then she went on talking about some-
thing else. And she didn't write much
more, anyway, about anything.

AUGUST

They re an Mary. That 8 an l orougni.
Oh, dear suz me! Why couldn't

Father and Mother have been just the
common kind, or
else found out before they married
that they were unlikes?

SEPTEMBER

Well, vacation Is over, and I go back
to Boston tomorrow. It's been very

ber now Just how my heart sort of felt
sick inside of me when I thought that
even Aunt Jane hud forgotten, and
that there wasn't anybody to meet
me.

There was a beautiful big green au-

tomobile there, and I thought how I
wished that bad come to meet ine;
and I was Just wondering what I
should do, when all of a sudden some-
body spoke my name. And who do
you think it was?' You'd never guess
it in a month. It was Father. Yes,

Father!
Why, I could have hugged him, I

was so glad. But of course I didn't,
right before all those people. But he
was so tall and handsome and splen

nice and I've had a good time, In spite A
m . ., . I ..... 1 .. .

MmMmmm

CHAPTER I. Mary begins with Nurse
(Sarah's account of her (Mary's) birth,
which seemingly interested her father,
who is a famous astronomer, less than a
new star which was discovered t lie same
night. Her name is a compromise, her
mother wanted to call her Viola and her
father insisting on Abigail Jane. The
child quickly learned that her home was
In some way different from those of her
mall friend.", and was purzlej thereat.

Nurse Saiah tells her of her mother's ar-
rival at Andersonvllle as a bride and how
astonished they all were at the sight of
the dainty eighteen-yea- r old gill whom
the sedate professor had chosen for a
wife.

CHAPTER her story.
Nurse Sarah makes It plain why the
household seemed a stranse one to the
child and howher father and mother
drifted apart through misunderstanding,
each too proud to in any way attempt to
smooth over t- - situation

CHAPTER III. Mary tells of the time
pent "out west" where the "perfectly

all right and jentrel and respectable"
divorce was being arranged for. ana her

VI oeillg SU IUIXVU Ul na lu murine
I was Mary or Marie. It wasn't so
bad as I was afraid it would be. Very
soon after Father and I had that talk
on the piazza, Cousin Grace took me
down to the store and bought me two
new white dresses, and the dearest lit-

tle pair of shoes I ever saw. She said
Father wanted me to have them.

And that's all every single word
that's been said about that Mary-and- -

Well, of all the topsy-turv- y worlds,
this Is the topsy-turvles- t, I am sure.
What do they want me to do, and
which do they want me to be? Oh, I

wish I was Just a plain Susie or Bos-sie- ,

and not a cross-curre- and a con-

tradiction, with a father that wants
me to be one thing and a mother that
wants me to be another! It was bad
enough before, when Father wanted
me to be Mary, and Mother wanted

mother's (to her) unacountabie behavior, j

did, and I felt so proud to be walking
along the platform with him and let-

ting folks see that he'd come to meet
me! But I couldn't say anything
not anything, the way I wanted to;
and all I could do was to stammer
out :

"Why, where's Aunt Jane?"
And that's Just the thing I didn't

want to say; and I knew it the minute

&y tue court s aecree tne cmia is to fcpfiiu
six months of the year with her mother
and six months with her father. Boston
Is Mother's hone, and Bhe and Mary
leave Andersonvllle for that city to spend
the first six months.

me to be Marie. But no- w-CHAPTER V. At Andersonvllle Aunt
Jane meets her at the station. Her fa-
ther is away somewhere, studying an

I'd said it. Why, It sounded as If I
missed Aunt Jane, and wanted her In-

stead of him, when all the time I was
so pleased and excited to see him that
I could hardly speak.

lie Just kind of smiled, and looked
queer, and said that Aunt Jane er
couldn't come. Then I felt sorry; for

eclipse of the moon. Marie "Mary"
now instinctively compares Aunt June, i

prim and severe, with her beautiful, dainty !

mother, much to the former's disadvan- - !

tage. Aunt Jane disapproves of the dain- - I

ty clothes which the child is wearing, and I

replaces them with "serviceable" serges I

and thkk-oole- d shoes. Her father arrives
home and seems surprised to see her. The

hilH mnnn twin n nntira that tUm aylvla

Marie business And even that didn't
really say anything not by name. And
Cousin Grace never mentioned it
again. And Father never mentioned
It at all. Not a word.

Father's been queer. He's been aw-

fully queer. Some days he's talked a
lot lth me asked me questions just
as he used to, all about what I did In
Boston, nnd Mother, and the people
that came there to see her, and every-
thing. And he spoke of the violinist
again, and, of course this time I told
him all about him, and that he didn't
come any more, nor Mr. Easterbrook,
either; and Father was no interested!
Why. It seemed sometimes as If he
Just couldn't bear enough about things.
Then, all of a sudden, at times, he'd
get right up In the middle of some-
thing I was saying and act as If he
was just waiting for me to finish my
sentence so he could go. And he did
go, Just as soon as I had finished my

Well, to begin at the beginning.
It's nil over the love story, I mean,

and I know qov why It's been so hard
for me to remember to be Mary and
why everything is different, and all.

They don't want me to be Mary.
They want me to be Marie.
And now I don't know what to

think. If Mother's going to want me
to be Mary, and Father's going to
want me to be Marie, how am I going
to know what anybody wants, ever?
Besides. It waa getting to be such a
beautiful love atory Father and Cou-

sin Grace. And now
But let me tell you what happened.
It was last night We were on the

piazza. Father, Cousin Grace, and L

She got up and went Into the house
for something Cousin Grace, I mean

and all of a sudden I determined to
tell Father how glad I was. about hlra

at school seem to avoid her. Her father i I saw, of course, that that was why he

sifii'UinWr-n,-?- ;
; ad come not because

questions In a queer manner which but because Aunt Jane COUldn t, BO he
puzzles Mary. She finds out that her t ronA have cried, allaa ta ADa 1schoolmates do not associate with her !

on account of her parents being divorced, ; the While he Wat fixing It Up about
and she refuses to attend school.. Angrv
at first. Mr. Anderson, when he learns m iraua.
the reason for her determination, decides He turned then and led the way

,so".he i,TiunttJ.-,HBendWn!.rh;.atrh.- r
I t'" over to where the carriages

absence Mary dresses in the prettv clothes were, and the next minute there was
he brought from Boston and plays the lnhn Tnrhtn- - Ma ran to me: only It

"And So You Came a Mary?"

did not even stir until I said how at
the last she bought me the homely
shoes and the plain dark suit so I
could go as Mary, and be Mary when
Aunt Jane first saw me get off the
train)

When I said that, he dropped his
hand and turned around and stared at
me. And there was such a funny look
In his eyes. Then he got up and began
to walk up and down the piazza, mut-

tering: "So you came as Mary, you
came as Mary." Then, after a minute,
he gave a funny little laugh and sat
down.

lira Small came up the front walk

And She Is Pretty, and Everybody
Love Her.

wasn't any wonder she hadn't ever
heard of her. She was the wife of
Father's third cousin who went to
South America six years ago and
caught the fever and died there. So
this Sirs. Whitney Isn't really any rela-
tion of his at all. But he'd always
known her, even before she married
his cousin; and bo, when her husband
died, and she didn't have any home,
he asked her to come here.

.1 don't know why Aunt Jane went
away, but she's been gone 'most four
months now, they say here. Nellie
told me. Nell If Is ihe maid 1 men l

hired girl here now. (I will keep for-gettl-

that I'm M;i"y and must
use the' Mary v.nuls !t,',.-- .

sentence. And after that, maybe, heliveliest tunes sne knows, on the little- - r '
used piano. Then, overcome by ber lone-- was a brand-ne- John looking too

wouldn't tmrdTa- speak to me again for
a whole day. -

J
e's been J
he plax- -

tjf
been

And so that's why I say
so queer since that night on

eomeness. she indulges In a cryinr spell
which her father's unexpected appear-
ance Interrupts She sobs out the story
of her unhappiness. and In s clumsv way
he comforts her. After that he appears
to desire to make her stay more rleanant.
Her mother writes asking that Mary be
allowed to come to Roston for the begin-
ning of the school term, and Mr. Ander-
son consents, though from an epressicn
he lets fall mi-- z- bsilrrea he is sorry she
is rem.

rweet for anything hi a chauffeur's
cap and uniform. And, what do you
think? He was helping me Into that
beautiful big green car before I knew
It.

"Why, Father, Father!" I cried.
"You don't mean " I just couldn't
finish : but he finished for me.

tn. But most of the time he'and Cousin Grace; and how I hoped
It would last having hlra out there
with us, and all that And I told him. J then to see Cousin i.raoe, ana rstner

lovely, perfectly lovely. And so haa
Cousin Grace. And, I've had a beauti-
ful time.

(To Be Continued)
I don't remember what I said fu- - told her to go ngnt into me nnrary


