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Uninteresting
Thanksgivin Storj

yfL Y/ »,(Oonti»o»g from page three*

cleared. j

Perhape ebe sot well end Is coentng, 
■Be eeSd baoyently.

HeUo* : >;
*What. 04», le that you? Whai, «cariît’ 

cerne.’
‘On, yee, perfectly Of course,, 1 un-, 

d^ratand. Bitf couldn't you—couldn't; 
you bring her too?1

*No, I suppooe not. Such a dhort 
Ume. Naturally she wants you to her-, 
self. I’d like so much to meet her.’ .

‘Yes, well, next time, I hope.’
’Yes I'm disappointed, too. I’d so 

counted on having you meet Brenda 
Clifford. Yes, she’s coming. Didn't I 
tell you?'

'Thank you. Awfully sorry. Better 
luck next Thanksgiving. Ôh, of course 
I understand; yes. Indeed. Goodby, 
goddfby.’

Arline jerked bacK ner chair.
‘Whatever will 1 do with .Brenda? 

I'd promised her Forrest Dane. He's 
just the kind she loves to impress. 
And now that inconsiderate mother of 
his comes to town like this. Brenda 
will be furious.’

A ring at the door results in an un
fastening of the lock and a bringing 
of a touseled golden head Into the 
view of the elevator boy- A handful 
of mail was poked in through the nar
row opening.

VSee If iMrs. James oan come up and 
make my breakfast, will you, Robert? 
My maid is at home ill.’

Mrs. James, Robert explained, was 
out df town. She had gone up State to 
spend Thanksgiving with her folks.

The door closed &nd Arline, shivering 
nan into her bedroom, closed her wil-n- 
dpws and once more Jumped into bed.

Tt’e w ooneplnacy to starve me(’ she8 
laughed.

She stuck the pillows behind her, 
pulled an extra coverlet over her shoul 
deye and opened her letters. At the 
third She paused, leaned, back- and 
buret into girlish laughter.

T don’t want to play in your yard,’ 
she sang. ‘That makes three of them.’

She picket! up another letter, one she 
had laid a»ide to read the others.

Ujert'e see what His Majesty has to 
. offer for a reason for not coming. No 

one seems to care for little Arline and 
her Thanksgiving dinner. Angie te 
honest, 1'know, when she says her cold 
is too bad to let her out—and anyhow 
T askea her awfully late. I’m glad 
Brenda’» deserted, only I know it’s Ibe- 

’ cause «the got asked at the last minute 
to Fred Seaton’s motor party. She has 
no conscience, that girl. Jimmie was 
uncertain at best and I’m not surprised 
that he can't come. Now I’ll guess 
why Alec Trevor*» gone back on me— 
just because he doesn't like me—and 
that’s the only guess I have.’

She looked at the folded letter 'in 
her hand.

‘ wish I knew Why,* she said wist
fully. Tve been plain and simple and 
friendly With him. not actressy a bit. 
And I’ve never run after him. <No one 
can say that. And 1 onl>' dared ask 
him after $'d heard him say hewasn't 

. going anywhere. I ought not to have 
corralled him like that. I suppose. I 
didn’t -thtnk how it would seem. Of 
course he couldn’t say no—then. Well 
he evidently has—now/

She opened her letter and read It. 
Then she looked out of the window 
that gave her favorite view of river 
and »hore and trees beyond.

'You’ll have to eat yuur Thanksgiv
ing dinner all by yourself Arline, she 
said, 'Alec Trevor Is not going to 
sit opposite you, as you though he 
would, or look at tyou half disapprov
ingly and hVt a» if he couldn't help 
likir.g you, as you hoped he would.Well 
I don’t balme him. He's o gentleman 
first and foremast and k really good 
actor. Why sh-iuid he botner with you 
and the second rate set you get a- | 
bout you? It’s kind of mean to call | 
your friends second rate, but. truth
fully, they’re not like him. If your 
mother could have let you stay «t 
home and grow up the nice little yel
low haired domestic brand you were 
cut out for ma>4be he'd think you
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do it (badly, either.'
She pushed her fair to the tap of 

her head skewed it with a couple of 
pins slipped into a warm dressing 
gown, and again opened the door of 
the kitchenette. She picked up the 
empty tea kettle gingerly and filled it 
at the tap. .She lighted the gas and 
set the' kettle on. Then she looked a- 
bout her.

T certainly am not much of a house
keeper,* s-he remarked.

©he shrugged her shoulders daintily. 
‘I'll dress and get out of it—some

where,' she decided.
The dumbwaiter's vociferous offer at 

that moment of rolls and cream took 
ber attention. A hoarse voice called 
up that its ‘owner was aToout to deliver 
the materials for (the dinner ordered 
by Mies ©ayrete maid.

’Keep .them* called back. Arline. but 
the dumbwditer,drowned her words in 
it# mad .race : to . the bottom. She had 
joat ilroe to snatch the cream and rolls 
from its àhélf.

A couple of water -bugs careened 
over the kitchen table. Arline looked 
hastily albout.

‘What does she .do :to them?1 she 
walled. There's something in a bot
tle.*

She hunted about,clialbeidoaiLa chair 
and from a tQP--shelfseizeda..bottle la
belled poison. A dash of . its contents 
and the intruders had ceaeeid .even to 
wriggle.

‘Works wonders,’ Arline read, spec
ulatively. ‘And-this.is .where my morn 
ing meal te prepared.

There was a biasing notee on the 
small gas eange. Jt eeemed ; to .come 
from the blue «tea kettje.

‘It can't leak,’aald . Arline./I, brought 
It home na..v»df the time .they burned 
up the other, and that was only a few 
weeks age.’

But it did leal' lit -spilled a long 
streak of water down the front Of .the 
silk wrapper, and it acted Just like an 
Irritating rusted .tea kettle, which 
was.

Arline’s mouth tightened. She put 
the offending utensil In the sink, peer 
ed into several saucepans and plied 
them on tap of the table.

The dumlbwaiter rattled Us way up 
and its whistle sounded shrill and . im
perative.

A Thanksgiving dinner, or the .ma 
teriais for one, has very little fascin
ation for a 'breakfastless person who 
yearns for coffffee and rolls.

Arline lifted the heavy basket to the 
table and turned with a pained look 
at the dishes In the sink.

T can’t wash them before I have m.y 
coffee, I simply can’t/

She looked down at the streak on 
her wrapper and, slamming the door 
to the dumbwaiter, fled to her own 
room. She flung the damp garment at 
the back of a chair, pulled another 
from her wardrobe, and stru-ek an ex
tra pin viciously into the high piled 
hair.

‘This iLs a jolly old Thanksgiving,' 
she announced.

There would be coffee In the Pencil 
machine on her sitting room table. Ar
line sniffed at it. Then ehe lighted 
the alcohol lamp, got the cream and 
rolls from the kitchenette and eat 
down, her head in her hands.

T wouldn’t go into that place again
________ __ ,..... ........ ....... .. „ _ jif I never had butter,’ she observed,
worth looking at. But, then, if he had ^iOh hurry up and heat.' She glared

trt the coffee machine.
SShe munched her dry roll and with

and you had. why, you'd never have 
seen him except across the footlights. 
Oh dear, I wish we were going to 
have a matinee and an evening per
formance and a rehearsal afterwards. 
I don’t want a holiday. I hate them, 
anyway.’

Her lip quivered, but she grinned 
cheerfully as she put her small white 
feet once more Into the heelless sllp-

* Perhaps,' little Arline, you could, if 
you tried, makv yourself a cup of cof. 
fee. Other artist ladies have «been 
known to wait on Themselves and not

a wry face dipped the strong black- 
stuff that hud tasted so good the night 
'before.

Suddenly her eyes filled with tears, 
while her lips curved into an at
tempt 1* smile.

•Funny fo be like this, isn’t it?’ she 
choked. Nice old Thanksgiving Day. 
All alone. Papa dead, mamma mar
ried again—poor dear, bless her—and 
Roret way off with that handsome bro
ther in law ,»f mine. Wall, she des
erve» him and every single one I'd
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denended on having . bore to «liven 
things up .a little going to something 
else. And the bnly one IrÊâll/ wanted 
the only one that amounted <to any
thing at aU, Just wouldn’t -come, jfist 
wouldn’t come, just didn’t want to.

4Oh, I know, it wasn’t that he was 
tired out at rehearsal. He didn’t 
want to/

The tears had their way; the distort
ed little sihtUe disappeared. The cap 
and plate were pushed aside and a for
lorn yellow head lay on two outstretch 
ed pink silk arms. \cv 

> T wanted Alec to càrne. I did. And 
I don’t see why he couldn’t have.’

The slim shoulders heaved and the 
white hands clenched. Then she sat 
upright with a suddenness that 
brought the yellow hair unbecomingly 
over her eye.

Tdiotô’ she muttered. ‘Wli not join 
the matinee idol clsas and be done 
with It? Aleco Why, you’ve never call 
ed him Alec In your life. And what’s 
more you never will. Now, drink the 
rest of that beastly coffee and mop vou 
foolish face.’

She did as she bade herself^ drank 
the coffee, choked down the remaind
er of a roll; then she pushed her chair

‘Now.’ she said, ‘for pity’s sake? Ar
line, think of something nice <to do. 
Get out of this desperate looking 
place or you wil have the bluesy and 
there’s no nee<j of it.’

‘Peggy is my last resort,’ she an
nounced, after a few moment's silence. 
‘She is sure to have no plans. She’s 
an awful bore—^poor little Peg—but she 
likes to eait and can take her tfor 
good drive first. A matinee^ too, she 
would enjoy. I thought I was rid of 
shop for one day, but any port in a 
storm.’

She took up her telephone book and 
searched for the uninteresting Peggy’s 
number.

As she sat at her desk there was a 
whir of the bell at her elbow, ©he Un- 
hooked the receiver.

‘Yes, Miss Sayre.’
‘What ?
‘Mr. Trevor?*
‘Why yes, I did get yeur letter^ just 

now, this morning.’
•Why, no, I shouldn’t think it strange 

at all. It isn’t only women who are 
allowed to change their minds.’

‘Ofl course I understand. Only 
won’t admit that you would have beea 
tiresome, even if you were fagged.’

‘It seems too bad you have to do so 
much more than the rest of us. «Rep. 
ertbire isn’t quite as much fun as it 
might fbe, is it?*

'Why, of course, you may come, on
ly-

‘No, I haven't asked anyone in your 
place, but’—

‘Indeed I’ll be delighted. I was go
ing to say, though’-

‘No, no; don't call It off. Do come. 
Do come.’

The color surged up into Arline's 
face. She hit the desk with a silent 
little fist. She hadn’t meant to say it 
in just that tone.

‘Not in the leas.1. I can arrange per
fectly. The party has changed a little, 
but there’s plenty of room.’

‘AH right. I’ll expect you.’
‘Oh rather earlj;. Nothing formal, 

you know. We'll eat when we are 
hungry.’

She laughed at his response.
’There won’t bemuch to drink if we 

are dry, only common claret. I’m 
poor provider «that way.’

A smile stole about her lips as she 
listened; a tender^ unconscious curve 
that made her mouth beautiful.

Thank you; yes, I know. I think it 
is better, too.’

‘Well, you'll come?*
'AH right. Tees, lovely; Just cold 

and sunshiny enough to make it real 
Thanksgiving. Have you been oountln 
up your mercies?*

‘Yes, a lot of them. One nice ibig 
one.’

*No# T can't tell what it is.’
*Wellf you’ll come?"’
‘Yes, sure it won’t. We—we’ll all be 

glad to see you.’
'Goodby:'
©he hung the receiver up, pressed 

her harttis to her cheeeks and looked 
straight ahead of her with shining 
eyes.

*He 1s -coming. He is coming.’
She ran to the mirror.
’You littLu idiot.' she cried. ‘He does 

not want te> see you any more than he 
did when he said he couldn't come. It 
isn’t you. It’s only because he is rest
ed and he feels 'better and wants some 
Thanksgiving dinner with friends. 
Don’t deceive yourself. But maybe, 
maybe if you’re nice and natural and 
don'* laugh too loud, or drink too much 
claret, or say silly, flippant things, 
maybe he’ll look at you as if he could 
not help liking you a little, and perhaps 
you‘1! catch him at It.*

Tears struggled through the smile 
an(i dewed the shining eyes. *

‘You really are tired of the situge, 
little Arline. You wish you had «'i real 
housekeeping place, with stay- there- 
all-the-tlme maids, and dinners to or
der and worries about the steak being 
tough and the grocer's hill altogether 
too much. You don\t want to be fea
tured any mow, nor have your pic
ture on the bill-boards. You're tired 
of it, dead tired of it. But you mod 

| not let anybody know. They'd laugh 
| .at you. And he mustn't know, above 
I everybody else, because he might sus- 
I pect had something «to do with it.
I And !>* jjji-*n't. Not a thing. Not a 
1 single’'-—

She
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that had begun to fall, and pursed her 
mouth into a prim line.

•Ninnyô Foolishô Red Noseô You’l 
look prett for your dinner party.’

She laughed a quavering little laugh 
and ran into her bedroom.

‘Each room looks worse than the last 
I'll call dow'n and get Mrs. James to 
straighten things out. Oh dearô That 
horrid boy said she's gone to her folks 
Welly I’m glad; I wrant everybody hap
py to-day. Isn't that selfish, just be
cause I'm happy? If I wasn’t, I sup
pose—well, I’ll iphone for Tilly.'

Tilly, the laundress whom an^oiblig- 
ing druggist occasionally summoned 
to the booth in his store^ was not at 
home. Neither was Peggy, the fear
some ibore who was to play Miss Pro
priety, and eat her fill M Arline’s board 
nor Miss Nelson, a chance but pleas
ant acquaintance, whom she frantic
ally hit upo* as a sop to Mrs. Cerber
us Grundy. ,^«(

Bereft alike of servitors and guests 
Arline grew despeerate. Thanksgiv
ing Day was slipping by. Here she 
was in wrapper and untidy piled up 
hair, wandering about a distinctly un. 
presentable^ a«partment, her uncooked 
dinner holding chaotic swa in the tiny 
kitchenette, the one person whom she 
wanted to dinner with her within a 
few hours -of his appearance—and no 
one to dine with him tout herself, ho 
one to oook for him—

©he shopped short in the midst of a 
futile dash at the overworked tele* 
phone.

Suppose she—
Well# why not? ©he hadn't done muc 

of it, it Is true hut she had seen oth
ers do it.

Here a few moments ago she had 
been longing for domesticity—fairly 
weeping for it—and now it was hand
ed out to her in an unpleasaatifcly large 
dose, to be sure, but she would not 
flinch. She would clear up; she would 
cook; she would dine with him alone— 
Just the two. Surely she would earn 
it if she could prove herself a good 
little housewife—no, not housewife. 
You couldn’t be that till you were 
married.

She dropped off the loose gown she 
were and dived into her bathroom. 
There issued fonth sounds of splashing 
and a murmured conversation a soli-

She came forth radiant, pink cheek
ed. At her dressing taJble she coiled 
the e'k.ow hair in neat braids about her 
head. Then a hast, but careful toilet 
and Miss Arline Sayre stood alert and 
smiling in a short red skirt, a collar- 
less plain white blouse, (trimly belted. 
A little search evoked a big apron, pur- 
chaseed for the erring Katie or one of 
her predecessors.

The sitting: room first,’ cried the new 
housekeeper, and she started boldly 
In.

It was half past four when the bell 
rang.

The flowers.’ cried the tired young 
woman who walked shakily to the 
door. ‘My, huit this is hard work. Ev
erything is going lovely, though.’

She pulled the door open toward her 
in the narrow hall and ran bp Into 
the kitchenette.

‘Take them into the sitting room,* 
she called, ‘and send up some more ice 
when you go down.’

Her eyes were iflxed with tragic In- 
tenrtness on the huge bird in the gas 
oven.

‘Baete him,’ ehe wag muttering to 
herself. I’ve fairly sewed him. He 
Just eats up the gravy. I wander If 

dare put more water in the pan. It 
might make it too weak. Well?’

She turned sharply as the kltcheneitt 
door swung open anfl a head came in 
the open space; a head covered with

brown hair that grew in boyish wavy 
fashion about a broad white brow. 
Trevor’s earnest inquiring eyes looked 
into hers.

‘Oh, said Arline softly. ’Oh." And 
she sat quietly down on the floor and 
covered her face with her hands.

‘Can’t I help? Are you alone?’
The natural, sympathetic tone 

brought Arline's face to light again.
‘Oh, she cried, 'everybody deserted 

me; everybody except you, and I could 
not bear to have you go too. Isn’t it 
ridiculous? I've cleaned the house and 
I’ve Cleaned this place too. It was just 
awful. And now I”m’ cooking the «tur
key.’

Trevor came into the little room. He 
put out both hands M.d lifted Arline to 
her feet.

‘Shut the oven door ’ he said. ‘My

top of tffe range. The door of the ice 
box was open the ice melting at ai 
scandalous rate and there they sat, 
(those two, on th6 wooden chair ancB 
told each other all about it from the 
beginning—how he tried not to andi 
she tried not to, and neither could! 
help it; how he tried to stay away 
today, but couldn’t help coming, even 
when he thought he had to see hen 
in the mjdst of a lot of gadabouts 
and silly asses. Oh, there was na 
name to bad to call those delinquent 
guests of Arline’s.

'Mercy * cried Arline, 'and he was 
getting on so nicely. And the gràvy 
in the pan is all dried up.’ n

‘Gravy isn’t good for us,’ said Ti»ei 
vor, as he dexterously transferred thtt 
fowl to a huge platter. ‘Now, opeyi

mother used to say keep the oven door < the door, little girl, and then brins 
shut.’ | along the potatoes and other thlng%

‘That’s for cake,’ stuttered Arline. | because we are both hungry as bearer
And then they both laughed

This was a new Alec Trevor. Tall, 
slim, with clean-cut features, usually 
unsmiling he was likely to be coldly 
aloof, but now, as he stooped and cloar- 
ed the door of the little gas oven there 
was a delightful —— about him.

‘It was goou of you to come. Ar
line sat on a wooden chair, her arms 
dropping wearily.

‘It-was good of you to let me. If I 
had knowri—why didn’t you tell me 
that you’d have to 50 all thls’-^

'Oh, don’t say you wouldn’t have 
come. It’s been nice to do. I’ve been 
glad. I’ve* seen mother ahd Dora—It 
Is only that I was brought up differ
ent. They made me b» a» actress. I 
didn’t like it at first, truly; but then it 
got to bé easy and, oh, I could learii 
this so quickly If Î had the chance.’

She stopped and flushed vlblently.
Why should you learn? Why should 

not be someone to do it for you?
'Mother and Dora did it’ she said

broke pff, struck at the tears
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simply, ‘till a few years ago. Then I 
earned more money and we got some 
one to do it for us. Then mamma 
married, ana Dora too. I was glad. 
But I’d always earned money for them 
both ever since I was a child—they 
didn’t -know how, you see—and then I 
had t° £° on earning for myself. I 
didn’t mind, but I have always wished 
I could tell you why I keep on when I 
know I’m such a badaotress. Truly I 
know it. But It’s my looks, you know.’ 
She said It bravely. T can get parts 

j on account of my hair and my face 
I and my—the way I lock.’
I ‘Don’t.’ cried Trevor. He caught her 

hand quickly. ‘Don’t torture yourself 
like this. Why should you explain to 
me?

T don't know.’ said Arline, slowly. 
The color died out of her face, leav

ing it white and wan. T shouldn’t 
have, should I? Only somehow, I want 
ed you to know.’

‘Who am I to know? I don’t deserve 
He held her hand tight In his, and 

she looked up at him like a child.
‘Do you know.’ she said gently, ‘I 

thought It would be nice for us to have 
a little dinner here by ourselves, al
though I did try, truly I did, to get 
some one else? But everybody backed 
out and there was the turkey—and 
there was you—

She laugned and he echoed her laugh 
ter. But it was a tender sound like a 
caress that came from Alec Trevor’s 
lips.

'Will you believe,' he said, ‘that I 
was dying, Just dying, to have my 
Thanksgiving dinner with you alone? I 
hadn't the nerve *0 ask you—yes— 
frankly I could have asked you, but I 
was a coward. I thought you liked the 
crowd and those tiresome folks aibouit 
you. And I thought—forgive me—but 
I thought you liked <00 well the ad- 

And then the bell rang. It was (the 
boy with the flowers, the same boy 
that Alec had'been mistaken for. And 
finally they both smelled the poor 
burned turkey at fne same moment 
and dragged him smoking from the 
oven.
miration of many—too well for the wo
man I wanted to ask*—

‘Oh,‘ Interrupted Arline, ‘then it was 
true, those times, only two or three of 
thorn, when you looked at her as If you | 
couldn't help liking me?'

‘Liking you?*
Arline found herself lifted clear of I 

the wooden chair. ThP strong arms a- 
bout her held her as if they would , 
never let her go. Her face was press- I 
ed close to Alec Trevor's and In her ' 
ear was being ipoured the story of his 
‘liking.' Her head lay on his shoulder 
and she listened

The turkey browned in the oven, the 
potatoes boiled and sputtered on the

and we are going to have the Thanjdp 
giving «alrtner of our lhres.’ k

‘Oh, Alec, Alec,' Arline whi&jpi&nBdl 
tearfully to the gas stove, as she tau» 
rled the vegetables Into their re»* 
pective dishes and piled them on to ® 
tray. It’s all come true. I shall be 
a housewife. I am one now.’ ,

‘Look, out/ she called gayly, Vm# 
coming through.’ ©he gave «the swlngr 
Ing door a push slid Into the half’aniS 
through it to the sitting rodm.

*Now, you fill the glasses, she bbe 
dered. :i

But Alec had come close to her» 
•Wait a minute.’ he said. ‘Won’t you 
regret it,' Arline? The stage, the ex* 
citetnent. Remember, I’ve got to keep 
on. It’s my work; (Tm cut out foe IV 

'And I’m cut out to help you, dear.* 
She put her arms about his iléclL 
That's my Jab. Just dear little1 ol® 
Arline to come to when you’re tlrtd 
and things don’t go straight. Jufct 
little old Arline, who only asks tfr 
love you and make you happy.’ I 

But he put his finger on her lips. 1 
’Just my mainstay, my helper^ m* 

darling/ he whispered. ‘Just my wife.
Mr. and Mrs. Durham stood in the 

sitting room of their small but thor
oughly delightful house and looked at 
each other blankly. Mr. Durham 
held the telegram, but they had no 
need to read it again—it doesn't take 
long to learn by heart: —

"Arriving at noon to-day. WIL
FRED.’

‘She will be here at any minute/ 
said Durham.

‘At any minute/ echoed his wife.
‘It’s so like her to ao such a thing/ 
‘So like her/
T wonder how long she will stay/ 
They looked at each other afreet 

then. e
‘But you know you do enjoy her vis

its,’ said Mrs. Durham finally; ‘we- 
both enjoy them and we both love 
her, only”—

‘Yes/ sajd her husband, 'only?*
‘I don't know how to express lfc— 

only one feels so sort of on the b^lnk. 
of a volcano—one never knows wbat" 
she 1s going to do next/

‘And that is not always pleasant.^ 
said Durham with great decision.

At that Instant a carriage stoppe©" 
in front of the door and Wlilfred pepp
ed out and was up on the steps and aft 
the door even before they could get 
down stairs to it and get it open.

(To be Continued)

Invest 25 cents in a box of 
Davis' Menthol Salve (“The 
D. & L.”) and be prepared for 
a hundred ailments, which may 
not be dangerous but are very- 
annoying and painful, like Neu
ralgia, earache, sprains, burns, 
bruises,insect stings,cuts, piles,, 
etc. It is a household remedy 
always useful for some trouble, 
and should be kept in the 
family medicine closet. „

WILL MAKE HAIR QROW

BEARINE
Prepared from the grease 
of the Canadian Bear. 
Delicately perfumed.

The Standard Pomade 
k for 4§ Years.

i
Xll Dealers 50c. per Jar. 

Davis & Lawrence Co., Montreal.


