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Chapter 108 ¥
Mr, Claxton did not mention our
ing on Saturday. Then he sald:

“I trust youand Mary will enjoy
your outing tomorrow night, Miss'
Btewart. You see I haven,t for-
gotten.,” He smiled pleasantly at
b TR R
I was absolutely happy as I hur-
ried honie. I felt that my employer
realized I had done no wrong—had
no wish, to do-anything of which
ke, oranyi‘good man would dis-
approve,

That  evening 1 had my truny
pulled into my moom. I kept it in
the hall, and Mary and I decided
what. we should wear the next
night. I would wear the same blue
‘dress, 'and I found ‘a dainty chiffon
walst for Mary. And with some
feathers and velvet I re-trimmed
our hats. We worked late, but - we
were so happy in doing it we didn’t
mind.

“I told Tom he could just stay
away tonight!” Mary had said
when I asked her why he was mot
with her. Saturday night they us-
ually went the movies or some
where, because since they did not
open the restaurant on Sundays
they could rest later in the morn-
ing.

“Poor fellow!” I replied in mock
sympathy.

“He had some thing to do too,”
Mary went on after making a face
at me, “He is as pleased as Puck
because Mr. Deland asked him. He
said he needed some new collars
and a tle, and would ﬁt them to-
night. The gents'furnishing stores
near his boarding place keeps open
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.|:should ‘think’ you was trying to

Baturday nights.”
“Oh, .. Mary, . please . don't say
‘gentg’! Say mem'’s” ..
“I thought gents was the proper
capert® ¢ e

ors N

*No, we speak of ‘gentlénien, and
men, but never gents.”

“I've seen it lots of times on win-
dows signs.”

“I know, and I have too, and won-
dered at it. Either the people who
run the places are very ignorant,
or they cater to the ignorant class.”

“I'll' try not tosay it again. 1
must te!l Tom what you sald.”

This was typical of Mary. She
wanted Tom to be as correct as
possible, without ever thinking
of trying to criticize him. She
keenly regretted the lack of ed-
ucation . ,was inordinately proud
when she did and sald the right
thing, buti correspondingly depress-
ed if she failed to remember what
I told her. It kept me still often
when otherwise I should have
€Ol :'oged her. Yet she had improv-
ed wonderfully

Jvas far from
beflig tncouth , “ahe was when
first I knew#. 8he never wasted
a minute. read and studied
indefatigably;, whenever she was
not at her business or with, Tom.

“By the I am ag pld as they tell
peaple lived in the Bible,. pérhaps
‘I'will know something,” she. had
‘once sald.to me,' But I knew, she
dmproved: daily., T saw 1t, ‘and'so|
told her. Rneets K
- M1t you, wasn't w truthtn), girl! 2

mike “‘me:feel igood; Zena, But - it
1 only improve'n little, it will nelp.”

“Help! Of. ¢ dt;wil. ' And you
have mrmvedmf ngly !

“ Half ‘ag. much 85 that word
sounds'will' suit ‘me.” v b

' She jnvariably ended a serious
di in some , usually
making me (augh.

Zena,” Tony sald when he called

for us the next afternoon. I had

gone down to the parlor, and we

were walting for Tom and Mary.

“It someway looks {ike you, and

that dress you had on the day 1

met you first, didn't.”

“That was my work dress, Tony.”|
“Zena, do you really mean that

you are going on living this way?”

room. ‘“Going to keep away from
friends? If you must work why not,
work in. New York where. those
who know you, live?”

“I tried it, 'I‘ony! Have you for-
gotten?” He flushed painfully. !

“What an ass 1 was that night!
But I was so amazed to see you
playihg mald I couldn't keep still.”

“Playing maid | WAS maid. And|

Mr. Claxton 4s heaven.”

Béfore he could reply Tom and|
Mary appeared, much to my relief.
They weré all smiles,, and im-
mediately showed his breeding by
making them feed at ease.

“We are going to the Blackstone
again!” he announced. Then to
Mary: “Zena thought it a very nice
place to dine, and shé tells me you
haven't been there, L thought she
would mind going a second time,
1 engaged a table for four.” 4

“No, indeed!” I broke  in. I

place he had taken me so that

man.”

) apter 09,
Araeiied o s

“I always lke you in .blue(her: . very dowgewn held on by

He looked around at the dreary(M r

compared to that, my position with|,

would love it!"” I reallized at oncgl
that Toly had chosen the same|

friends he was not ashamed to ‘take'|'

them, also.

“He's the real {(hing, Zena!'
Mary . whi . s he anil Tom |
ere

“Yes, I!ry He is A real gentle! !
A GREAT TREAT F:
Hkﬂh‘ﬂﬂ TOM.

sl

Surprige, amuzement, ty |
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did not show his feeling as plainly
as did Mary, She fairly bubbled.

Tony had reserved a table for
four, and at Mary’s plate and mine
‘were corsag@ ‘bouquets of lovely
rosebuds, Mary looked at me, and
when I pinned mine on she did the
same, first holding them across to
Tom, so he could smell them.

“Ain't—aren’'t they lovely!” she
sald ot me.

“Indeed they are.”

“Do men like him,” she glanced
at Tony who, busy with the waiter,
was paying no attention to her for
{the. moment, *“always buy girls
flowers when they take them out
to dinner?”

“Ain't it—aren’t—no, isn’t it just
grand?”’ she asked in a stage whis-

sald.

per, Tony heard this time, and
replied: ’

‘T am glad you're pleased, Miss
Munphy.”

“Pleased! It is just like I have
always’ thought Heaven would. be.
Lovely music, lights, everybody
looking happy.

It's mighty good of you, Mr. Deland,
to ask Tom and me.”

“It’s imighty good of Tom and
you to come,” Tony replied with
a smile. “Here comes the walter.
Ikl;oPe T have ordered things you

him,

—
-

[Tony had grdered a very bounti-
ful dinner, but had left out the un-
usudl, highly seasoied” dishes he
usually{infilged i@+ Thare wall thie
thick ‘ex soup, “simplé fish,| |
young lamb with peas.and potatoes;
salad, ja; wondertyl; dessert, ‘¢oftée;
crackers and cheese—just the kind
of a meal a.person of-simple tastes,
unused to a hotel menu, would en-
Joy. Then he and Tom smoked a
good cigar while we talked and lis-
tened to the music.

“I never eat so ‘much in all my
life at one meal!” Mary said to me.
“Neither did 1! Tom agreed.
Tony had left us for a moment;

help liking her.”
I made up my mi

Tony darted h
gla(.)n!::%e ?: rxzy d{recuon.‘ “But we Mary and Tom, and told me how
were soon out of the theater,
1 forgot all about Mr. Claxton—
everything but how kin
been, and what a nice time h
given us. He took us home )
taxi, and after making me promise
to lunch with him Monday—he was
to leave the city directly after—
we said good night—thpt is,° Mary
and I did. Tony had insisted upon
taking Tom, who lived some dis-
tance a'wvay, home.

“Now, wasn't )
to take Tom home?”
asked her face beaming.

“Yes, 1t was thoughtful,” I ' com-
ceded. I thought I never would get 1
to bed, Mary kept running across
to my room to talk of something
she remembered in the
praise T'ony or t0.go into ecastasies
over the dinner and how wonderful
Fony:had been to us all.

“That music was
Zena.:1 wanted to -dance tp it all,
i@ time. I just couldn't keep my!

of you. He

timate herself.

and

friendly. | :
Tomorrows—Mary Keeps Zena Up.

Chapter 110

Mary

marks about.the play and the char-
|acters were really tm,mier than any-
thing on the stage.
“She's a whole ghow in herself!”
Tony said in andanlde Ito ml%ed
“And such a dear,” I repl i
“Pll bét she is! no one could 1'8'9834

nd to repeat Deland
that remark to Mary. She was apt getting.  notions. in
| to unde | yours
On ouy way out I saw Mr. Claxto will
He bowed and smiled at me, How  morning if you keep me up any
happy 1 was that I had told him
that he seemed so

“Phera’s Mr. Claxton!” Mary ex-
claimed. 3
“Who's he, if 1 may ask?’ Tony room. But I too was wakeful. Ax
smiled at her evident excitement. |always, any talk of love or marri-
“Zena’s boss! He's awfuly nice.” age brought thoughts of Kenneth
I knew I was blushing, altho I Lawrence. I wondered where he
had 1o reason to do so. Tony flash-' was, if he had forgotten me. And
ed a lobk at me before he sajd:
“Good-looking tg}low."
“Ain't—isn't he?
intense admiration for Mr. olaxbtzn ?::: Mr. Claxton.
pen to the shop a number A
?fetil;nags?m praised the pancakes| Would see Kenneth again.
unstintedly, and had
ormous quantities of them, so Mary

h,ad an

eaten en-

i8 qulckl

and

noticed it too. I'l bet he asks you
‘about your fhoss when you lunch
with him tomorrow.” She kept
quiet for a minute. Then, “Why
don't you marnry Mr, Deland, Zena?
anyone with half an eye can see he
in love with: you.”
1 have known Tony
my life. Do please stop
that head of
. And do please go to bed. We
:both be dead tired in the

ot ' longer.”

“I don’t care! I don’t go to the
Blackstone to dinner every night,
you know, and I'don’t go to the
theater, either. I can’t sleep, I am
too excited. I'll bet he asks you to
marry him before he goes away.”

Ifairly pushed Mary out of the

in thoughts of him, the evening
was forgotten. Tony was forgotten.
I did not remember that Ihad ever
Yet I had no
scarcely @ hope that I ever

The next day I met Tony as 1
had promised, and he took me to
luncheon at a popular place in the
business section. He talked of

much he enjoyed them.
l “You gayve them a treat they

d "Tony had, never will forget,” I replied, telling

e had him how Mary kept me up talking
in a, of him and the good time she had.

that just fine in
Mary

play, to

Just grand, |

feet stil and once I am not sure I
‘stepped. on Mr. Deland's toe under
the table. Aad Zena, he thinks a lot
looked sort of put out
when I spoke of Mr.Claxton. What
made you blush so?”

“Did I blush?”’ Mary was very
observing, very apt to' jump at con-
clusions. 1 did hot wish her to get
any notions about Mr. ' Claxton—it,
be'embrassing for me. ! .
- should say you did, Mr. Deland

: e ¢!

“I am glad if they enjoyed them-
selves,” Then, ‘“Zena, you newv

unless to think that I was young
and foolish. But—Zena, I have
always cared. Could you—would

“Oh, Tony! What made you?” I
exclaimed. “I do llke you so much.
I have enjoyed been with you. But
I don’t care in. that way, Tony,
dear, I never shall marry a man
until I—

You mean—you don’t—love
me?”

I nodded.

“But I'd make you care, Zena. I'd
be awtully good to you,” he sald in
his boyish, lovable way.

“I know, Tony, But that isn’t all
a girl wants. She needs to really
care for the man in the right way
if she marries him. I am so sorry,”
I-felt as if I had lost my friend, and
was grieved, Hig answer reassured
me.

“That’s all right, Zena. Don’t
look so sad. Love goes were it is
sent, they say; and if love for me
wasn’t sent to you, why you can’t
| help it. We'll be jolly good friends
it. We/ll be jolly good friends just
the same.”

Tony kissed me good-bye when
we left the restaurant, I had to

someone had called him to the
telephone, 2 !

It was a nice dinner,” 1 said,
them added: “Mr. Deland always
knows how to do the right thing.”

“Do you know, «Zena, I think
that's what makes himiso nice. He
Just seems to know what Tom' and
we would enjoy. I'll bet now he
would have had a lot of them queer
dishes with fancy names it you and| K
him had been:glone, “‘But he knew :.
that, 'anah%i Wouldn’t )
them, HoMEN: _{ﬁn‘t waed {OHARE
kind of eatihg. “But.it WAS goo
of him' to bring us t6 ‘this stylish
place, plain: folks 1ike us,”

“Yiou heard what he:said, that it
was gopd-of you to come, and I
agree with him. Sh—s, heré he
‘comes nowX iry
“I 'have secured' ‘tickets . to.a
show. hopé you-haven't seen it,” he
sald ‘as he'sat.down. We had ‘not,
of course andiwe left at once. '

Tony heard and laughed. After-
wards he saM it was more at Mary’s
expression than' at what she said. |
Hary was a bit embarressed and
said nothing furthor about the gow-
ning of the women. But her re-

{ Propared by
i‘ Prasier, Thoniten & Co.

He had four seats in thehor\%es- ; i ke

tra,/near the front of the house. It :
wag, a musfesl comedy and Mary ’ 3°N“”b':‘°‘“’c':'.£‘:'l"l‘“c°“"l
iy %0 delighted thatshe kept us | Willenans Yo, bocange I portal the
langhing with ‘her' quaint remarks. || ; entich
’I‘og:‘top, sepnied’ to enjoy every ] z:‘."""", “;::.:::":‘::&. il
bt of e "?& During Intermis- [ ¥ 8 o e vigor and vitalty
slon, iMary wilispered: : P ‘._;m_m
‘““*Backs"‘seém to be the part of § well, Xat
their bodies women like to show n%‘n"n‘:‘i‘u&“ﬁ'ou "“‘.'“
at the theatre, don't they, Zena?"|} ‘OM seeiha
In front of us was a large woman, no subsdd

A ) All Draggists and
straps of jet. A Géneral Stores have it.
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= ~ramge'r proudly, I must adnMt, he

g (that place!”
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wipe my eyes more than once as I
hurried back to the office. But—
I had not lost my friend.

A FAREWELL LUNCHEON

Chapter 111

During our luncheon Tony had
asked me how much I earned with
)| Mr, Claxton. When I told him

said:

“If you earn $25 a week can’t
you get out of that awful rooming
house? I don’t see how you can
stand it, Zena, honestly I dom’t.
After your lovely home, to live in

“You forget, Tony, that it is a
long time now since I have had a
‘lovely home.’ Mrs. Fagin is very
kind to me. 1 dont know how I
could have lived at one time had it
not been for her. She helped Mary
and me get started in the pancake
shop, has waited upon me when I
was sick, and oh, done lots of
things for me! But when Tom and
Mary are marired, I shall live with
them until I can save enough to
bring Mother on.”

“Is that your plam?+ To have
your Mother with you”

“It has been the one thing that
has kept me going, Tony.”

“By Jove, Zena! You're a won-
der!”

Tony had also asked me some
questions about Mr. Claxton, He
tried to tease me a little when he
found he was a bachelor, but soon
desisted when I explained how
very kind, but employer-like always,

thought of me in the old days—| -

t
i

ionaires according to her.

sick, as I invariably did when any-
thing like that was said either to or

When
You Get
up ‘“tired as a dog”

and sleep is full of
ugly dreams you need

PILLS

Fatigue is the result
of poisons produced
by exercise or failure
to digest food proper-
ly, and eliminate it
promptly with the aid
of liver and kidneys.

Worth a Guinea a Box

he had been to me.

Tony had said one thing that
worried me a little.

“I shall be away several months,

Zena. But now that I have found
you I'm not going to lose you again,
[ shall be in Chicago occastonally,
and we'll have some good times to-
gether, like we used to.”
_“But, Tony, I have neither the
time nor the strength to do the
things I used to—nor the clothes.
Then think what Old Lady Grundy
would say if she knew that Tony
Deland was wasting his time on an
office girl.’

“That old cat has nothing to do
with us. We don’t care what she
says.”

“I do, and must, Tony. You see
We are apt to see people who know
my position, and who weuld make
wrong deductions to see me with
you, or ony other wealthy man.”

“Have it your own way mnow,
Zena,” he smiled at me. “But per-
haps by the time I come back you
will have changed your mind.”

I had been so engrossed with
Tony that I had not noticed any-
one in the restaurant, which was
s0 large 1 would not hove noticed
anyone I knew unless they had been
sitting very near,

I was more than surprised as I
went into the office to have Mr.
Betts say:

“I see you break your rules when
it suits you, Miss Stewart. A mill-
ionaire like Deland usually gets
what he wants.”

I was so surprised that he knew
who Tony was that I said:

“You know Mr. Deland?””

“I know who he is. I was with a
New York firth for a while that
handled a good deal of his father's
business.”

“I known Mr. Deland all my life,”
I replied, then hurired past him in-
to Mr. Claxton’s office, but not so
quickly that I didn’t hear Jennie
Wilcox say:

“She’s been brought up on mill-
Pity she
had to putt in here as a bluff.”
My cheeks burned, 1 felt heart-

about me. But I was fast learning
that personal feelings of any kind
could not be allowed to interfere
with business if I were to make
good. Soas quickly as possible I
compelled myself to put my mind
on my work and forget her un-
pleasant remark.’

“Has Mr. Deland gone?”’ It was

been a great treat for you to see
and talk with one of your old
friends.”

was so Dice to Mary and Tom. He

stone Saturday night, then to the
theatre.”

1 was surprised at the quick look
of something very like gladness
that came into Mr. Claxton's eyes
at my remark,

“I dined at the Blackstone Sat-
urday night, too; and saw you. The
gentleman 1 was with knew Mr,
Deland, and spoke very highly of
him.”

“He is fine! Since his father's
death he has become quite a busi-
ness man, 1 judge.”

“He is fine

This ended the conversation
about Tony, but it left me feeling
happy once more—absolutely obli-
vious to the black looks of Mr,
Betts and Miss Wilcox.
Tomorrow—P ans That Will Lead
To Success.

PLANS THAT WILL LEAD TO
SUCCESS.

Chapter 112, '

1 stopped at the shop to go home
with Mary, as T often did, eating
my dinner *“here. 1 wasn't at all
hungry, and Mary teased me be-
cause of it.

“No wonder you can't eat,” she
grumbled, “going to lunch with Mr.
Deland. I wasn’t hungry for all
day yesterday on, acocunt of eating
80 much Saturday night. Your poor
little tummie must feel :nwtullyl

flattered on account of all them
good things you have been putting
into it lately.” '

“I guess it does, Mary. Anyway
I can't eat another mouthful.” |

I cannot deny that Tony Deland’s
visit had an ussettling effect upon
me for some time after he left. I
spent a good deal of time thinking
of all he had told me, the gossip
about all my boy and girl friends.
1 was not exactly dissatisfied be-
cause of this—it only brought back
my former life, thoughts of Dad
and my lovely home, the happy
times I used to have and remem-
brance of QMther’s content.

But I had, commenced to realize
by this timg that a working girl’s
life has cdmpensations, that the
new interest I was taking in the
intricacies of the business was be-
coming more than just an effort
to please my employer—it was al-
so adding zest to my own life.

I determined to forget all that
had gone before, in that I would
not continue to dwell upon it. I
found concentration must be learn-
ed if I were to retain the knowledge
I gained of securities, and so forth.
I was a working girl. 1 would be
the sort who counted because I
would do my best in every  way,
not waste myself by foolish re-
grets and by upsetting thoughts.

Not that I intended to do nothing
but work. Mrs, Fagin, Mary and
also Mr. Claxton had impressed
upon me that I must have recrea-
tion' of a sort or I would break
down. At first 1 had laughed at
them, but 1 had now come to real-
ize they were right. So I did not
plan to become a recluse, but I
did intend to give the very best
that was in me to my work. My
play should be simple play, nothing

“It was, Mr. Claxton. And ’I‘om'
took us all to dinner at the thk-'

, when' bakin,

Lantic

melts Instan

i
to make me keep late hourg, or to
undermine my .strength—of! which
I had none to spare. +

When ever I read of some busi-
ness ‘woman's success—and;this of-
ten happened—I was encouraged
perhaps beyond what I was warran-
ted in being. 1 would read these
articles aloud to Mary, especially
if they told of woman’s success in
the financial world, or office women
who had risen by the force of their
ability, aided by persomality. And
I also read aloud stories of busi-
ness women—woman like Mary
Elizabeth who, starting in a very
small way had made a tremendous
success. It was women in business
who interested Mary, 80 we would
talk of both sorts, and plan how if
we kept our health we would also.
be like: them—ssuccessful in what
we had undertaken. .

“You ginls leave me 'Oyt entirely
when you.talk,” Tom' once gald,
pretending ‘to be peeved. ‘“Won't
you let me help Mary a little, Miss
Zena.” K

“A little!"] exclaimed. “Why Tom,
Mary never could handle the shop
alone, and you know it. " But by
working together - 1 predict that
some day you will have one of the
smart places’ of Chicago—some-
thing like the Blackstone perhops.”

“You mean just the restaurant,
don’t you, Zena?’ Mary asked, her
eyes shining,

“Yes. But you can't do ft until
you know everything about the
business. - Tom must learn to buy,
and buy right. Then you must at-
tend to your part. Together you
are going to be a great team.”

So we planned.

Tom and Mary were to be mar-
ried very soon. They had rented
the little apartment near the shop,
new and ‘attractively decorated;
only four rooms— aliving and din-
ing room combined, a kitchen, hed-
room for me, and one for themsel-
ves,

Mary and I spent a good dea] of
time sewing in those few weeks.
They couldn’t spare much money
from the business, but soft creton-
nes .and dainty muslihs made it
look very attractive when compar-
ed with Mrs. Fagin’s dingy board-
ing house. We had decided not to
move until it was all ready, and ¢
then I proposed that they be mar~
ried in their own home. -

“I would love it, wouldn't you,
Tom?” Mary exclaimed, her eyes
shining. 9

“I think it's a fine suggestion,”
he said. Rt

“We'll have a real wedding! Cake
and all!” I told them, delighted with
the idea, ‘ ;
it ‘

Mr. Claxton who spoke. I had been
so engrossed that I fiad not heard
the office door open, t
“Yes, he left about an hour ago.
He is going to Europe.”
‘You''will miss him. It must have

\\
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“)lo.u would be sure of the sweetest, freshest,
fiost toothsomely toasted com flakes, always
identify our 'big com flakes factory at L?ndon,
| Ontatio, with the package your are purchasing.

b ackage s plainly marked “Made in
3 Canafh'? 'al:id “London, Ontarioi" and you will .
‘hever be disappointed if you ask your grocer to
ot ps::lol-nade Kellogg's.

¥

com flakes.

the face of the package).

Our constantly mounting production of com
flakes, first offered 14 years ago, and eaten cvery
year with increasing appreciation, shows that no
deception, no imitating of package, no “cheaper”
no “try 'em,” no “just as good” variety can over-
come the consistent reputation of the original

Our dutyto the consumer is to provide a constant reminder of the marks
on the package that identify the original—“Made in Canada™ and *“London,
Qo gl b veom
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