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I was surprised when the car came

to take me over to the Symones to
dinner to find Harry Symone holding
the door open for me.

"Where's Dick?" I asked as I drew
back for I had no intention of going
to ride with him alone, even to his
house.

"We'll pick him up at the office,"
said Harry, laughing a little. "Put
aside your
prejudices, Margie, and get in or we
will miss him."

I did not think for a minute that
this speech meant that he had ndt
told Dick he was going to stop for
him, and, as I saw that little Mrs.
Brown, who is not only gossipy but
malicious, looking curiously out of
the window of the glass-inclos-

porch, I got in hastily and Harry gave
the order for the chauffeur to go to
Dick's office.

I wondered what Mollie would say
if she saw me doing the very thing
I had taken her to task about, and,
although we intended - to pick up
Dick, I felt that Harry Symone should
have gone for him first or at least
sent the empty car for me and had
himself picked up last

"What a little prude you are,
Margie," said Harry as we started
off.

"No, I am not," I answered, "but I
am very much afraid of the speech
of people. It is all very well for a
woman to say, 'I don't care what peo-
ple think if I myself know I am right.'
I do not believe that is true. I do not
believe there is a woman living that
does not care what people say about
her, unless she has completely lost
her own

Then I forgot we were riding along
in a car and turned to him impulsive-
ly and said: "And it is you men that
have made us care you want your

women to be above reproach in the
mind and speech of the people You
show us daily that you consider

from the woman who
doesn't care. You wish us to be the
most circumspect of beings with
every one bat yourself. With each
one of you,, women en masse must be
cared fop and protected, but individ-
ually you consider her legitimtae
prey. And the fact that you may be
pouching on a friend's preserves does
not keep you from the excitement of
the chase."

Harry liad the grace to blush, es-

pecially as at that moment we
stopped at Dick's office, and the boy
said: "Mr. Waverly has been gone
since four o'clock," and he could see
that I knew he had been "pouching."

As we again started for Harry's
home he resumed the conversation
banteringly with: "My, Margie, what
a rabid feminist you are! And yet,"
he continued rather to himself than
to me, "your hauling the men over
the coals has rather a fascination for
me. It almost makes we wish I was
one of those Sir Gallahads that seems
to be your ideal. You don't really
think Dick approaches it, do you?"

"Well, he breaks about fifty-fifty- ,"

I said with a laugh, "and that is bet-
ter than most men."

"My, but you are a various sort of a
creatures-o- ne minute you are the
most earnest wo'man I have ever
known and the next you are as .slangy
and irresponsible as a Miss just from
boarding school.

"Now, Eliene takes up life alto-
gether too seriously. She never sees
any fun in any situation that she
talks about. If some one should
banter her about me she would prob-
ably dissolve into tears. She has no
sympathy at all for a man who has
red blood in his veins and a spirit of
fun in his heart. Even our honey-
moon trip was turned into a lecture
tour before" we returned."
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