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Love and Adventure

eves, when she would rise and go to
the window and look out upon thu It-
ile world she knew. Ten yvears before,
on the death of her husbiand, Jamie
hid left home to seek his fortunes.

“There Ien't much for me la do
here, mother, and 1 can’t bear to tnke
anything from the nest egg father left
you; "twouldn't beé rigni, and you
wouldn’t respect the person, son or
triend, who should rob you of (he
feathers of comfort you ought to have,"”
were the words of her Jamie an he
made ready for his departure

Only that day Mary had been con-
ning over hin letters, although she
knew them all by heart, yet. always
when she read them over she found
new beauties In them, new touches of
that loving boy heart of his thiat had
un ondeared him to her; yot there was
one so different from the rest, the
lunt message that she had ever re.
ceived., that made a pain go through
her heart.

“I'm having a hard battle, mother,”
It said. “"Seemy though sometimes ev-
erythng'a bound to go wrong: I've al-
ways remembered your teachings, kept
gober and never gambled, but some-
times It seems mighty burd to see pome
fellow who drinks and steals and

makes no protence of dolng right run-

ning so smoothly down stream. gather-
ing In the laurels that Just come foat-
ing over to him, so that all he hes 1o

Happy G

prused for a moment’s chat, Nelther
peemed wware of Jenny's frowning lke
fute beyond the masses of artificial
flowers and a fresh showing of ten
cent towels, Jenny drew back, but not
#0 far back that she could not watch,
David's strong, earnest younﬁ fuce was
full of light, which seemed llke u re-
flection of Mary Dix's brighiness. And
yet she was not pretty. But she had
a distipctive charm. Her wrown voas
wag wirm but plain, her brown velvel
hat hid most of her simply arranged
halr, she wore no powder, Jewelry or
Iace, and yot Jenny knew that she was
drawing 315 u week In the office of the
hardware firm up the sireet. “And
Aunt Marsh only pays me $6."” mourn-
od Jepny,

“Customer!”  Mra. Hess'  volee
brought Jenny back to duty. There
was i customer, and she had not cven
heard the door open. She lagged over
to the counter and leaned upon it In
tired tolerance of the old country
womuan who was fumbling at the ten-
cent neckwear,

“What's the price of this collur, my
dear? inquired the old woman,

“All ten cents,” snapped Jenns

“It's kind a hard to choose,”™ mur.
mured the old lady, as much to her-
self a8 to Jenny, “Where there's so

ot e

Page's, Page's was & womun's stall
furnishing store which employed only
four or five people. When Mrs. I'age
decided to reduce her working foree
the choice had lain between Sholly and
Neva Moran, Neva hid been there con-
siderably longer than Shelly and so
she was relained. Also, not without
rowson, Shelly suspected that Nova,
who did upt like her, had had some-
thing to say in her digfavor which bhad
boen listened o,

Being for sometime out of work it
Wwas intumbent, therefore, that Shelly
get this new job. Roger Winton had
suggested |t to her, Roger Winton wag
the big, brown draftamun whom every-
body liked and turned to instinctively.
He had comfort and sympaihy for all,
When Mrs. Hesa had mentioned that
her nlece was out of work Roger had
sald cheerfully that they needed an-
other saleswoman at the stationer's
where he bought his suppliea and be
thought if Miss Shelly applied and as
s00n ws 10 o'clock tomorrow she might
get the place.

But at 10:156 o'clock Shelly still sat
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“"Obi, 1 bappened io be at the gar-
deu parly given by Mrs. Blake for
Charity, and all the ladies were hav-
ing their fortunes told, so 1 went, too.
Everybody agreed that ghe was won-
derful,, but Mrs, Blake won't tell us
where she got her, She's & Hindu of
some sort, I believe,” she added

Hindu, nothing!" gooffed Billy. 1
Will bet she's as much Hindu as you
are. Probably some fanatic haviug &
lol' of pips dreams.”

‘Why, Bllly Chandler, how can you
Say such & thing? 1 just wish I could
find out where she is at present, 1'd
like to have you £0 1o see her and see
what she would tell you. You'd have
to admit that she iy wonderful,”" sald
Frances decisively,

80 you are really gotermined to cail
things off on aocoung of what she sad.
I suppose 1 eould :h my hair and
make myself a blonf:, bul there's no

g : b tact that | was

is there?™ he

pf

do is to pick them up

But every Christings  sinee o bos
Jamile had hung his stocking up he-
nide the fireplace; he know that his
doing so gladdened the heart of his
mother, und ahe know that it was n
aweel and glovious thing for her boy
to remaln young In spirit to enjoy the
delights of youth, even though ma-
turity was creeplng on. And s0 ever
sinee his  feet had crossed over hop
threshold Into a greater world, Mary
Atwood had hung the stocking up In
Hs wecustomed place, kisaing it fondly
nn she did so, and looking afterward
with childigh rapture at a litle plle
of tasty eatables on the lower shelf In
the closet that were put there In case
he should really come

Tonight, however, iry as she wouyld,
a feeling of uneasineas would «come
over her, and as time weont on she
grew depressed and weary;, the long-
Ing for u sight of his face was almost
unbearable, and the Joyful faces of hor
villuge friends who passed by her win-
dows with packages for some nelgh-
bors, only made her heart's suffering
more acute. She had refused many in-
vitations to partake of the Christmas
festivitien in other homes; someliow
she conld not feel comfortable on such
i day to leave the old home with lis
saered mamories.

At last, after having sat before the
fireplace for spome time, as I trying 1o

"
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many. Well, | gueas | won't take any.
I'll go over to Newton's and see what
they gol there.”

As the door closed Mra. Hess tus-
tled up. Jenny was Just reaching in-
Lo the tray for & handful of chocolites,

“You put that candy back!” ordered
Mra., Hess, “You're making yourself
sick eating i1, And listen to me, You
got 1o be nicer to folks that come in
here. You lose me trade every day.
You lost that customer Just now.'

“She couldn't make up her micd”
mused Jennpy,

“Then It was your business to lelp
her, | wouldn't had her gone out that
way for nothing. She's pecullar, but
she's got money. And she's Dave
Power's grandmother.” Jenny turned
pale, and Mra. Hess eyed her onjoy-
ubly. “She’ll go In to see him before
sho goes home, and she'll tell him how
yvou neted. Now, see here, Jenny,"” anu
Mra. Hess grew terribly emphatic,
“You got to brace up right awey
sirnight or 1'll send you nome. 1've
put up with a good deal from you, but
when It comes to nterfering with my
irade it's got to stop.”

Mrs, Hess went back to her desk
and Jenny sobbed with her hend on
the counter. Home! Why, she couldn’t
go home Her stepmother did not

i the street cur which was being held
up by a block ahead. Each moment
the car was expected to move, but time
pussed without its moving. Whan al
lust release came and Shelly arrived
&l the stationer's she rushed in to And
a showy blonde consulting ber ualls
hebind the counter,

“I understund that they voeed a sales-
vwoman here,” Shelly panted.

The blond girl lifted her eyes in @
casual glance of appraisasl “Place
filled an hour ago,” she replied calmly.

shelly turned away. HShe went oul
on the street and bought a morning
paper in the hope of finding numelullugﬂ
She walked along reading the “wants
and trylng 10 act careless and com-
posed.

suddenly she looked up 1o find Ler-
gelf in front of Page's. There was A
row of gllk blouses In the window, and
underneath & placard which read,
“your clhioice of these $i blouses at

998" ’

Shelly caught her breath. She had
$5 in her purse, all the money she had

™

i

laughed. “Oh, cowme on, Frances he
sengible and forget it—you know there
is nothing to it.” ’

“It's no Joking matier,” sald Frances
| bellove that there are certaln things
that should guide one in choosing o life
companion, and 1 would rather wall
than mike a mistake, I'm sorry

“Vary well," answered Bllly, as he
roge 1o guv. “We won't discuss Il any
further, From now on it ia obsolutely
up to you, | must run along to cateh
a train, I'm golpg out of the city for
& few days on business. In the mean-
time, 1 hope you find your August
blonde,” he added spitefully, with =&

ort luugh.

“Butt it .\ru @ furlous YOung nan
that left the clty that afternoon, and
what he said about fortune tellers In
general, would hardly bear repetition.

. t hw. _du'i poiud 'llntl)‘
u? ll.w“‘iy for Frances, for there was
no word from Bily, _

infuse some warmih into her being. 1o
rdaae hor aching heart, she rose and
sturted to tidy up the room, prepurs
lory 1o going to hed. Then, hinving
done so, ghe pauged o moment hofore
blowing out the light. 11 was always
a habit of hers (o wall & while before
etiveloping the room in darkness

“1'd 1lke to keep the old lamp burn-
Ing all the time,” she murmured;
“"twould be a beacon lght for the re-
thrning wanderer Heema  (hough,
when (L goes out, | shut him ont from
my heart.”

But she did not extinguish the Hight,
for suddenly an unheard of thing hap-
pened for that hour of the night the
knocker on the front door clanked
three times, loud and compelling. And
all at once Mary Atwood forgol her
atiffneas of jointa that had so bothered
her all the evening, and with a sur-
prising rapidity for one of her years.
she rushed for the door, with her heart
bounding with joy, her shortaighted
eyes gleaming with antieipation

Then, just as sometimes we receive
n blow of bitter words from a friend
when we expected kindness, so Mury
Atwood stood hesltant, when she
opened the door. for there in the
background she caught sight of the
tall, lanky form of Silas, the livery
etabhle man, and in front of him a
youhg woman, so muffled up that you
could not tell whether she was fair

want her. She would rather die than
g0 home. She would want to die any-
way If ghe lost Dave Power. And she
bhad offended his grandmother! Oh,
whalt a wrotched thing life was, after
all! Hhe had thought she was going
to be a0 happy with Aunt Marsh, so
happy earning money and being Inde-
pendent and learning to be & clever
woman. And here she was nolhing
but & tawdry, cheap, heartsick little
girl whose golden dreamas had jusi

‘undergone a frightful explosion.

All the rest of that day, all the long
evening. all the night., during which
she slept but little, Jenny's mind wan
in torment. She rose resolved, Hhe
bad been wrong, now she would be
right. She would earn Aunt Marsh's
approval, “T will! 1 will!™ she sazld
over and over (o herself

She came downstalirs with shadows
under her eyes. Mrs. Hess, reading
the morning paper beside the coffes
pot, looked up in astonishment, Jeuny
had on the blue serge blouse costume
in which she had arrived at her aupt's
Her halr wap simply knotted. Her
jewelry, scont, and powder were gone,
She looked wistful, sweet, good as she
was

“Have some coffee, Jeanne?’ asked
Mrs. Hess

in the world. Under her coat was &
worn out blue silk blouse, and in the
window wus u perfectly fresh, stout
one for such & price as she might nol
seo agaln. She entered the shop.

Neva Moran gave her u light simlle.
“How you was, Shelly ™ ahe remuried
"Ain't yot glim on you In ages.”

“I'm vory well, thank you,” replied
Bhelly. "May [ look at that dark blue
blouse that you have in the window,
pleasa?”

Neva displayed the blouse, “Good
value for & mark-down,” she sald, “The
vollay is out, but any one could change
it. 1 don't have time myself. 1 buy
things when they're o style and pass
‘'om up when they ain't, Two-ninety-
ecight. Want it, Shelly

“Yen, | do," answered Shelly. Neva's
speech hud left her flughed, but none
the less resolute,

Neva wrapped up the waist, dropped
SBhelly's bill into the cash register and
handed over the change. Shelly stuffed
the change into her handbag and walk-
ed out. She folt that Neva's eyes were

“He might &t least have written o
me,"” ghe sollloguized. Even though |
can’'t marry him, we could still be
friends. Oh, why should such an un-
fortunate thing ever have happened 1o
me—that 1 ghould fall in love with a
man who is really not my mate. Ee-
gides | never did care for blondes, but
It can't be helpad. 1 suppose,” and us
a last resort, she gave hersell up io
the full enjoyment of a good cry.

That afternoon as she started op a
shopplog expedition downtown & tele-
gram was haoded to her, which she
opened eagerly, read:

“Has the blonde turved up yet, Am
at Hotel Belvidere, BILLY.”

Frances tore the message loto
shreds, resolving to put him out of her
thoughts entirely. She would waste
po more time worrying over such a
fippant young man. Evidently he did
pot tuke her seriously, and if he did, it
e e e
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B made quite & good
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There was not time for dallving.
however. The young woman quickly
enternd, followed by Bling carryiug «
sultcuse, who leaped over and whis-
pered something in Mary's ear ns he
passed that started her Into feverish
activity

Not for one moment  aid Mury Ax-
wood wince or tremble, but with lov-
Ing eare and tender solicitude, startea
to remove the wraps from the Ineom-
Ing stranger. But in her anxiety to
relleve the chilled being before her,
Mary falled to notice the little bundle
teked away beneath the cape under
the young woman's arm, “A baby!"
she exclaimed, delightedly, and bring-
ing pillow and afghan from another
room, she soon had the sleeping form
cuddled away in one corner of the
haireloth sofa. The young woman,
now recuperating herself, was seat-
ed by the fire, and presently a cup of
coffee  was brewing and home-made
sandwiches and deliclous doughnouts
were brought to the hungry one.

“Tell me all,” Mary finally said. Her
voles trembled and sunk almost to a
whisper. for not until then did she
dare speak about what she so droades
and yet deslred to know,

And so the young woman, who was
Jamie's wife, pausing often, when the
two looked into each other's eyes as if
to read the soul of the other, told of

“Please, nuntie, and—and, sunlie,
you neadn't bother to call me Jeanna
after this. Jen—Jenny's good enough.”

“So It seems to me,” Mrs, Hess re-
plied firmly, and apparently went on
with her paper. But over its edgo she
watched the young face with its new
lines wonderingly.

It was two weaks before she admit-
ted the change in Jenny. "You're go-
"}f all I:Iht." she ml&“uu girl then.
“1f you keep on oou
months longer, ‘!*‘h |"fll’l|lp
wages."

Jenny lifted her eyes. “1'll try hard,
Aunt Marsh,” she sald.

Mrs. Heas studied her thoughtfully.
“You ever see Dave Power now ™ she
asked bluntly.

Jenny's head dropped. She tried to
reply and falled. Mrs. Hess glanced
aver her ut the window. Dave Power
was sioging past on his way to the
postoffice with & package. He looked
nelther to right por left, With a sign
Mrs. Hess turned and went back to
rearrange some tinware,

Mary Dix eame into the store for a
pencil that day. Bhe lingered a mo-
ment with Jenny. Jeénny waa beautl-
fully eourteous to her, and after Mary
had gone out Mrs. Heas oalled: “That's
right Jenny. Treat 'em all allke.”

penstrating her coat and discovering
the pinned up rent underneath.

Arrived st home Shelly opened her
purse and pulled out the wiop of
ragged bill, It had oecurred to her
that she ought to get heér aunt 1o
change it Into dimes and nickels for her
before she started out Job hunting aft-
er luncheon, She turned pale us she
unfolded the bill. For Instead of a
two-dollar bill she had a twenty-dollar
one!

Joy followed surprise. Twenty dol-
lurs seemed n fortune. She could pay
Aunt Fran, she could buy a new palr
of gloves, and there would stili be
money left, Then consclence apoke.
“You know you got that money by mis-
take—~Nevi's mistake, And you know
what it will mean to her when that
hawk-eyed old Kate Page talllos up
the contents of the cash drawer with
the day's sales. Neva will elther be
accused of theft or lose her Job™

For ten minutes Bhelly stood (liere
¢lutehing the bill and fightng wrong
in her heart. Then she decided, BShe
donpned her hat and coat and went

the heart of the shopping distriets, she
met Mre.  Blake, who greeted her
cheerily

“Why, Frances, you are just the girl
I'm looking for, 1 wan! you to meet
my niece, Bylvia Prescott,” and Fran-
ces turned to meet Miss Prescotl, a
tall beautiful brunette,

“You girls ought to be good friends,”
sald Mre. Blake, “Sylvia is o be here
her (o become better acquainted than
for the rest of the season, and 1 want
she did upon her last visit,” where-
upon she and Sylvia exchanged know-
lng smiles.

“Why, I don't remember of ever
having met your niece before sald
Frances, "Huas sho been here?”

“Frances, dear, we'll let you into a
secret,  Bylvia was the wonderful
seerea of my garden party, but it was
necessary that she keep her ldentity a
secret or the spell would bave been
broken. With & litle d a, he

hig (liness previous (o thelr marriige,
nud of how she had nursed him back
to health, after which they had become
hushand and wife,

“Jamie wag sgo good and indusiri-
ous” she went on, “but somehow wae
didn’t got along vory well financially.
He worked, oh, so hard, and overtyx-
ing his strength, his health began to
full. His one ambition seemed to get
bick 1o you. ‘We'll save all we can,’'
he used to say, ‘and then, some day,
we'll go bauck into the country where
mother lives, buy a farm, and things
will be better.' ™

Up to this point Mary had kept very
calm, but pow It seemed that al the
flood tides of her nature were aweep-
ing over her, und she broke down com.
pletely, And then It war the turn for
the young woman to miniater, lovingly
she entwined her arms about the aged
shoulders and lald the quivering moth-
er head on her shoulder,

“It's all right, now.,” she comforteqa,
“and Just before Jamle died, he told
mae to take his aavings and come home
fo his mother. You want a daughter,
don't you?"

Instantly the aged head was ralsed
from (ts resting place, and for several
minutes they held on to each other,
each busy with her own thoughts, and
trying to gain strength to bear their
cOmmon sorrow,

\

How long they had stood thus in-
gether they did not know, bul the
young woman wae about to break the
silence  when a plaintive lttle wall
came from the vielnlty of the sofa and
mude both women turn simultaneoun-
ly. Yeot, quicker than a flash Mary had
looged herself from the other's arms
und was  over beside the baby, and
taking it up fondly In her arma, Thus
carrying it over to the fireplace, when
it cooed, she laughed back at it, and
kissed and hugged It an If she were =
voung mother instead of an old gray-
haired grandmother.  Perfectly con-
tented, the baby lay there untll tha
grandmother’'s ayoes eaught alght of the
little old stooklng hanging in s ac-
customed place, :

“Jamie's  stocking.” wshe fondly
breathed, “and some day you, lttle
Jamie, will be hanging your stocking
In the seif-same place, and God grant,
Jamie of mine, that many and pleas-
ant will be the Christmases that you
will have!"

Mary looked up, and peeing the ayes
of her boy's wife looking at her so
clearly and understandingly, as if she
had found peace at last, she sald: “It's
the way of the world, my daughter, the
reaper death ushern some souls out
whila the giver of life brings into be-
ing othera to fill the places of thoss
gone beyond, and complete his work
here upon earth."”

Was there apything that Aunt Marah in

did not see? After that Mary came in
often, and always Jenny had to wait
upon her. WKach time was a fight for
Jenny, but she conquered herself and
was unfailingly sweet and gentle. One
day as they were bending over the
counter looking at something, Jenny
nnlllnlw and Mary admiring, Mary
sald: "What lovely halr you have,
Jonny, all curls. T wish mine was so."”
Jonny

: the mo i *“For
you, Jeany. Looks llke an Invitation.”

“It is!™ cried Jenny, openng it. “It's
to & party-—from Mary Dix."

“Well, there!" sald Mrs, Hoss, smil-
ing. “That pleases me. Mary's a nice
girl, with a nice family and home. I'm
proud to have her notiee you like this
You wust go."

“Oh; | can’t,” breathed Jenny.

“You must,” sald Mrs, Hess stead-
fly. “If you don’t do they'll all be of-
fended. And they're good customers of
mine."

8o Jenny went, Mrs, Hess bought a
new dresa for her—a Almy white volle
with & sash as blue as Jenny's eyvs.

“You're right sweet,” she sald giv-
ing the girl a rare kissn. "You're n
good girl, Jenny, Tomorrow I'm go-

to pay you ¥7 & wook lostead of

'l“Oh, thank you, Aunt Marsh,” Yenny
sald,

But despite this good news and the
new frock she went to the parly un-
happy. It was a small party. But
Dave Power was thers, And somehow
h’l:! never got far away from Jenny's
aide.

In the midst of the good time a tall
girl In pink waved n handkerchlef for
order and sald that she had some-
thing nlee to say. And then sie té
them all that this party was really
an apnouncment party. Mary Dix was
engaged to Oliver Blise, and gho had
taken this way to let all her friends
kunow it. V.

Jenny could not beliave It at firpt.
Hut there was the ring on Mary's
finger,

After the party Dave Power walked
bomie with Jenny. They walked slow-
Iy for there was moonlight,

Mra. Hess sal up in bed to hear all
about the party and what had hap-
pened afterward,

“Dave's a good boy,” ghe sald, “You
couldu't do better. | guess you're &
pretiy happy girl manht. Jenny."

“1 guess | am,” replled Jenny with g
sigh of deep content.

By Annefle Angert

downstairs. #he mel Roger Winton
Just coming in.

“Running away?" he laughed

“Yos, from n wicked tempiation, Tell
auntie 1 shan't be in to luncheon,”
Shelly answered

It was two miles 1o Page's by the
ahortest  course, and she walked
Young and supple as she wan, the dis-
tance, added to that she had alrewdy
truveled, told npon her. Bhe was win
when she enlered the store

From the back room came loud
valoes. then Mrs. DPage, large nnd
angry, stepped in. “Well, Shelly?" she
sald

Shelly held out the hill, "Will you
please give this to Neva, Mrs, Page?
Bhe made a mistake this morning and
handed it out to me Instead of the two-
dollar bill which was really coming to
me."

Mrs. Page took the bill, glanced at
it, glanced at Shelly and Aung up her
head. “Neva!" she called. Neva came
in. She had been crying. “It's all
right, Neva, the bill has been found
Shelly here just returpned i, You

didp't
Blake.

Bul Frances was staring at the girl
with undisguised amazement

“Hut how did, you ever tell people
thinga?' she faltered

“Oh, easy,” laughed Sylvia. “Every
women thinks sha is o Hitle different
from olther women. The fact Is thal
all are more or less alike. 1 just told
them things thut would apply to mosi
anybody, wud the rest was purely my
own invention. 1 don‘t know the fAiral
thing about telling fortupes. I wus
groat fun to sgee the women swallow
the things 1 told them,”

“Well," laughed Frances uvouchal-
antly, “you wcertainly mude u most
wonderful fortune teller. Of course,
flmwly' I don't belleve In those
hings at all—in fact, T can't remember
what you told me.”

“Well, I ghou hopo they all fel
the same way abouk it,” sald Sylvia, “)

~ havef '
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you think w#0?" laughed Mrs

gave it to her by mistake. Nexi time
you betier be more caraful. Shelly,
when she's glven you the right chunge,
come into the back room. I waat to
talk 10 you"

An hour later Shelly eniered tha
kitehen, where hor aunt and Anna, tha
help, were finlshing a somewhat de-
layed luncheon. “Oh, suntie! I've got
u Job! Mre Page hired me back, She's
koing to give me 35, the same as Neva,
und there's n week's pay in advance.” »
she lald the money down for her sunt,

That night Roger Winton lingered
in the dining room to talk to her afi-
er the other boarders had gone out,
“I hear you got & jJob today,” he said.

Shelly looked surprised. “Did aune
tie tell you?' she demanded.

He smiled. “No, Mrs. Puge told ma,
She is my mother's coualn.” As Shelly
wlared he wont on. “She told me all
about it. You're a good, brave, liitla
girl, Bhelly, and I honor you."

He held ont his hand, and as Shelly
gave him hers and looked Into his eyes
she was happler thau she had evor-
been in all her life before,

fairy tgles 1 told them aboul who they
should apd should not marry. 1 won-
der at my own audacily

“Prances, dear,” sald Mrs. Blake
“won't you come along home with us
and have tea? We are just about go-
ing now.”

1 thunk you, Mrs. Blake, but | must
decline, | have u very lmportant mul-
ter to which T must attend,” and with
& smile and a nod she departed.

sShe lost no time in getting 1o & lele-

graph office, and sending & message o

the Hotel Belvidere, and that ovenlng
an amused young man, who was dork
complexioned and born in Heptember
recelved w messuge which read:
“Fortune teller fake.
myth, Never again, “FRANCES"

- T g 4 - i
Whenever Billy partloularly wanis
to chaff his wife & little, ail he hus to
blon -1“3‘\2& g
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