lll Intmstlng
Tllanluglvln 3"‘!

- (Oonﬁ-oo( u'om me thme)
cleared. ¢

Perhape she got well and is coming,,

sBie sa¥d buoyantly.
Hello'
‘What. Ob o tht you?
camse.”
‘On, yes, perfectly.

you bring her too?

‘No, I suppose not.
time.
self. I'd like so much te 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. Oh, of course
I understand; yes, indeed. Goodby
goodby.’

Arline jerked back ner chair.

‘Whatever will 1 do with Brenda?
T'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
vibew of the elevator boy. ‘A handful
of mail was poked in through tne nar-
row opening.

See If Mrs. James can come up and
make my breakfast, will you, Robert?
My maid is at home ill’

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

‘The 'door closed and Arline, shivering
ran into her bedroom, closed her win-
dows a[d onge more jumped into bed.

Tt's 'a ‘conepiracy to starve me’
laughed.

She stuck the pillows beaind her,
pulledl an extra coverlet over her shoul
ders and openeq her letters. At the
third she peueed, leaned back. and
burst into girllsh laughter.

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

She picked up another lettrr‘ one sne
had laid aside to read the others.

Let's wee what His Majesty has to

. offer for & reason for not coming. No

one seems to care for little Arline and
her Thanksgiving dinner. Angie is
Thonest, T'know, when she says her cold
is too bad ‘to iet her out—anll anyhow
1 askeg her awfully late. I'm glad
Bremds's deserted, only I know it's ibe-

" cause ghe 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.
why Alec Trevor's gong back on me—

just because he doesn't like me—and

that's the only guess I have.

She lovkedl at ‘the folded
her hand.

‘ wish 1T knew why,* she said wist-

" fully. ‘T've been plain and simple and
friendly with ‘him, mot actressy a bit.
And T've never run -after him. No one
can say that. Ang 1 only dared ask
him after ' heard ‘him say hewasn't
going anywhere.
corralled him like that, I suppose, I
didn’t think 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 leoked out of the window
that gave her favorite view of river
and shore and trees beyond.

‘You'll have to eat yeur Thanksgiv-
ing dinner all by yourself Arllne' she
sald, ‘Alec Trevor Is mot going to
sit cpnosite you, as you though he
would, or look at tyou half disapprov-
ingly and ba't as if he coaldn't help
Lking you_ as you hoped he would. Well
1 don’t balme him.

letter ‘in

acetor.,
and the second rate set you get a-

‘What cat't’|

.Of course, I un.lx'
derstand. But couldn’t you—oouldn't'

Such s short |
Naturally she wants you to her-. ;

{

do .it badly, either.

She pushed her fair to the top of
her head skewed it with a couple of
pins, slipped into a warm ' dressing
gown, and again
the kitchenette. She picked up the
empty tea kettle gingerly and filled it

‘I certainly am not much of a house-
keeper,’ she remarked.

$She shrugged her shoulders daintily.

‘T'll dress and get out of lt——eome-
where,’ she decided.

The dumbwaiter's vociferous offer at

her attention.

she

Now TI'll guess |

T ought not to lm\‘ol

He's o gentleman !
first and foremidst and » really guod'
Why shsuid he hotger with you ‘

by Miss Sayre's madd.

opened the door of

at the tap. .She lighted the gas and
set the  kettle on. Then she looked a-
bout her.

that moment of rolls and cream took
.A hoarse .voice called
up that its ‘owner was about to deliver
the materials for the dinner ordered

"Keep ithem* .called’ back.-Arline, but

the dumhmdher drowned her words in

l“!ﬂ mad race :to .the bottom. .sShe had

irom its shelf.

over the kitchen :table.
hastily about.

tle.*

belled paisan.

ing meal is prepared.

from the blue tea kettle.

‘It can't leak,’' said Arline. /I, brought
it home myself the .time they.burned
up the other, and that was.only a few
weeks age.”

But it did leal It spilled a long
: streak of water down .the front.of the
silk wrapper, and it acted just like an

irritating rusted tea kenle’ whici it
was,
Arline’s mouth tightened. She put

; the offending utensil in the sink, peer-
ed into several saucepans and plled
them on tap of the table,

MThe dumjowaiter rattled its way up
and its whistle sounded shrill and im-
perative.

A Thanksgiving dflln(’.l‘_’ ar the ma-
terials 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 ang turned with a pained look
at the dishes in the slnk.

‘I can’t wash them bdbefore I have my
coffee, I simply can't’

She looked down at the streak on
her wrapper and, siamming toe 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 struek an ex-
trg pin viciously into the high piled
hair.

‘This is a Jjolly old Thanksgiving,’
she announced.

There would ibe coffee In tae ¥French

bout yoeu? It's kind of mean te call | machine on her sitting room table. Ar.
vour friends eecond rate, but, truth- |line sniffed at it. Then she lighted
fully, they're not like him. If your ! the alcohol lamp, got the cream and
mother could have let you stay ut,rulls from the ‘kitchenette and sat
home and grow up the nice little yel- Iduwn, her head in her hands.

low haired domestic brand vou vn»rr! ‘I wouldn't go into that place again
cut out for maybe he'd think you Jf I never had butter' she observed,
worth looking at. But then, if he had ! 7(,)!1‘ hurry up and heat’ She glared

and you had, why, you'd never nave

seen him except across the

gt the coffee machine,
footlights , She
a

munched her dry roll and with

Oh_ dear, I wish we were going to wry face sipped the strong black-
have a matinee and an evening per- | stuff that had tasted se good the night
formance and a rehearsal afterwards. | befone
1 don't want a holiday. I hate them, Suddenly her eyes filled with tears,
anyway.' 1 while her lips curved Into an at-
Her lip quivered, but she grinned ,‘hqnm 16 smile,
cheerfully as she put her small whalte ‘Funny to be like this, isn't it?" she
feet once more into the heelless slip- | ehoked Nice old Thanksgiving Day.
pers All alone. Papa dead, mamma mar-
Perhaps,' little Arline you could, if | ried again—poor dear, bless her—and
vou tried, make yoursell a cup of cof. 'Rnra way off with that handsome bro-
fo Other artist ladies have been | ther in law of mine. Wgll, she des-
known to wait on themselves and not ,A'l‘\'l‘!ﬂ him and every single one I'd

No sense in running from o:

ims thing, that thing, {or yo

” sk your goctol
tx"' cat and luns tranhies
No uk"hol in t ‘)‘\ n,'w,l i

Nhy try his th H -' l'.vv %
©ld reliable (unily laxative—Ayer's Plllsy'

S,

One Docior—Only One

> doctor to another!
the best one, ilien stand by { im.

r cough. Carefully, deliber-

i cdicinc ih" ;d\'c it, Stick
t Aver's Cherry ctoral for
oid for ne: iy :"_‘-xp!l;' ycars. ‘

icine. X 5P
- S B s
foy your constipati
Ask your

Select
cither in trying

No sens

just {ime to snatch the cream.and rolls

A couple of water bugs careened
Ardine looked

‘What does she .do :to them? she
wailed. "There’s -something in a bot-

She hunted about, ¢limbedcan:a chair
ang from a top shelf seéized a bottle la--
JA (dash of .its contents
and the intruders had .ceased. even to

wriggle.
‘Works wonders,’ Arline read .spec-
ulatively. ‘And -this. is where:my'morn’

There was a hissing .noiee on the
small gas msange. it seemed :to . come

F

dm\ended on hlviy here to-J(ven
things up; ntﬂa #oing to 90 something
else. And theonly one I'féally wanted
the only one that amounted ¢o any-

'thing at all; Just wouldn't-come, ‘Jhst:

wouldn't come, just didn’'t want fo.

‘Oh, 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 smile disappeared. The cap
and plate were pushed aside and a for-
lorn yellow head lay on two outstretch
ed pink sillk arms. = .

‘T wanted Alec to come. T 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 3 suddenness that
brought the yellow hair unbecomingly
over her eye. 1

‘Idiotd’ she muttered. ‘Wh not join
the matinee idol clsas and be done
with 1t? - Alecd 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 cofree, choked down the remaind-
er of a roll; then she pushed her chair
back.

‘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 neeq 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 eat gnd can take her for a
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 unlnterestlnx Peggy's
number.

As she sat at her desk there was a
whir of the bell at her elbow. ®Bhe un-
hooked the recelver.

‘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.’

‘Of course, 1 understand. Only I
won't admit that you would have been
tiresome, even if you were fagged.

‘It seems too bad you have to do so
much more than the rest of us. Rep-
ertoire isn't quite as much fun as it
might be, is it?

‘Why, of course, you may come, on-
1y'—

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

‘Indeed  I'll be delighted.
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 g silent
little fist. She hadn't meant to say it
in just that tone.

‘Not in the least. I can arrange per-
fectly. The party has changed a little,
but there's plenty of room."

‘All right, I'll expect you.’

‘Oh  rather early. Nothing formal,
you know. We'll eat when we are
hungry.'

She laughed gt his response.

‘There won’'t bemuch to drink if we
are dry, only common claret. I'm a
poor provider that way.’ i

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

1 was go.

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

‘Well, you'll come?

‘All right. Yees, lovely; just cold

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

‘Yes, a lot of them. One nice big
one.’
‘Nu, T can't tell what it is.’
‘Well you'll come?"
‘Yeg, sure it won't,
glad to see you.'
‘Goodby:’
Bhe ‘hung the receiver up, pressed
her hafitls to her cheeeks and looked
straight ahead' of her with shining

We—we'll all be

eyea,

‘He 1s coming, e s coming.'
8he ran to the mirror.

“You littd, idiot.’ she cried. ‘He does

not want te see you any more than he
aid when he said he couldn’t come. Tt
isn't you,
ed and he feels better and wants some
Thanksgiving
Don't deceive
mayhe if you're mice and natural and
don't laugh too loud, or drink too much
claret, or say

mayhbe he'll look

It's only because he s rest.

with frlends
But maybe,

dinner
yourself.

silly
at you as if he

flippant thmxs_
could

mankind shall work

urnr- car.
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that had begun to fall, and pursed ner
mouth into a prim line.

‘Ninnyd Foolishd Red Nosed 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 down and get Mrs. James to
straighten things out. Oh, deard That
horrid boy said she’s gone to her folks
“’oll' I'm glad; I want everybody hap-
py to-day. Isn't that seMish, just be-
cause I'm happy? If I wasn't, I sup-
pose—well, I'll phone for Tilly.’

Tilly, the laundress, whom an ‘oblig-
ing druggist occasionally summoned
to the booth.in his store  was not at
home. Neither was Peggy, tne fear-
some bore who was to play Miss Pro-
priety, and eat her fill at Arline’s board
nor Miss Nelson, a chance but pleas-
ant acquaintance, whom she frantic-
ally hit upom as a sop to Mrs. Cerber-
us Grundy. 444

Bereft alike of servitors and guests
Arline grew despeerate. Thtnlu‘lv-
ing Day was slipping by. Here she
was in wrapper and untidy piled up
hair, wandering about a distinctly un-
presentably: apartment her uncooked
dinner holding chaotic swa in the tiny
kitchenette, the one person whom she
wanted to dinner with her within a

one to dine with him: dut herself, ho
one to oook for him—

Bhe sgopped short in the midst of a
futile dash at the overworked tele-
phone.

Supposg she—

Well why not? She hadn’t done muc
of it, it is true dut she had seen oth-
ers do it.

Here g few moments - ago she had
been longing for domesticity—fairly
weeping for it—and now it was hand.
ed out to her in an unpleasaar#ly large
dose, to be sure, but she woulg 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  mnot 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 murmureq conversation a soli-
taire.

few hours ‘of his appearance—and no .

brown hair that grew in boyish wavy
a broad white brow.
Trevor's earnest inquiring eyes looked

fashion about

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 agaln.

‘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 c.eaned tnis 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 s1.d lifted Arline to
her feet.

- she triea not to,

top of tie range. The door of the ice
box was open the
and there they sat,
those two, on thg wooden chair and
told each other all about it from the
he tried not to and
and neither could

he tried to stay away

ice melting at &

scandalous rate

beginning—how

help it; how

, today, but couldn’t help coming evem

when he thought he had to see hen
in the midst of a lot of gadabouts
and silly asses, Oh, there was no
name to bad to call those delinquent
guests of Arline's. $

‘Merey ' cried Arline ‘and 'he was
getting on so nicely. And the gravy
in the pan is all dried up. M

‘Gravy isn't good for us,’ said Tnew
vor, as he dexterously transferred the
fowl to a huge platter. ‘Now, openl

‘Shut the oven door’ he said. ‘My
mother used to say keep the oven door
shut.’

‘That's for cake,’ stuttered Arline.
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 clos-
ed the door of the little gas oven there
l“’ a delightful sveaca - about him.

‘It was govd of you o come. Ar-
line sat on a wooden chair, her arms
dropping wéarily.

‘Itawas good of you to let me. If I
had knowr—why dida't you tell me
that you'd have to go all this'—

‘Oh, don't say you wouldn't have
come. It’s been nice to do. I've been
glad. I've &éen mother and Dora—it
is only that I was brought up differ-
ent. They made me bg am actress. I
didn't like it at first truly; but then it
got to bé easy and, oh, 1 could learn
this so quickly if I had the chance.

She stopped and flushed violently.

Why should you learn? Why should
not ¢_,,. be someone to do it for you?

‘Mother and Dora did it’' she eald
simply, ‘till 4 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 g child—they
didn't know how, you see—and then I
hag to go on earning for myself. I
didn’'t mind, but I have always wished
I could tell you way I keep on when I
know I'm such a badaotress. Truly I

She came forth radiant, pink cheek-
ed. At her dressing table she coxlsdl
the ei.ow hair in neat braids about her !
head. Taen a hast, but careful toilet'
and Miss Arline Sayre stood alert and ]
smiling in a short red skirt, a collar-
less plain white lblouse‘ 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. M) but this is hard work. Ev.
erything in gofng lovely, though.'

She pulled the door open toward her
in the marrow hall and ran be into
the kitchenette.

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

Her eyes were fixed wita tragle In-
tentness on the huge bird in the gas

oven,
‘Baste him_' she was muttering to

herself. I've fairly sewed him. He

just eats up the gravy. I wonder if

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

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

HEALTH WEALTH,
; AND WORK.

So long as Nature's laws require that
the necessity of
keeping one’s self in health and strength
is of first importance. Many

believe that men of great wealth do
nothing. That is a mistaken idea. They
may not work with hammers or shovels,
but they work with their nerves, brains
sand minds, Scores of millionaires have
worked themselves into nervous pros-
tration in their efforts to control, to avoid
losing, their millions. But it is the
humble workers Who suffer most.

Mr. Arvez Berlcn, of Robertville, Glou-
cester Co, N B., a sturdy man of 65,
who works in the lumbenng districts in
winter,
good health. Some years ago, he suf-
fered much from Dyspepsia, with head-
aches, dizziness nmf rheumatism, In a
statement, dated June 24th, ’og, he says

not help liking you g little, and perhaps
you'll catch him at it*

Tears struggled threugh the smile
ang dewed the shining eyes.

‘You really are tired of the stuge,
little Arlin You wish you had areal
housckeeping ¢, with stay- l!nr-‘-‘
all-the-time maids, and dinners to or.
der and worrics about the steak Leing
tough nnd the grocer's hill altngether
too much You don't want to be fea-
tured any more  nor hay our piec- |
ture on the bill-boards., You're tired

| of it dead tired of it But you must
| not let anybody Kknow They'd luugh
| at you. And he mustn’t know, above |
everybody else, becaus » might sus-
pect ¥ had Y y to do with it
And Pe pasn' Not a thing Not a
Sh broke off, struck at the tears

~4

T

he used (ml) Mother Seigel’s Syrup and
four bottles cured him completely.

o e B Mg I+ Tl Gy W

and who, therefore, must have | .g

ear was being
and she

potatocs

know it. But it's my looks you know.'
She said it bravely. ‘I can get parts
on account of my hair and my face
and my—the way 1 look.’

‘Don't.’ cried Trevor., He caught her
hand quickly. ‘Don’'t torture yourself
like this. Why should you explain to
me?

‘I don't know.' said Arline, slowly.

The color dled out of her face leav-
ing it white .and wan. ‘I shouldn’t
have, shoul@ I? Only somehow, I want
ed you to know.'

‘Who am I to know? I don't deserve

Hg held her hand tight In his, and
she looked up at him like a child.

‘Do you know.' she sald gently, b |
thougnt it would be nice for us to have
a little dinner here by ourselves, al-
though I dig try, truly I dld, 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 belleve,’ he sald ‘that I
was dying, just dying to have my
Thanksgiving dinner with you alone? I
hadn’'t the nerve ‘o0 ask you—yes—
frankly I could have asked yow, but I
was a coward. I tLought you likeg the
crowd and those tiresome folks about
you. And I thought—forgive me—but
I thought you liked toe well the ad-

And then the bell rang. It was ithe
boy with the flowers, the same boy
that Alec had been mistaken for. And
finally they iboth smelled the poor
burned turkey at fie same moment
ang dragged him smoking from the
oven,

{ the door, little girl and then bring
| along the potatoes and other things,
|‘becau.le we are both hungry as begqre
“and we are going to have the Thankiy
giving alnner of our lives.' b

"'Oh, Alec, Alec’ Arline whispéred
tearfully to the gas stove as she hur
ried the vegetables into their rese
pective dishes and pileq them on to @
tray. It's all come true. I shall be
a hougéwife, I am oneg now.'

‘Look. out, she called gayly, l'n)
coming through.' She gave the lwlp.
{ng door a push slid into the hall 'and
through it to the sitting room. g

“Now, you fill the glasses, she O
dered. 1

But Alec had come close to her.
‘Wait a minute,’ he said. ‘Won't you
regret lt,' Arline? The stage the exe=
citethent. Remember, I've got to ‘keep
on. It's my work; I"m cut out for {t.*

‘And I'm cut out to help you, dear*
She put her arms about his mnéck,
*That's my job. Just dear little "old@
Arline to come to when you're tirkd
and . things don't go straight.  Just
. little old Arline, who only asks ¢to

love you ang make you happy.’

But ne put his finger on her lips. |

‘Just my mainstay my helper' my
darling,’ he 'whispered. ‘Just my wife.

Mr, and Mrs. Durham stoogq in the
sitting room of their small but thor-
oughly delightful house and looked at
each other “lankly. 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.
FRED.'

‘She will be here at any minute,®”
sald Durham.

‘At any minute,” echoed his wife.

‘It's so like her to ao such a thing.”

‘So like her.’

‘I wonder how long she will stay.”

They looked at each: other afreeh:
then, :

‘But you know you do enjoy her vis.

WIL-

its' sald Mrs. Durham finally; ‘we-
both enjoy them and we both love
her, only"”—

‘Yes,' salg her husband ‘only?

‘I don’t know how to express it—
only one feels so sort of on the brink
of a volcano—one never knows what’
she is going to do next.’

‘And. that, Is not always pleasant,”
sald Durham with great decision,

At that instant a carriage stoppel®’
in front of the door and Wilfred pepp-
ed out and was up on the steps and at
the door even before they ocould 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
ahundred ailments, which may
not be dangerous but are v
annoying and painful, like feu--
ralgia, earache, sprains, burns,.
brmses,msect stings, cuts, piles,,
ete. It is a household remedy
always useful for some trouble,
and should be kept in the

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
the m, when you lookeq at her as if you

couldn™t nelp Hkinz me?
‘Liking you?

Arline

herself lifted clear of

ooden chalr The

found

the w strong arms a«

held her as if they would
face

Trevor's ang in her

bout her
never let her go. Her
close to Alec

was press-
poured the story of his |

‘liking. Her head lay on his shouldcr

listencad
The turkey

browned in the oven, the |

boiled and sputtered on the

.

-——

family medicine closet.
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of the Canadian Bear,
Delicately perfumed.

The Standard Pomade
for 40 Years.

All Dealers 50c. per Jar.

Davis & Lawrence Co., Montreal,
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