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THE REAL ADVENTURE
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Copyright 1916, Bobbs-Merrill Co.

RODNEY ALDRICH HAD NEVER REALLY THOUGHT MUCH
OF GETTING MARRIED UNTIL HIS SISTER “PUT THE
BUG N HIS EAR"—THEN HE THOUGHT FIRST
OF PRETTY ROSE STANTON

——e

RAYNOPSIS. —Rose Stanton, st

tor,

is put off a street ear in the raln after nn argument with the conducs
She 8 accosted by a hilee young man who offers to file 8 com-
plaint with the company and who etcorts her to another car line,
hour lnter this mun, Rodney Aldrich, appedared sonked with ralo at the
home of his very weanlthy married sister, Mres, Martin Whitney, to at-
‘ond a birthday dinner In his honor,
make a marriage muteh betweon bim and Hermlone WoodrafT, % ol
vorcee, but the plan fallg nt thy dinoer,

udent at the Unlversity of Chlcago,

An

Mrs., Whitney had schemed to

l1—Continued.
3,

Hhe zame up to him and at arm’s
length, touched him with cautious
finger-tips. “And do, please, there's a
denr boy,” she plended, “hurry ns fasl
as you can, and then come down nnl

CHAPTER

be ns nice n# you tan“—she hesitated |

—*agpecially to Hecmlone Woodralll
Bhe thinks you're a wonder and I
don't want her to be disappointed.”

“The widdy?' he asked. “Sure T'l
e nice to her”

She looked after him rather dublous-
iy as he disappeared io the direction
of hir husbund's bathroom. There was
a sort of hWilarious contentment about
bim which filled her with misgivings.

Well, they were justified ! :

According to Violet Willlamson's ac-
gount, given confldentinlly in the draw-
ing-room afterward, It was really Her-
mione's fault. “She Just wouldn't let
Rodney alone—would keop talking
about crimes and  Lombroso and
psyechlatric laboratories—I'll bet she'd
got hold of a paper of his somewhere
and read it, Aopywny, ant last she
suld, ‘1 belleve Doctor Randolph would
agree with tu(-.: He was tnlking to
me then, but mayhe that isn't why
she did It, Well, and Rodney stralght-
ened up and sald, “Is that Randolph,
the allenist? You see he hadn't
caught his name when they were In-
troduced. And that's how It started.
Hermione was game—I'11 ndmit that,
Bhe lstened and kept looking Inter-
ested, and every now and then sald

mething, Sometimes they'd take the

uble to smile and say ‘Yes, Indeed '
=—politely, you koow, but other times
they wouldn't pny any attention at all,
Just roll aloug over her and wmash
her flat—like what's his name—Jug-
gernnut,”

“You don't need to tell me that"
sald Fredericn. “All T didn't know
wns how It started. Dldn't 1 sit there
and watch for a mortal hour, not able
to do a thing? I tried to signal to
Martin, but of course he wasn't oppo-
slte to me, and , , "

“He did all he could, really,'” Violet
assured her. “I fold hlm to go to
the rescue, and he did, bravely. But
whnt with Hermiene belng so miffy
ahout getting frozen out, and Martin
himself belng so baterested in what
they were shouting at each other
=because it wan teightfully Interest-
lng, you know, If you don't have to
pretend you understood It==why, there
wasn't much he could do. -

In the light of this disaster, she
was rather glad the men lingered in
the dining-room aa long as thoy did—
glad that Hermione had ordered her
enr for ten and took the odd girl with
ber., Bhe made no offort to regist the
departure of the others, with reason-
sble promptitude, In their train,
When, after the front door had closed
#or the last time, Martin reéleased a
fong yown, she told him to run wlong

&& bed ; she wanted to talk to Rodney,
who waus to spend the night while his
own clothes were dryiog out In the
faundry.

“Gond night, ol) chap 1" sald Martin
In accents of llvely commiserntion,
*“I'm giad I'm not {n for what you are.”

Rodney found a plpe, sat down
astride a spindiing Uitle chalr, settled
Ms elbows comfortably on the back of
it, and then asked his sistor what Mar-
o had meant-—what was he In for?

Frederica, curled up In a corner of
the sofp, looked at him nt first with n
wry pucker between her eyebrows,
Men with a smile, and flnally nnswered
Ms question. “Nothing." sho sald, *I
mean, I was golng to scold you, but
’m mt-”

Then, “Oh, I was furlous with you
an hour ago,” she went on. “I'd made
such a really beautiful plan for you,
wad then I sat and watched you In that
thoroughgolng way of yours kicking
it all to bits. The plan was, of course,
to marry you off to Hermione Wood-
ruft.”

He turned this over In his deliberate

body Hke Hermione. You ean't get
on at all with young girls.”

“I don't know,” sald Rodney,
Ywhether Mra, Woodrnff knows what
she wants or not, but 1 do, She wants
iorun for her money, And she'll wont
n nlee, tame trlek husbatd to o g
things for her and be Johnny-onsthe-
spot whoepever she wopnts him.,  And
If the mon happeped to be me , , .

Froederiean stretched her slim arm
oulward., Thoughtful-faced, she made
no comment, unless there was one In
the deliberate way In which she turned
her rings, one at a time, so that the
brillinnt masses of gems were Inside,
and then ¢lenched her hunds over them.

He had got up and was ranging
comfortably up and down the roon.
“1 know I look more or less llke a
nut to the people who've always known
us. But I give you my word, Freddy,
that most of them look like nuts to me.
Why n man should lond himself up
with three houses and a yncht, n
stable of motorcars, nnd heavens knows
what besides, Is a thing I can't lgure
out on any bagls except of defective
Intelligence, I suppose they're equally
puzgled about me when 1 refuse a
profitable plece of law work they've
offered me, because I don't consider
it interesting. All the same, 1 get
what I want, and I'm pretty dublous
sometimes whether they do. I want
spuce—comfortable elbow room, so
that If I happen to get an lden by the
tall, I ean swing it round my head
without knockling over the lnmp.”

“It's a luxury, though, Rod, that
kind of spuciousness, and you aren't
very rich, If you married a girl with-
out anything . . "

He broke in on her with that big
Inugh of his, “You've kept your sense
of humor pretty well, sis, consldering
you've been married all these years
to a man as rich as Martin; but don't
spring remarks lke that, or I'll think
you've lost It. If a4 man can't keep
an open space around him, even after
he's married on an income, outside of
what he earng, of ten or twelve thon-
sand dollars a year, the trouble Isn't
with his Income. It's with the content
of his own skull."

She gave a  little shiver and
snuggled cloger Into a blg down pillow,
“You will marry somebody, though,
won't you, Roddy? 1 try not to nug
at you and I won't make any more

“The Plan Was, of Course, to Marry
You Off to Hermione Woodruff."

silly plans, but I can't help worrying
about you, living alone In that awful
big old house. Anybody but you would
die of despondency.”

“Oh,"” he suld, “that's what I meant
to talk to you about! I sold it today
—fifty thousand dollars—immedinte
possession. Man wants to bulld a
printing estublishment there. You
come down sometime next week and
pick out all the things you think you
and Harriet would like, aod 1'll suction
u th. r "

She shivered ngulu and, w0 Rer

disgust, found that her eyes were
blurring up with tears, She wus a
Httle bit slack and edgy today anyhow.

What he hnd just referred to in &

dozen brisk words, was the finnl dis- |

appearnnce of the home they had all
grown up fn.  ‘Thelr father, one of
Chicago's great men during the twenty
odid years from the Filre to the Fair,
had bullt It when the nelghborhood
Included nearly nll the other hig men
of that robust perfod, and had always
bern proud of it
the nelghborhood hod been impossible,
Her mother had clung to it after her
husband's death, but Rodoney had sim-
ply stayed on, gince her dedath, walting
for an offer for It that salted him. His
ciart  anoouncement  that the long-
looked-for chunge had come, brought
up qulck, unwelecomed tears, She
siqueczed them awny with her palins.

“Is that,” she asked, “why you've
bheon looking so sort of—gny, nll the
evenlng—as if you were licking the
et of the ennnry’s feathers off your
whiskersi?"

“Perhaps 80, he suld, “It's been
u pretty good day, tnke it all round.”

She got up from the couch, shook
“All right,

and cume over to him.

| gince [t'8 been n good day, let's go to

bed,” 8She put her honds upon his
shoulders. *“You're rather dreadful,”
ghe sald, “but you're a dear. You
don't bite my head off when I urge you
to get marrled, though I know you
wnnt to. But you will some day—I
don’'t mean bite my head off—won't
you, Rod?"

“When I gee any prospect of being
u8 lucky as Martin—find a girl who
won't mind when I turn up for dinner
looking like a drowned tramp, or kick
her plans to bits, after she's tipped me
ofl a8 to what she wants me todo , "

Frederica took her hands off, step-
ped back, and looked at him. There
wng an ironleal sort of &mile on her
lps. "You're such an Innocent, Roddy
dear. Don't think the girl you marry
will ever treat yon like that,”

“But look here!™ he exclaimed.
“How In thunder am I going to know
nbout the girl I get engaged to, beéfore
it's too late?"

“You won't,” she sald.
a chance in the world,"

“Hm " he grunted, obviously struck
with this idea. *“You're glving the
prospect of mdrriage new attractions.
You're making the thing out—an ad-
venture.”

She nodded rather soberly. “Oh,
I'm not afrald for you,” she sald,
“Men llke adventures—you more than
most. Buot women don’t,. They lke to
dream about them, but they want to
turn over to the last chapter and see
how it's golng to end, It's the girl
I'm worried about., . . . Oh, come
nlong! We're talking nonsense, I'll
go up with you and see that they're
glving you pajumas and a tooth-brush,”

She hnd accomplished this purpose,
kissed him good-night, and tarned 1o
leave the room, when her eye fell upon
a heap of damp, warped, pasteboard-
bound notebooks, which she remem-
bered huving observed in his side pock-
ets when he first came in. She went
over and pleked them up, peered at the
paper lIabel that had half peeled off the
topmost cover, and read what was
written on It.

“Who," she asked with conslderable
emphasis, “ls Rosalind Stanton?"

“Oh," sald Rodney, very casually, be-
hind the worst (mitation of a ynwn
she had ever geen, “oh, she got put off
the car when I did.”

“That sounds rather exclting,” said
Prederica behind an imitation yawn
of her own—but a better one, *“Going
to tell me about it

“Nothing much to tell,” sald Rodney.
“There was a row about a fare, as
I suld. And then, we both got put off,
80, naturally, I walked with her over
to the elevated. And then I forgot to
give her hor nolebooks nnd came awny
with them."

“What sort of looking girl?" asked
Frederica. “l1s she pretty

“Why, I don't know,” sald Rodney
Judiclally. “Really, you know, I hard-
Iy got a falr look at her."

Frederica made a fonny-sounding
Inugh and wished him an abrupt “good
niyght.”

Bhe was a great old girl, Frederica—
pretty wise about lots of things, but
Rodney was Inclined to think she wai
mistaken in saylpg women didn't llke
adventures,

“You're a liar, you know," remarked
his consclence, “telling ¥rederica you
hadn't a good look at her., And how
about those notebooks—about forget-
ting to give them to her!™

“You haven't
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The Second Encounter.

Portla Stanton was late for luoch;
so, after stripplng off her jacket and
gloves, rolling up her vell, and scowl-
Ing at herself in an oblong mahogany-

loto the dinlng-room with bher hat on.
Seelng her mother sitting at the lunch-
table, she asked, “Where's Rose?”
“S8he'll be down, presently, I think,"
her mother sald. *“Does your hat

OF voursde for yvears

herself down Into her clothes a little, |

framed mirror In the hall, she walked

mean you're going back to the shop
this afternoon?*

Portin nodded, pulled back her chulr
nbruptly, and sat down

“I thought that on Saterday . . "
her mother began,

“Oh, I know,"” suid Portia, “but that
glrl 've got Isn't much good.”

You't! have known them for mother
and doughter anywhere, and you'd
have had trouble finding any point of
resembinnee in either of them to the
Ananzoninn young thing who hind so
nearly thrown a street-car conductor
[ fnto the street the night before.
| The mother's halr was very soft and
white, and the care with which it wus
arranged Indiented a cortaln harinlose
vanity in it. There wns something n
Httle consclous, nbout her dress.

If vou took It in contectlon with n
cerinin resolute amiability aboyt her
siile, you would be entirely prepared
to henr her tell Portin thot she was to
tnlk on “Modern Tendencles” hefors
the Pierlan club thig afternoon,

| A wvery real person, neverthelpsg—
you conldn't doubt that. The marks of
passionately held heliefs and engerly
given sporifices were etched with un-
denlable authenticity in her fnee.

Onee you got beyond a entalogue of

fentures, I'ortin presented rather o
striking contrast to this. Her halr
wns done with a severlty that was
fairly  hostile. Her clothes wore

brusquely worn., Her smile, if not ill-
natured—It wasn't that—was distinet-
ly ironle. A very competent, good-
looking young womsan, just now droop-
ing a little over the cold lunch.

“80 Rosge didn't come down this
morning at all. Nothing particular the
matter with her, 15 there?" asked Por-
tin.

There was enough real concern in
her voice to save the question from
sounding s=atirical, but her mother's

| manner was a little apologetic whoen

she answered It

“No, I think not,”” she said.
she was in such a state when she
came homa last night—Iliterally wet
through to the skin, and blue with
cold. So I thought it wouldn't do any
harm. . . "

“Of course not,” said Portia.
“Rose Is all right. She won't spoil
badiy."

“I'm a little bit worried about the
loss of the poor chlld's notehooks,”
suld her mother.

“I don't belleve Rose is worrying
her head off about them,” said Portia.

The flush In her mother's cheeks
deepened a little, but it was no long-
er apologetic. *I don't think you're
quite fair to Rose, about her studies,”
she sald. “If she doesn't seem nlways
to nppreciate her privilege in getting n
college education ug, serlously ns she

should, you should remember her
youth, 8he's only twenty,”

“I'm wsorry, mother, Portla Inter-
rupted contritely, *1 dido't mean nny
hurm anyway. Didn't she say the
man's name was Rodney Aldrich?"

“1 think s0," her mother agreed.
“Something like that."

“It's rather funny,"” sald Portia.

“It's hardly likely to have been the
real Rodney Aldrich. Yet it's not a
common name,"”

“The renl Rodney Aldrich?' ques-
tloned her mother. But, without wait-
ing for her daughter's elucidation of
the phrase, she added, “Oh, there's
Iose 1"

The girl eame up behind Portia and
enveloped her In a big, lazy hug, “Back
to work another Saturday afternoon,
|Au;.u-l?" ghe asked commiseratingly,
| "Aren't you ever going to stop and
|luwu any fun?' ‘Then she slumped
into a chalr, heaved a yawning sigh,
and rubbed her eyes,

“Tired, dear?’ asked her mother,
She sald it under her breath o the
hope that Portla wouldn't hear.

“No, sald Rose, *“Just sleepy!"
She yawned again, turned to Portia,
and, somewhat to their surprise, sald:
“Yes, what do you mean—the renl
Rodney Aldrich? He looked real
enough to me, And his arm feit real
—the one he was going to punch the
conductor with,"

“I dido't mean he was imaginary,”
Portia explained. *I only mennt I
didn't belleve It was the Rodney
Aldrich—who's so awfully prominent;
¢ither somebody else who happened
to have the same name, or somebody
who just—sald that was his nuwme."

“What's the matter with the promi-
inent one?' Reose wanted to know,
“Why couldn't It have boen he?”

Portin admitted that it could, so far
ns that went, but lnsisted on an In-
herent Improbability. A milllonalre,
the brother of Mrs. Martin Whitney,
wasn't lkely to be found riding In
slreetl Cars,

“Millonalres have legs" sald Rose,
“I bet they can walk around lke any-
body else. However, I don't care who
he 18, If he'll sand back my books."

Portla went back presently to the
ghop, and It wasn't long after that that
her mother eame downstalra clud for
the street, with her “Modern Tenden-
cleg"” under her arm in a leather port-
follo, Her wvaledictory, given with
more confldence how that Portia was
out of the house, wus o sSLrong recom-

“Hut

g -
mendation that Rose sty quietly with.

in doors and keep wurm,

“1 was going to, anywny,” she sald.
[ “Home and fireside for mine todny,"

The house wor deserted except for
Ingn In the kitehen, engnged In the
principal sporting event of her domes-
tie routine—the weekly bnking. Rose
lyvdn’t meant to go to sleep, bhut thy
dutective story she tried to read wops
o flagraotly stupld thit presently she
the book aslide and began
| dreaming one of her own in which the
lierolne got put off a street-car in the
opening chapter,
| The telephone bell aroused her once
or twlee, far enough to observe that
| Ingn was attending to It, 80 when the
| front-door bell rang she left that to
Inga, too—didn't even sit up and
| swing her legs off the couch and
|u'y. with a prodiglous stretch, to get
Ih.-rup!f awake, until she heard the
girl sny easually:

“Her ban right In the siiting-room "

So It fell out that Rodney Aldrich
had, for his second vivid picture of
her—the first had been, you will re
member, when she had seized the con-
duetor by both wrists, and had sald
in a blaze of beantiful wrath: *“Don't
dare touch me Hke that!"—a splendid

tossed

fiL
'?‘i-"-p;. i 4

-

A Splendid, Lazy, Tousled Creature.

lnzy, tousled creature,
glory of chestnut hair, an unlaced
middy-blouse, a plaid skirt twisted
around her knees, and a pair of ridie
ulous red bedroom slippers, with red
pomponsg on the toes. The creature
was stretehing herself with the grace
of a big cat that had just been roused
from a nap on the hearthrug,

If his first picture of her had heen
brief, his second one was practically
n snnpshot, because at Sight of him
she flashed to her feet,

So, for 1 moment, they confronted
each other about equally aghast
flushed up to the halr, and simultane
ously and incoherently begged each
other's pardon—nelther could have
anld for what, the goddess out of the
machine belng Inga, the mald-of-all
work. Buot suddenly, at a twinkle she
caught In hig eve, her own big eyes
narrowed and her big mouth widened
Into & smile, which broke presentlsy
into her deep-throated Ilaugh, where
upon he laughed too and they shook
hands and she asked him to sit down

“It's too ridiculous,” she sald. “Since
last night, when I got to thinking
how I must have looked, wrestling
with that conductor, I've been telling
myself that if I ever suw you again,
I'd try to act llke a lady, But It's
no use, Is 1t

He said that he, too, had hoped to
make a better lmpression the second
time than the first. That was what
he brought the books back for,

“T'm awfully sorry mother's not at
home—mother and my sister Portia.
They'd both lke to thank you for—
looking after me Iast nlght, Because
really you did, yon know."™

“There never wias anything less al-
truistic In the world,” he assured her,
“1 dropped off of that ear solely In
pursuit of a selfish aim. I'd enjoy
meeting your mother and sister very
much, but what I eame for was to get
nequuinted with yon"

She flushed and smiled. “Why, I'm
nobody much to get acgualnted with,”
she sald, *“Mother's the Interesting
one—mother and Portia, Mother's
quite a person. She's Naomli
ledge Stanton, you know,"

“I know 1 ought to know,"” Rodney
sald, oand her quick apprecintive
smile over his eandor rewarded him
for not having pretended,

in a chaotic

R el

The *“bee in his bonnet”
worked rapidly on Rodney and
his acquaintance with Rose de-
veloped with much speed—as de-
scribed in the next installment.

(TO BE CONTINUEL.)

Promoting Thrift in Colombia.

The Colomblan congress has adopt-
ed u measure providing for the ap-
polntment by the minlster of publie
{nstruction of a commission to Investl-
Igutt-. methods for promoting saving
throughout the country. This commis.
sion will work out a general plan of
organization of publie and school say-
fogs banks, retirement funds, and so-
| eleties for mutual aid and co-operative

' buying.
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IsYour Work Hard?

Work which brings any unusual
strain on the buek and kidneys tends
to cause kidney ailments, such an back
ache, lamoness, headache, dizziness and
distreseing urinary troubles, l\'illlll'r\'
complnints make any kind of work
doubly bard and if neglected there is
danger of gravel, dropsy or Bright's
disense, If your work is hard on the
back, keep your kidneys in good condi-
tion with Doan's Kidney Pills, Thou-
sands rely on them,

A Nebraska Case

Delevan Bates, retired
morchant, Ninth and J
Bta.,, Aurormn, Ne&b,,
sayn: I don't know of
any other kidney medi-
elne I can recommend
more highly than Doan's
Kidney Pilis. They have
beenn nn old  standby
with me ever since I
came out of the army.
The hardships T endured
ifn the army brought on
kidney complain and
nawful attncks of baok-=
nche. T  have used
Doan's Kldaney Pills for
thesa spolls and they have certainly
done fine work,"

Get Doan’s at Any Store, 50c a Box

DOAND HIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Every Woman Wants

ANTISEPTIC 'POWDER
. FOR PERSONAL HYGIENE
Dissolved in water for douches stops
pelvie eatarrh, ulcoration and inflam-
mation.” Recommended by Lydia E.
Pinkham Med. Co, for ten years
A healing wonder for nasal eatarrh,

sore throat and sore eyes. Economical.
Has extraordinary cleansd jewdn)

and ge power,
rea, S0c. all druggi :
N ), 0 T 2 el By R/

-
DAISY FLY KILLER r!aced anywhers,
attraots and kille
nll fhes. N, eloan,
ernsimental, oconvenianl,
ARl thesp  Lasta sli sexsan
Made of watal, can’toplll
N or Up over ; will pad sl
=l or injore anyihing, Guar
anbeed eective, Kol by
fdealars, ar @ sani by ax-
press prepsld for 1,00

AVE., BROOKLYMN, M. Y.

ECZEMA

Money buck without question
If HUNT'S OURE falls in the
treatment of ITCH, ECZEMA,
RINGWORM, TETTER or other
itohing skin diseases. Price
e at drugglats, or direct from
A.B.Richards Medicine Co. , Sherman, Ter,

PATENTS sinf S Togh
MOVIE FORCE IN EDUCATION
Test Made in- London Shows That

Children Remember Film Plots
Two Yeéars After Seeing Pictures.

HAROLD SOMERS, 180 DE KALE

That moving picture films play an
Important part fn o child's educational
development 18 revealed by n test con-
ducted recently in London by the Ci-
nema  commission, In one of the
schools where o test was made, muny
of the girls who have refralned from
attending the theaters since the begin-
ning of the war were nble to give good
aecounts of the fllms they had seen
more than two yvenrs hefore.

The test

revenled that films  por-
traying domestle and fairy  stories
were favorites with the girls, whila

the boys
venturye

preferred the cowboy and ad-
pletnres, were far
more popular with the boys than with
the givls, The interest o owar films
varied, while filins were more in
teresting to the girls eleven years old
and over.

Comles
lovo

Fine Waords,
Pedlor—Muadum, T am Introducing &
new brand of sonp—
Lady—Don't want It
Podler—It costs only hinlf ns much
s any sonp now on the moarkat—
Lady—Don't want any of it.
Pedler—Aml it will do twiece
work of any other—
Lady—Don't want It, I told you,
Pedler—1t the =kin and
makes the conmplexion clear and beay-
tiful—
Laely
s Star.

the

softens

How wueh Is 1t —Indlanapo-

A Poct’'s Beginning.

Itichard Le Galllenne wns
riuther bitterly Iin n New
about the decline of poetry,

A shabby young mnn =lunk
Mr., Le Galllentie sald:

“There goos Quiller, 1 knew he'd be
a poet, He was found, you know, In
n basker on n doorstep,”™

“But,” sald o photoplny wrlter, be
wildered—"hut what's that got-

“Tt was n waste bngket he wus found
In," Mr, Le Gulllenne explained,

talking
York eafe

out, and

Lying Scoundrel

“What Jdid Hank say about e

*Thnt you owed him ten dollars.

“Why, the lying scoundrel!  Well,
he can Just whistle for hils money now

I won't pay it (Il T get good and
ready.”

When the other fellow tells yvou o
falschood atd you eateh him ut {1, he

thinks he
are clevoer

and you think von

‘Give all the kids
Post Toasties

- They like em’




