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| Wonderad T Tt ¢ould T& posslblo that

Mr, Brown had Invited her to spend
the hollday with him, But the ldea
vanlshed and Just at that moment he
wad called to the telephone, The other
glrls had gome to the cloakroom and
Mlss Johnson entered as they were
rreparing for the outside world,

“What are you golng to do tomor
row, Johnny?" asked Miss Marks, It
was the nnme the girls had given hee,

“I don't know Just yet,” she an-
swered.,

“Bill and Tare golng to a Thanksglv-
ing ball,’" remarked Miss Angela Car
ter, “And I've got a swell new dress
mother's making me,"”

There wins a general discussion ns to
the ways the hollduy would be spent
and at the downstairs door Miss John-
#on separated from her companions
and went over to the elevated,

» L » L] L]

"Courtney,” called Mr. Brown,

“Yes, slr,” he answered,
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64 . HOSE letters ean walt unth
Pon Friday, Miss Johnson, To-
morrow  we're closed, you

e lnow."”
k’ “Very well, sir  sald

Migs Johnson,

“You don't seem to be es
peclally  pleased,"  contin-
ued Mr, Brown, “Most of
the girls welcome a hollday, They can
fleep amd then go out danelng with
some fine young man,  Aln't you got

young an, Miss Johnson? Ierhaps
you've nol been long enough in the
ctty. Well,  well, tnke your time,

There's o lot of these youngsters who
o omwnke love all right, all right, but
when it comes to furnishing the home
—they'd have a hard thne dolng It on
tho Instulbment plun,  I'he salaries of
young men aln't so hig these days,"

Mr. Brown wis manager of  the
Jones & Cushing Wholesnle Glass and
Crockery compnny. e was n large
gentleomnn with watery blue eyves, fat
Hpe and pudgy hands,

“I suppose you'll be missing the oid
falks, eh 7" continued tho gentleman,

“T guess T willl miss them," sald Miss
Johnson, with letters and notebook In
hand,  “1t will be the first Thanksgly-
Ing I've heen away.  You see T took
my course at business college lnst win-
ter and went home for the summer."

"To be sure,” snld Mr, Brown, “It's
only two months sluee you ¢ame here,
but you've won your way Into our
hearty,” he added with a leer.

“And T know how you feel,” he went
on. “Just longing for the old folks
and the kids, How'd you lke some
renl turkey, eh?  Well, we'll have It,
You're only a child to me. I'm old
enough (o he your father”

And with a look such as no father
has ever glven befare or since, Mr,
Brown moved his chair o Hitle nenrer.
“How albout a Thauksgiving dinner
with me tomorrow night? My wife has
gone to see her old mother, who s
down slek.  So lets keep ench other
company, eh?  And have real turkey.
What do you say?

“We'll go to one of the swell places
where there'll be cranberry sauce, Loo,
And we'll hear musle when we oat,
that Is If we get those nolseless soup-
gpoons.”  Mr, Brown thought he was
a humorous maon,

“1 guess I'l go," sald Miss Johnson
slowly.
“Good! T'Il eall for you at six sharp

and you have a good sleep and write
home to the folks that you're going
ont with a nlee safe old fatherly man
from the offlee,”  Mr, Brown really
finttercd himself that he was nelther
old nor safe,

Migs Johngon had closed the door
and gone to put her book and letters
back In her desk. Mr., Courtney, one
of the snlesmen and Mr. Brown's rleli-
hand man, had noticed = Sught flush
on hier fuce_we she hyd passed_hdm, e
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“DId that new shipment come in to-

fday?”

“No slr,” sald Mr. Courtney, *I don't

“Most Girls Welcome a Holiday.”

belleve we'll get it In until Monday
now,"

“Oh, all right, T Just wondeied, Say,
young man, don't ook so glum. Get g
pretty gl and go off for the day to
morrow. You need cheering up,  It's
whnt 1 need, tos,  And I'l have i, be.
lleve me.  I've got o NMttle peach for
dinner, Quite g sport for an old boy,
eht"” B

“Quite,” sald Mr. Courtney, quietly,
“I don't cnre much for girls, that is,
most girls,"”

"Hum," grunted Mr. Brown as the
younger muan left his oflice, “Falling
In love, ch?  She'll soon tire of him,
whoever she may be, if he doesn't get
a smlle on his fuce cace In o while,”

“Has Miss Johnson 1eft?” Mre, Court-
ney was asking of one of the stenog-
raphers who was hureying off,

“Yes, left ve minutes ago,” was the
ANSWOr,

“You haven't gol her home address !
he asked. s

“No, hut I guess Mr. Brown has It
He keeps the addresses of the whole
stafl, you know.” Anmd she was gone,

Miss Johnson honeded with friends
her mother had met during her one
city trip—n woeek's excursion whileh
had taken in the Hippodvome and the
Flatlron building ss wonders never to
boe forgotten,  Usunlly she took her
dinner downtown at a cheap table
d'hate, for Mrs, Palmer, her mother's
frignd, did not eare much for cooking
—nntl bestdes it hnd been arcanged
thal way—room ard breakfast, five
dollars n week., But tonlght she would
go stralght home without dinner, Per-
haps they would he making prepara-
tlons for the great day, She bought
an evening paper, two bananns and a
sweetenwid roll and started up the ele-
viaied sinirs,

She reached home and opened the
door with her latehkey. From every

Indieation every one was out, She
calledd for Mrs., Palmer but no reply
camue,

Miss Johnson ate her meager repast
and then went to the kitchen for a
drink of water, Her meal had been dry
and somehow it choked her a llttle.
Everything was so hard to swallow, Or
wns It that the lump In her throat got
In the way?

At lnst ten o'clock enme and Mrs,
Palmer wanlked In. “Oh,"” sald Miss
Johnson, "I came home early tonight
to know if 1 could help you with the
dinner tomorrow. I'm golng out my-
self,  But mother hns always sald I
whs handy with the dressing.”

“IMressing?  Dinner?" repeated Mra,
Palmer  In amazement, “Oh, land,
ehild, T don't go to no fuss for Thanks-
giving! What's the use? 1 Just says
to Bert Palmer and the kids, ‘Now why
should T be standing over a hot stove
for hours when in no time you'd have
all the stulf et up? 8o I let's 'em

Wondered If Mr,
Her to Spend the Holiday With Him,

Brown Had Invited

sleep and then T runs down to the dell-

- eatessen and gets a fow cold cuts and

a bit of poluto salad for a little extry,
Say, why don’t you go to the pletures
more? I've been tonight to see “The
Wayward Girl's Return Home,' It was
sad but oh, so beautiful,”

But Mlss Johnson was not thinking
of the pletures, A fow cold cuts and
potato salad for Thanksgiving, she
was thinking, and a football game and
the theaters and_movies. No famlly

gathering, no turkey, o pumpkl’n pﬁ
and clder, No children to he allowed
on that day to eat all they wanted. '
Mnaybe It was a day of natlonal gorg-
Ing, but It was a famlly day anyway
and It was 'Uhanksglving day,

She tried to sleep. She didn’t want
to think of the morrow, Iut she did,
and at the saume time eame the vislon
of Mr. Brown, hls watery eyes leering
at her, and his pudgy hands holding
hers 80 she couldn't eseape, and his
Hps—those fat llps—foreing—Oh no!
She shivered and pulled the elothes
around her tighter. Why had she sald
she would go? Perhaps he meant to
be kind. But he had always been a
little too kind, a little too conslderate,
it seemed now,

Bometlmes she had notlced a strange
look on the purt of Mr., Courtney, es-
peclally that afternoon, , . , She

. felt Ned Courtney thought Mr., Brown

dictated less and talked more than
was necessury. And It bothered her.
But she wns not sure, and she didn't
want to lose her job., It had been so
hard—beginning with everything so
new and different, Of all the men she
hnd met In New York she cared most-
ly for Ned Courtney and hls opinion.

He had seemed sincere and every one .

In the oflice spoke so highly of him.
She wondered what he'd think of this,
and then she wondered why she wished
she knew,

No she thought oh.  Mornifg came.
IHer eyes were heavy., Sleep had come
only In snatches, She dressed hastily
and then Inughed at herself for hurry-

Ing. She wrote home and tried to
make her letter cheerful,

“Lydin! Lydin Johnson ! snme Mis.
Palmer's volee from downstalrs.  “A
gentleman to spenk to you on the
phone.”

Miss Johnson went down the stalrs
without hurrying, She had never ae-
quired the habit of running to the tele-
phone ns i It were on fire and must
be put out by Hfting the receiver,

“lelle,” she said.,

“Oh, good-morning, Miss Johnson,"
cume the voice from the other end, “T
hope T didn't get you up oul of bed,
No? Yor're vaot a late sleeper even on
n holiday?  Well, T always kiaew you
were smart, Just thought I'd call you

up to tell you we'll linve that iwrkey
tonight at six you know, I'll be around
In plenty of time. Look your sweel-
est!"

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Brown.
he rendy a e before six,"

At either end the receiver was hung
up and each went off diseontented,

“T wonder if I'm wasting time and
money on her," moeditated AMr, Brown.
“It's all right to fuvor that country
fdea she has of o holiday but I lke n
little appreciation In return,

Yes, I'lIL

But I guess I've gol her where 1 \\nnt
I'd bhetter not loso

her. Only

Started Up the Stalre.

out by rushing things. She's a bit dif-
ferent from the usual run of ’em.”

Lydia returned to her room, passing
by the Inquisitive eyes of Mrs., Palmer
without answer,

Later she breakfasted, or rather

lunched, with the Palmer family. She
played the plano a little, and, then, be-
fore returning to her room, declded
she would satlsfy Mrs, Palmer's curl-
oslty.
" "I'm going to dinner with Mr. Brown
of the firm,"” she sald. *“He's a father
of children--not young and worthless,"”
She Inughed a little,

“That's good,” sald Mra, Palmer.
“PBut what's he dolng taking you out

‘todny? Where's his kids?"

“Away to see an sick grandmother,”
sald Lydin, and as she sald It she felt
that Mrs., Palmer nodded her head a
Uttle too understandingly. Lydin
flushed slightly. '|

“Now, I!su-n. dearle,” sald Mrs. Pnl-
mer, “to a word of motherly advice,
Get nll that's comin' te you. They
think more of you when you make 'em
spend—and If he's old enough to he a
father—annd tuke you out—he's likely
got enough of the wherewlthal, Say
vou llke white furs. Tell him In n renl
hahy tone you did wish you coulil have
a sllver mesh bag., While T promised
vour mother I'd look after you, the
cliy's ways aren't the country’s ways—
leastwlse, not g0 I'd know i, And I
want to sce you get on”  She was
thinking secretly of a new rug she
might like herself,  “Just work the old
boy for all he's worth, but take iy ad-
viee, and never fall In love, They're
done with you then, and you lose Inter-

,est In others.”

Lydin had sat partly Hstenlng and
partly dreaming of the Thanksglving
nt home—the long table, her father's
Jokes, the chlldren's censeless chatter,
her mother hot and tired hut beaming.
She arose. "I'Il be earefu',” she sald
ns she bit her lp.  “I won't fall In
love. Don't worry, Mrs. Paliner, I'm
not so young as you might think.”

She went to her room and closed her
door with a bang. Then softly opened
it. An hour went by and then another,
Stil another passed and Lydia was
growing impatlent. Her hat and gloves
and coat were ready. She sat there,
nervons and shoking, At last she
heard Mrs. Palmer's shrill voleo:

“Lydin, Lydia,"
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Lydin clogsed the door softly and
then opened It nolslly. “Yes,” she
called back,

“I'm Just going over to see the ple-
tures for an hour. I'll be back in tlme
to fuss you up a bit for tonight. Don't
worry. I'll only be gone an hour,”

“All right, thank you, Mrs. Palmer,"
she called.

She walted five iInlnutes, then tenm
and nt last put on her things. Quletly
she stole down the stairs. She opened
the door, looked up and down the
street and then hurpledly walked along,

“I guess,”" she sald slowly to herself,
“I' go downtown.” And she went up
the stalrs to the elevated.

“I suppose I'll have to eat,” she
thought grimly.

Usually Rast's
crowded,

table d'hote was

There people were alwaya

Tried Hard to Make Her Letters Ap-
pear Cheerful.

standing walting for sents, looking an-
noyed and envious of those who wore
almost finlshed but who took so long
over thelr coffee. Table d'hote diners

had no rvight to tnke o long over their |

coffee, their expressions read quite
plainly. But Mr., Rast was genlal and
always held his cerowds by a suave
smile and u confidensinl matiner of
aying to ench customer, “I'll have n
tauble In just o wmement rfor you,"

But thit evening there were few at |

Rust's.  The  whole
stravecly ciapty.

“I'lenty of tables tfmlghl " snld Mliss
Johnson,

HYes, miss" Mr. Rast smilingly ad«
mitted, “But If some folks knew what
an extra menu I give for Thanksglv-
Ing they would not be enting home,
Trouble Isn't that, altogether, but here
Yoothe business seetion there ain't
much golng on today. Fave your
cholee of tables.,” And with n flourlsh
Mr. Rast stlll retnined his manner of
personal Interest and of a great desire
te please.

Lydia Johnson took her seat and
looked at the menu, Tt was just about
the same as usual, but Mr. Rast had
been true to his boast. There on the
top was an additionnl sheet of thin pn-
per, reading in watery Ink, “Speclal
for Today Below wag “Thanksgly-

pluce

"

looked |

ing turkey and cranberry saiice, '
Squash pie, apple cider.”

Lydia erdered them, secarcely notle-
ing that they were a little speclal in
price, too.

Olives and celery were put in front
of her and a small dish of relish. She
tasted some and as she put down her
fork she snw Ned Courtney entering.
As 'he cnught slght of her his eyes
brightened and hls step hecame more
buoyant, “May I &lt here?' he asked,
pointing to the vacant chair opposlte
her'.

“Yes, do,” sald Lydia quickly. *“I'm
all alone. I'm kind of homeslek, any- '
way,” she admitted, as her eyes shone
a little mistily. “They make a regular
fuss. over Thanksglving day at home,
I'm from the country, you know. And
I guess T'm still a bit of a youngster,
It's my first Thanksglving away from
home.”

“And you're_here, you poor child,”
sald Mr. Courtney, who was possibly
two years her senlor, “Of all the God-
forsaken places In the world, the city
takes the lead on & hollday when
you've no speclal pals—and when
you've been used to the other kind., It's
my first Thanksgiving day here.”

“Mother makes an awful fuss over
the day,” said Lydla. “And pop s just
as bad. Always jokes we're not polng
to have turkey and we always do, of
course,”

“Of course,” agreed Mr. Courtney,
“and pumpkin ple and elder. 1 gee
you've ordered the specials, Well, 1
guess T will ton,  Sqgunsh ple, eh? 1
suppose they haven't nny pumpkin.”

They ate thelr dinner and each

“l See You've Ordered the Speclals”

talked of the
Thanksgivings,

“Do you come here often?" nsked
Mr. Courtney,

“Almost always,” she answered, *)
wnusn't golng to come tonight, and then
I thought I would, I've never seen
you here before.”

“No, it's my flrst appearance, though
I guess I know all the other places
lke this. One of the bovs told me
about it at the office. Where did you
think yon'd go? T mean tonight, if you
hadn't come here?”

tlmes at home—other

ALEXANDER AT COURT HOUSE.)

"Mr. Brown asked me to have dinnet
with him., He sald his wife and two
kids were up with his mother-in-law,
who's sick, She llves In the coumtry
and so he'd be all alone. I guess ha
meant it kindly, but somehow I just
felt kind o' queer about golng.”

“Thank God you dld,” sald Mr,
Courtney with a sudden burst of re-
liglous fervor. “Wife and two klds
and a mother-In-law-—all to fool you
with! Why he's not even marrled! 1
pity the poor creature who would ever
marry him. He's asked all the girls
in the office to go out with him. Ha

. threatens to fire 'em if they don't ac-

cept, but if they're any good at their
work he figures on business first—and
besldes It would look queer to the part-
ners.

“I've gaen him ayelng you,” he con-
tinued. “And I've sald to myself often,
‘If he lays n hand on her T'l' = Trled
fo work on your homeslckness! Ugh I"

Miss Johnson had turned ecrimsoc.
“I've always been home Thanksglving
before,” she murmured nagain. She
had talked a good deal to Ned Court-
ney in the shop and the girls had
tensed her about htm. But he had
never “asked her out” She felt mis-
ernhly frlendless,

“Listen,” she heard him say, “I've
cared for you ever slnce you flrst
stepped into Jones & Cushing's, and
I'd like to see you step out. My fa-
ther's rendy any day to hand over the
farm to me, and the farm life ‘s the
real life. Wil you—will‘you—In a ilt-
tle while, marry me? Mr. Brown ean
fire us both. We'll never be at hla
merey agaln on Thanksglving day.
We'll have a country Thanksglving
nnd we'll let the klds eat all they want
—that Is—later on." Ile grew uncom-
foriably red, He had been rushing a
little too fast.

Lydia looked at him frst a full mo-
ment, then looked away.

“I've always wished you cared for
me,” she sald softly to the ecmpty
table opposite.

“Ihat's encugh” said My, Courtney,
“we'll make up for this, beginning with
Christmas,”

“Anything . else?'  murmured the
walter for (he third time,
“On" said Mre, Courtoey,

“Dlack cof-
Eoee Tor twn!™ |
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