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When I first met Frank I thought he
was conceited and I disliked him, How-
ever, like most girls, I suspected nearly
every young man I knew of being con-
ceited. I used to snub Frank until I dis-
covered that he liked me. Naturally I
began to like him. It was several months
before I saw that he was in love with me.
Shortly afterward he showed that he was
determined to marry me. Then I grew
frightened. For several weeks I did not
know what to do. To a girl there is some-
thing terrible in the approach of love. It
seems opposed to all the reserve bred into
her from birth. With me the realization
that I loved Frank came perhaps all the
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more slowly because he was so persistent.
I had always thought of myself as happy;
but I saw that I had been merely patient
and that way down deep, I had been lonely.
I was young enough not to have thought
seriously about love or about marrying;
yet I discovered that, unconsciously, I had
been waiting. When I told Frank that I
loved him, it seemed as if my life had be-
come complete and rich and wonderful.
Strangest of all, everything assumed a
new relation to me. I felt that I was a
part of the life of the world. I suddenly
became a successful woman. I justified
my existence,

It is, I suppose, the sense of importance
that makes so many lovers odious. Per-
haps Frank and I appeared so. If we did,
we were punished, that is, I was punished.
Among all the wonderful memories of
that happy time, there is one that even
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now gives me a chill. Some of our friends
were not glad because we were happy.
They openly showed they were not glad!
The realization shocked me. When I
spoke to Frank about the way one of my
oldest friends, a beautiful and sympa-
thetic girl, had been acting toward me,
he merely laughed as if he knew exactly
what her behavior meant. Since that time
I have never referred to the matter or to
anything like it, with Frank or with any-
one else. But I have thought of it many
times. And it has made me ask myself
this question: “Is happiness such a rare
thing that people begrudge it to one
another? ”

To me, leading a rather isclated and
colorless life, to know that someone lived
for me and responded to all my feelings
and thoughts, was perfectly thrilling.
From the moment of our engagement
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Frank apparently had only one wish, to
do whatever [ believed to be right, to {fol-
low me in everything, to be my echo. I
wonder if, during the engagement time,
many women have the same experience.
In some cases, it is plainly the woman who
echoes the man. From the moment that
Frank showed he loved me, he deferred
to me in everything. It was not that I
assumed the advantage. It was he that
insisted on giving it. And, as soon as we
became engaged, he acted as if it were
only right and natural that I should be
the leader.

Of course, the slang of the day, which
tells so much of what people are thinking,
recognizes that during courtship a man
regards the woman as an angel or a queen.
And what happens after the engagement
leads to marriage has been made familiar
enough in songs and jokes. But the steps
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