
OPINIONS OF MARY

of hor 8tat<'nipnt). « Y.mi Miirrlv wotiMn't likp
mp to put J. bit ..f ti.rnpd-down In.o around m.r
n»'<k wliPii .vor.v.mc ,.!«. Iiax nifflpN up to th'p
tops of hpr pars, or Ktiff linpn collars! I'd
noonpr choke m.vsolf to death than look likp that
lonR-npcked Smith Rirl

!"

"Well, well," said I, Ktpiimiing fhp torrent of
hpr ploquencp, " wpar what yon likp—only don't
como Rnimblinff ir, me about it."

Afary regarded me with a digplpased gaze
" Thank you, I will," said shp, with stonr dig-

nity; "and what's more" (rplapsing into her
usual irapetu<msness), " m come to vou and
grumble all I like, you nasty, cross old 'thing'—
trying to talk in tliat superior way and pretend-
ing you've more sense than I have !"

When we had decided that the dav was warm
enough without any heated argument to liven
things up, and a truce had been declared between
us, Slary sat back in an easy chair and was silent
for some minutes.

"Do you know?" remarked she, presently,
with rather plaintive intonation, " I think sum-
mer IS a very disagreeable time of vear. Winter
IS much nicer."

" That's because you are feeling the heat just
now, returned I, unimpressed by this dictum.
Most people consider summer a most delightful

season." *

"Well, I don't. Get out, you horrid animal '"

—this to an attentive fly that, refusing to be
U


