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in & barn, con-
Mrs, Venileld is

t building known
originally "“Clolster
s derived from wun-

never Liv
“*Thad,"” homeless small boys whom
hag adopted, call her “Pensle."”
Thad tells . e man was in-
Quiring for her under her maiden nume,

CHAPTER IL—A tenant, Mrs. Gussle
Bosley, Induces Penxle to take charge of
#» package, whioh abhe does with some
misgivings,

CHAPTER lIL—8earching o refuse dump
for things which might be of value, Crink,
veteran at the encounters & small
#irl, Lette, who proveas a foeman worthy

his steel. He takes her to Penxzie, and
Lette ls adopted Into the family.

CHAPTER [V.~The stranger proves to
be Mrs. Penfleld's uncle Jerry. He an-

nounces hbe |s to remain in the
vicinity of The mu Cup,

CHAPTER V.—Uncle Jerry arranges to
o¢cupy the loft above AMm Penfield's
abode.

CHAFPTER VL—Uncle Jerry meets Pru-
dence Hapgood, no longer young, but at-
tractive, und the two appear to "hits it

* well, Lorene Percy, young friend of
fe's, tells her of her engagement (o
Chase, also a mutual friend.

CHAPTER VIL—Friendship developing |

botween Uncle Jerry and Frank Bosley,
husband of Gusaie, worries Pensle,

CHAPTER VIIL-Calming a tenant,
Sanders, on the verge of a nDervous

down, Mrs, Penfleld reveals the trag- |

fo story of her own llfe, the sudden loss
of her threse children In an epidemic and
the subsequent death of her husband.

CHAPTER IX.—Lettle's pet aversion In
The Custard Cup has long been a certain
Mr, Josiah \\'uy{pla. und the anlmosity cul-
mingtes in a physicel encounter in which
much water s spillod.

CHAPTER X.—Dick Chase confides (o
Mrs, Penfleld that his fancee’s step-

other, Mra, Percy, by pleading physical

Iplessness, is seeking to prevent thelr
marringe. Penzie skllfully exposes Mra,
Peroy’s sham, and the latter ia forced to
withdraw her objectlons.

CHAFPTER XL-The domestic difficul-

ties of the Bosleys become a matter of

ip among the other tenants of The
tard Cup,

CHAPTER XII—Lettie, having subtly
@lscovered her beloved Penzle's distrust
f Frank Bosley as o companlon of Uncle
%rry. dencunces Hosley wnd appeals to

ncle Jerry to give up the acqualntanoe-
ship. They laugh at her.

CHAPTER XIlL-—Endeavoring to
went the marriage of Larene and Dick
Chase, Mrs, Percy succeeds In badly dam-
:‘lrtg Lorene's trousseau. Mrs. Penfleld,

y the hardest kind of wark, repalira the
damage, and the wedding takes place.

-

CHAPTER XiH

. Calamity Coal QIl,

The days of Lorene Percy's engage-
ment hod been stormy ones in her
bome, but through nelghborly persua-
slon and Intercession, Mrs, Percy had
ralsed no permanent obstacle, Lo-
rene's friends felt certaln that her re-
lease from home rule was assured.

It was the evening before the mar- |

riage caremony. All the little Pen-
fields had long since retired to thelr
sleeping-boxes; and that they might
not be disturbed by the light, Mrs

Penfield was sewing in the kitchen |

It was late and she was very tired.
Twice she hud caught herself nap-
ping and had gone to the back door to
breathe in the fresh air and get thos
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No, I don't. What 1 wish Is that I

chair and fitted sections of the coat
together,

Footsteps sounded on the board
walk., There was a quick knock. The
door opened. .

{pen. I just kpnew It would
| has, Oh—oh ™

Mrs, Penfleld sprang to her feet.
The wvolee was famillar, but she
would hardly have recognized, with-
[ out this evidence, the figure that con-
{ fronted her,

{ “Lorene!" she gasped.

b “Look at me!" cried the girl, Her
tragic tone emphasized her ludicrous
appearance, Her face and hands
were coverad with fine soot, In flecks,
in strenks; her falr halr was curlously
darkened, us if a thin black vell had
| been druwn over It; her light blue
| house dress looked greasy and soiled
j “Why, my dear, I ean see you've
had a Iittle aceldent,” sald Mrs. Pen-'
field briskly, “but ‘twon't take long
| to
{ you. Oll hegter, I s'pose.”

| The girl nodded. "“My—>Mrs. Percy
| Hghted It and put Itin my room. Iwas
golng to pack. She sald I'd take cold
if the room wasn't warmed. Aml—and
! when I went in a few minutes later,
'I couldn't see. The alr was full of
bliick soot—everywhere—clonds of 1t
Oh, dear; oh, dear, what can I do?"

“Why, Lorene, 1'll help, We—"

“AUrs. I'enzie,” shrieked the girl,
! wringing her hands In distress, “you
don't understand. Everything Is ru-
Ined."

“Ev'rything 7

“Yes, everything. All my clothes!
I had them all laid out, ready to panck—
on the bed, the chalrs, The clothes-
press was open. They're all black,
sticky, spo-olled.” She threw herself
on the wash hench and broke [nto
wild sohbing, *“Why, by the time I'd
been In there two minutes—look at
me !"

“Oh, my dear,” hegeed Mrs, Pen-
field, “don’t ery. We've got to think
of something.”

“We can't,” walled the girl. “There
Isn't anything to he-begin on. They
were il there—everything 1 own in
the world, everything I've heen saving
for all these mo-months”
her head and looked at Mrs, Penfield
with streaming eyes, “Yes, I suppose
they can be cl-cleaned, but there isn't
time before tomorrow, There {sn't
tl-ti-time."” Her vo'ce broke. *“Dick
has his leave of ahsence and the tle-
tickets and all the de-detalls arranged,
We can't put it off and—and we can’t—
I can’t he m-m-magried llke this, can
I7" Bhe-threw out her arms in a ges-
ture of hopelessness,

Mrs, Penfield could not restraln a
smile as she gazed at the forlomn
brideelect, huddled on
hench, too ahject to realize her own
appearance £t the moment or to care
ahout It compared with the greater
calamity at home,

“What ean I do, Mrs. Penzie? 1
can’'t ask DMck to take me llke this™

“No, dear, you aren't golng to.” Mra.

. Penfleld put her hands on the girl's

shoulders and gnve her n gentle shake

| that was half reproof and half caress.

“Grub your nerve, Lorene, and we'll
| work n way out of this. So long as
. there nin’t nothing more vital in the

can stay awake and sew an overcoat.™
. Resolutely she went back to her |

“Oh, I knew something would hap- |
And It

|

got you washed up again. I'll help | le=

She Mfted |

the wash-

The Heavy Face of Mrs Percy Ap-'
peared.

genlally. *“Did you notlee the moon?
It's 'bout the grandest we ever get.™

Mrs. Perey’s neck stiffened. She |
tossed her head in offended dignity. |
“l guess you don't need me if you're |
feeling so pert” she snapped. ' The
door closed with declslve vehemence.

*] was wondering about a coat,” re-
marked Mrs, Penfleld quletly, as If
her thoughts had never strayed from |
this subject. *“If T only—if I had—
but mebbe you could—"

“I ean borrow n coat. And oh, I
wonder— Yes, see! My hat was ln;
its box and it's all right.” Lorene |
held up a small brown travellng hat.

“That's fine, My, but you're a lucky |
girl, Lorene. Now you take part of
these things and we'll go back and
get to work.” [

Put scarcely had they reached Nurh-
her 47 when Mrs. Penfleld reversed
her orders. “Aln't no need for yon
to gtay, Lorene. Washing Is a simple
thing for me, you know, and I'll en-
Joy dning something toward the occa- |
slon. Besides, we might disturb the
children If you stayed. You run
along, You've got a lot of trinkets to
serub up and your hair to wash, I
put these white things a-sohk and
squeeze 'em out. They can be ironed
Inter,”

Lorene hesitated.
you, hut—if I set the alarm and come
over real early, you'll leave the iron- |
Ing for me, won't you? And it wouldn't

“I hate to have

| Misturh you?* |

| went,

path than soot and clnders, [ prediet’

you're golng to be married tomerrow

noon, as schefduled—and all fresh and
| dainty, too. You left your windows
open, didn’t you?"

“Oh, yes, but—" ‘

“Then the air must be clear by thia
time, I'l turn out the lamp, and
we'll go right over and see how things

| loak."”

Things looked exactly as Lorene
had represented. The swirling soot

The care and forethought with which
Lorene had gathered togethér all her

possessions to be packed as swiftly as
possible, had greatly heightened the
diraster. I'art of her outfit had been
assembled for her trip; the rest was

.

had settled—and very thoroughly, too. |

|

“Dwear child, you can't disturb me,
Come over as early as yvon MHke"
Lorene kissed her gratefully and

Mre., Penfleld started up the fire
and strung the kitchen with many
lines of heavy twine. Contrary to her
eareless protestations, the task ahead
of her was by no means simple,
Diversity was Its keynote. Some of
the things required hot water, some
eold, some lukewarm ; some demanded
soap, some could not survive it. Lace
had to be ripped out and cleansed
separately. The blue silk was pntl
through water. that had been made '
milky by one gf Mrs. Penfleld's washing
baga, devices of Ler own for the laun-
dering of delleate colored fabrica, The
two tubs were supplémented by pans
and basing. Rinsing, bluelng, starch-
ing, all took tme. Even the drying
was a matter for constant supervialon,
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| Jerry Winaton said nothing. He
| sently round and round.

CHAPTER XIV
¢ ]

' Nota Friend to Unole Jerry.

“What's the | Carlline?" In
quired Uncle Jerry,, coming into the
kitchen. “Crink says you won't tell
‘em how to make a hen-coop or hen-
house, or whatever It I8, and he'n Let-
tie are getting their braing all snarled
up, trying to study It, out.”

*"Twon't hurt "em a mite” declared
Mrs, Penfield serenely, as she poured
cold wuter over the starch and crushed
out the lumps against the bottom of
the biz pan. *“What I alm ‘to do,
Uncle Jerry, I8 to teach them children
to think. How are they ever golng
to get along when they grow up If
they haven't learned to work out their
own problems?”

Uncle Jerry turned toward the sink
to wish his hande - “They'll be
smarter when they grow up,"

“Not If they don’t have some mental
exercise along the way,” retorted Mrs.
Penfield mildly. *“I figger that a lot
of purents practically embalm thelr
children's bralns by dolng all the
thinking for the famlly, That's one
mistake I don't Intend to make”

Uncle Jerry reached for the soap.
*It's all the same to me," he grinned.
“Bonnle Geraldine's the one that's
got the kick.”

“Nonsense! I'll risk Bonnle Ger-
aldine. Crink knows as much about '
boards and nalls as I do, and if he'
und Lettle can't study up some kind
of shelter for one hen, I'll be "shamed
of 'em. It may take 'em a few days,
but they'll be dayx well put In" She
gset the pan on the stove and poured
In bolling water, 'stirring briskly as

| she talked,

Uncle Jerry wiped his hantla;
thoughtfully, *T wasn't criticizing, |
Car'line, Great Scott, i you've got

the courage to take In kids that you!
might leave running loose In the,
world, you'd oughter have the privi-,
lege of managing 'em any way _\'nul
darn please. All I8, 1 wasn't going to
hand out any hints If Wwas contrary
to rules, so I was asking." Y

“You're a dear,"” acknowledged Mrs,
Penfield, smiling. *I am dead set on

! thlg one point, 'cause I've heen bored

Linlf to death by so many folks that'
couldn't think an original thought If
It'd bring 'sm a million dollars., T tell
yvou what, Uncle Jerry, there’s more
folks'n there ought to be whose minds
ain't nothing but cold-stornge plants,!
'Courge you don’t always know where
the materinl came from—and some
times you ean trace it ensy, I knew
A woman once who never sald any-
thing 'cept what her minlsterd hafded
out to her, She wasg a sort of charity
ense, but T'11 bet she wasn't the only
one in the copgregation, Monday and
Tuesdny she was real Int'rusting;
Wednesday she was just so-so: Thurs-
day she was on the decline; and by
Prigay she'd run down entirely. Fri-
dny and Saturday”she was a pretty
falr llstener.” Mrs. Penfleld laughed,
"Blessed If T didn't always call on’
that woman Tong the first of the week i
sometime.” ST
“You're mighty encouraging to a |
feller that's had a hit-or-miss life,
Car'line. I'd salways wished some-
body'd worked out a few things for
me, Oh, by the way," he added, as
he smoothed his hair before the small |

| mirror that hung by the cupboard, *I

ordered n sack of sweet potntoes this '
morning, They'll come sometime to-
day. 1 got 'em turrible cheap, 'cause
they're whales—too big for fancy
trade. But I thought mebbe you
could use ‘em."

field. “T'd as soon have outsize pots-
toes as any other kind, and theyre
what we need most. You be sure to
come ‘round to supper ton'wht, Uncle
Jerry, We'll have sweet potatoes

with #alt on 'em, and a cauliflower

that Crink brought yesterday.
be & grand spread.” A

*Yea" acknowledged Jerry Winston
gravely, “I'll stake my life you'll make

them youngsters b'lleve It's Thanks |

giving, but—"

“Plenty to eat I8 always Thanks
giving," she terrupted  plaeldly
“We're awful to be well nour

took up his hat and whirled it ab-
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undergoe instant dlsintegration
are exposed to the light, and
was run by any Penfleld.

It is nof to be supposed that Lettle,
having won her victory, was inclined
to underrate its value, For weeks the
pink-and-white outfit had been the
pinnacle of her hopes and the hitterest
element In her fallures;'but when it
was hers hy honest record, she car-
rled off the situation with great non-
chalance, Her black eyes glowed with
deep fire; her face was Irradiated;
but her manner was set In the last
notch of jountiness,

“Jiminy !", she bad crled, upon her
return from church, “These togs sure
beat the world for class. I didn't
se¢ anybody dressed niftler, and I got
the swellest feellngs Inslde me, Seems
ltke there ain't nothing I couldn't do
If I had the clo'es for It” 1

Mrs, Penfield smiled at this nalve
confesslon of wvachanging femininity.
“Now that you've begun, I hope you'll
keep right on wearing that sweater
ev'ry Sunday. It was easy, after all,
wasn't [t?"

“Oh, dead easy!” conflrmed Lettle,
with a careless gesture that repudl
nted weary weeks of abortive en-
deavor, “There ain't nothing to this
behaving stunt "cept not getting riled."”

"Lettle,"” sighed Mrs. Penfield, “what
you got to lenrn 1s to behave In spite
of getting riled.”

M0 Lord!™ erled the child, rolling
her eyes In dlsmay. *“I'd ruther
dodge. And It works out just the
game,"

“You couldn't dodge all the time,
Lettie; but If you want to try It for a
spell, there aln't no objection. Now
that you ean wear your good clo'es,
you got to go to Sunday school with
Crink and Thad reglar. It'll be tur-
rible good for you"

Of these more cheerful phases of
two immedinte problems—food supply

and Lettle's training—Mrs, Penfleld i

was thinking as she finished her
sprinkling and starching and changed
her dresa. It was the first of Decem-
ber, Bhe had been collecting the
rents and had to make the deposit bg-
fore the bank should close, Her list
was complete except for the Bosleys.
While she was debating whether ghe
would call for their rent or let it go
till they thought of It, as they mirely
would in a day or two, Gussle ‘Bosley
came In.

“Here's the rent" she sald briefiy.
“I came near forgetting it again.”

She wns wearing a black gsatin
gown, expenslvely slmple. Around her
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(Gussle shrugged. *I don't think
anything about him unless I have to,
but I shouldn't have sald it if yom
hadn't dragged him Into the talk.
“Tain't your fault, anyhow. Bhe -
turned to go. “Oh, Mrs. Penfield, do
you g'pose the landlord would put an
extra lock on the back door?”

“I don't s'pose he would. Ain't any
hack door got nnything bat the reg'lar
lock and bolt, He couldn't put on an
extra one 'thout getting asked for
eleven more, likely."

“My heavens, this is n cheap hale,
I'll be glad when we get out of It
Wouldn't have canght me staylng
Here all this time If I'd had my way."
She flounced out of the door,

Mrs. Penfield stood as Gussie had
left her, lost In thought. “I guess I'm
stupld,” she reflected. I can't get &
line on those Bosleys, except they
don't agree, That seems to be free
information for ev'rybody. Dut If this
s the reception Uncle Jerry gets at
thelr house, why doesn't he quit
going?

TO BE CONTINUED
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