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and 111aterials." As she fir1isbed 
speaking, Gloria dre,v from her 
belt a pretty li ttle watcl, to as­
certain the time. 

"I will ha·ve plenty of time, 
:\Irs. Graham, as it is just half 
past four," she said "vith a smile. 

·'l\1y dear, let n1e caution you 
not to leave your trinkets lying 
around?" 

"A ll right. t hank you," she 
said , as the 1v{atro11 left the 
room. 

T n the meantime the girls 
were standing around in groups 
discussing her, '·The Girl Ques­
tion." 

" Isn't she pretty ! \\1hat a su­
pe-rb f igure! W hat an exquis it· 
l:y shaped foot I" 

"Patricia," asked Rose, "\iVhat 
do you think of her ?" 

'·Sl1e is a second Cinderella, 
but die! you notice her complex­
ion ? She is so dark, rather a 
Spanish type I should think. Bttt 
if she can dance, ride horse-back, 
pla)' tennis, and basketball, and 
is jol ly- wel l, she is some girl." 

"That seems to be a ll that you 
have in ,nind. T hat and your 
slang !" cried R ose indignantly. 

"\Veil , that is enough to in­
sure me she is a real girl. \ i\That 
do you think of her?'' 

''Oh, she ,vi ii do." 
"You' re jealous." 
" I'm not," she said indignantl)1

• 

"She is the most l)eatt tiful girl 
I have ever seen!" exclaimed 
Grace Ben nett. And so the opin­
ions were passed. 

In her roon1 Gloria sat do,vn 
in a low rocker by the window. 
and gazed out on the H udso11. 
''Oh dea t ." she sighed, " I do 
wish I were at home wi th mother. 
T hese girls act as though they 
had never seer, a girl of my race 
before. I detest being gazed at 
like that. I wish I was in <lear 
old Chicago. \ 1\f ell, I suppose I 
must get up and dress for tea. 
These rules in this old jail a re 

certainly rigid. Oh, ] can·~ 
dress either, my trunk h:isn'l 
come." But a knock at the door 
broke in upon her train of 
thought. 

"Oh !'' she exclai,ned as she 
opened the door, you have 
brot1ght ,ny trunk." T he n1an 
!-et it in the clesignated corner. 
and left. "Oh, I am g lad th is 
is my last year in a horrid old 
boarding school. l do·nt under­
stand w.hy girls have to have all 
of t his air of cul ture and refine­
ment. when it • is all a rtificial. 
l t hought people were growintr 
,nore original as the years rolled 
e n, but it seems as if they are 
,nore imita tive than ever. "Oh, 
hu t when they do find out ,vhat 
l am in this school, they will -
\Veil it ,vii i be a practical joke 
e n them. \!Veil to a rrange m)' 
room. I ',n glad Daddy thought 
to tell them I "v-anted a room bv 

• 

m)1sel f." 
For the next half ho\t r she 

was busy putting up pictures, ar­
ranging pennants and cushions. 
J ust before the five minute bell 
rang, there was a gentle tap at 
the door. She l1astily opened it 
to find Grace Bennett sta11d ing 
there. 

"Oh how-do-you-do- ,vont 
I • 

you please come in, and sit 
down. I ,.va just arrangi11g my 
room.'' 

Grace accepted the invi tation 
,vith alacrit)' , and they ,vere 
soon chat ter ing qttite freely with 
cne another when the bell rang. 

"Oh!'' cried Grace, "there is 
the bell , and \Ve must go down 
immediately. You have fixed 
up your room just darling, and 
you are so pretty, dear, I can' t 
help kiss ing you." 

"Thartk you. I appreciate the 
compliment," she replied laugh­
ingly. W hen they reached the 
<lining room they found it crowd­
ed ,vith ct1rious girls. 

(T o be conttnued next month.) 
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