
Dear Judy:
Thursday, January 29.

Those must have been ten terribly incoherent pages
I dashed oflF to you last week. Did you i-espect my
command to destroy that letter? I should not care to
have it appear in my collected correspondence. I
know that my state of mind is disgraceful, shocking,
scandalous, but one really can't help the way one feels.
It is usually considered a pleasant sensation to be en-
gaged, but, oh, it is nothing compared with the wonder-
ful untrammeled, joyous, free sensation of being un-
engaged! I have had a terribly unstable feeling these
last few months, and now at last I am settled. No one
ever looked forward to spinsterhood more thankfully
than I.

Our fire, I have come to believe, was providential.
It was sent from heaven to clear the way for a new
John Grier. We are already deep in plans for cot-
tages. I favor gray stucco, Betsy leans to brick, and
Percy, half^timber. I don't know what our poor doc-
tor would prefer; olive green with a mansard roof ap-
pears to be his taste.

With ten different kitchens to practise in, won't our
children learn how to cook! I am already looking
about for ten loving house mothers to put in charge.

Ma


