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THE MOTOR MAID
or mysterious, if I could n't afford both. Bu
a young woman."

"Goodnessl" exclaimed the old lady, wrinkling up

'Z7::izzr" "^-^^p-^^Hnd,b^uti^

I laughed. "1 mem je suis jeune fille. I 'm not ayoung woman. I 'm a young giri."

''Dear me, is there any difference?'*
"There is in France."
''I 'm not surprised at queer ideas in France, or any

other foreign country, where I 've always unde«tood that

ftw '^flT^'PP'"- ^y^^^^'teveiybodybeEngUsh?
It would be so m.ch more simple. But you 're notFrench, are you?" / " « noi

"Half of me is."

''And what 's the other half, if I may ask ?"

^ Wrican. My father was French, my mother

'•No wonder you don't always feel at home in life

X:^!:^
''' "-'" ''' ^^-"'^- "^* -t bet'

''Everything is up^tting with me lately," I said.
With me too, if It comes to that -- or would be if itwere n|t for Beau. What a pi. you have n't gl!! ^:I::

worHw'"!?'^^"*"''
^'° *^" Americanized sense of theword) I had one, and was running a-vav from him «!

<« a beau made me want to giggle hpterically.

mo.S".'"^
™.'_"l.en you .peak of your faLr andmother, went on the old lady, with childlike curiosity


