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CHAPTER I
ME #reat steetohed awny north and south in two ines of ancient
Paunne that ssemad tn mast |n tha distanos
It had the well worn losk of an ald eoat |
Tha hought of soming thers ts live
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Tha man found 1t

pleasad him, Mursly here wonld be peacs —long evenings in whileh |

o read, quist nights In which te slesp and forget

It wae an Impresaion of

hame, really, that It gave, The man 414 not know that, er sare partionlariy.
We had bean wandering aboul & long tims—act in years, for B @as (s than

thirty,

Mt it peamied & vory long tima l

At the littin houes Bo one had seamed 14 (hink nhout references. M coul

hava givan one or two, of & sort,

He had gons to sansidarabls troubls to get

them; and now, not ta have them aaked fope—

There whaa a house across and &
MUs way down [ha atresl, with &
oard In the window that said, “Meals,
iwanty-fiva eania”™ KEvidently the
midday Meal wam over] men who
loaked like clorkas and small shap-
haopara wars hurrying away. The
Neottngham ourtaine wers pinned
bashk and just lnwide the window &
throaty baritone was singing:
“MHame ia the hunter , homas fran e hiR
And tha sailor, homes fromm the ses '’
Across the strest the man smiled
grimly. Homel
.

" e U T T |
+ Por perhapa an hour Joe Drum-
mond had been wandering up sand
down the stresl. “His stiaw Bat was
wel on the back of his head, for the
evening was warm; his slender shoul-
ders, nquared and resoluto wi 8 by #
had taken on a disconsolate droop,
Under a wstreet lamp he oonsulted
his watch, out even without that he
knew what the hour was.

crosa the sireet, under an old
allanthus tree, was the house he
watched, o small brick, with shallow
woodan steps and—ourlous arohitecs
ture of the Middle Woest sixtics—a
wooden cullar door beside the steps,

In mome curious way It preserved
an air of distinction among ita more
protenticus noighbors, much A i very
old Indy may now and then lend
1ome to a smart gathering. No win-
dows on the sireel werd so spoticssly
curtalned, no dourmat so accurately
placed, no “yard” in the rear so tidy
with morning glory vines over the
whitewashed fence,

Tha June moon had riken, sending
hroken shafts of white light through
the allanthus to the house door,
When the girl came at last, she
aufrpm! aut into a worid of aoft lights
and waveting shanflows, fragrant with
trea Llossoma nol yst overpowering,
hushed of {ts daylight pounds of play-
ing chiidren and moving trate.

The house had been warm. Hep
brown hiir luy molst en her forehead,
her thin white dress was turned In
at the throat. Hhe stood on the stepe,
tha door closnd bahind her and threow
out her arma in A sawift gesture to the
cool alr. From across the streot the
boy watched her with adoring, hum-
ble eyos,  All his courage was for
ern hours when he was not with

or,

“Hello, Jos™

“"Hello, Sidney,™

He cromsed over, emerging out of
the shadows into her enveloping
radiance.  His ardent young oyea
worshiped ber as he stoud oo the
pavement

“Im late. T waa taking out bast-
ingn for mother'

“On, that's alk right.”

Bidney snt dovin on tha dporstep,
and the boy dropped at her foet.

"1 thought of going to prayer meet-

ing, but mother was tired, Was
Christing thers?"

“Yes; Pulmer Howe took her
homa.'

“He's crazy ahout Chris, Sha'a

EoOd-looking, but she'a not my sort.”
“Fray, what Is your sort?”
llyou"l
Ehe laughed
gooae, Joe!"
Bhe settled hersel! more comfort-
ably on the doorstep aud drew a long
breath.
"How tired 1T am!
told you, We've taken a roomer!™
A whatt"
“A roomer."”
Eotie,

“A woman?™

“A man'

“"What sort of & man?™

“"How do | know? He is coming
to-night, I'll tell yvou In & week.”

Joo was sitting bolt upright now.

“Ia ha young?"'

“He'm a good bit clder than you,
but that's not saying he's old.”

Joa waa twently-one, and sensitive
of his youth,

“He'll be crazy about you in two
daya”

Bhe broke Into delighted laughtaer,

"Il not fall in love with him—
you can be oertain of that, He o wall
and very solemn. llis balr s quite
gray over his eurs’”

Joe cheerwd,

“What's his name?"

“k. Lo Moyne.”

L1 L LU

softly. "You're a

Bhe was halt apolo-

“That's what ho sald™

Intereat in the roomer dlad away.

Unexpectedly, Bidney yawned. °
Wil outraged.

“If you're eleepy''——

"Don't be silly. 1 love having you,
I sat up late last night, reading 1
wonder what you think of this: one
of the eharucters i the book | was
reading says Lhat every man who—
who cares for a woman leaves his
mark on hert 1 suppose she Lries to
become what he thinks she ls, for the
tima anyhow, and s never just her
old self again”

YEvery man! How many man are
supposcd o care for a woman, any-
how ™

"Well, theré's the boy who=likes
her when they're both young.'

A bit of innocent mlschief this, but
Joe stralghtencd.

“Then they Loth outgrow that fool-
Iskness, After that there are usualiy
twe rivals, and she marrics ona of
them—thut's three, And'—

“Why do they always outgraw that
foolishnepa?" His volve was ul-

sloady,

“0Oh, I don't know. One's |deas
change, Ansnow, I'm only telling yuu
what the book sald.”

“It'a & silly book."

“I dou't believe (t's true,” she aon-
fessed. “When § got started [ just
read on. 1 was curious.”

“Don't read thut nonasnse,” he sald,
"And=—1"ll pever outerow my Youlldh«
ness about you, Bidney,"

Then, becausa he could not help at,
he bent over and Kkissed her arm,

She was Just elighteen, and Joo's (e-
votion was very pleasant. Bhe thrilled
to the touch of his lip on her flesh;
ew her arm away.

Oh--1 haven't }

“Please—| don't lika that sory of |

nuh{.“

Why not?™ Mis voles was hu-hr.l

"I dan'L right.  Pesidas, the naigh-
born nre always looking out of the !
windows" |

The drop from har high standurd of
rlght and wrong to the nslgnbore’
ur:-vﬂlr Arpeaindg suddenly e her
#aenan of humior, Hhe threw hack her
head and laughsd, He jJoinad her, af.
ter an uncamfortable moment, HBut |
he wan vary mueh in sarnest.

‘T guses you know how | tesl. Boma
of tha fellows have crushes on girls |
and gt aver them. 1'm not ke that,
Binces tha firat day | saw yom I'va
naver looked at another gifl. Hooks
ran #ay what they llke; thers ara
t:npb liwa that, and I'm ona of|
them."

Thers was a touch of dogged pathos |
In his volce. He wan that sort, and
Sidney know [t Fidelity and tandar-
ness - those would be bhers if ahe mar.
ried him.

“l thoumht, perhaps,” sald Jos,
growing red and white, and talking
to the hat, “that some day, when
we're older, you—you might ba will- |
Ing to marry me, 4. 1'd ba u-fully'
good to you."

It hurt her to say nn. Indesd, she |
could not bring heraelf to My It |'

“Thera ls sueh a lot of time bafore |
wa nead think of sush thinga! Can't |
Wa fust go on the way wa ara?” |
“I'm uot very happy the way we'
Are '

"Why, Joa!"

“Well, I'm not"—Anggedly. “You'ra
protty and attractive, Whoen | sos a
fellow staring at you, and 1'd like to
smash his fuce for him, I haven't the |
right.” !

“And a preclous good thing for
you that you haven't!” eried =.lnoy, |
rather shocked, |

There was sllence for & moment |
between them. Bhe leansd over and
put a tender hand on his arm.

“l don’t want te hurt you; hut, Joe,
I don’t want to be sngaged yot. 1|
don't want to think about marrying, |
There's such a lot to do In the world
gls There's such a lot to see and |

“Where?' he demanded bitt
“Hera on this strest? Do you -:.r.'.fi

miore time tv pull bustings for yuurl

mother? Or tu slava for yo

Harriet? Or to run up in?ir &‘r::?l:
Slairs, carrying towels to roomers?
:ls:‘r.r_v me and let we take care of
L4 ) .

“Let me take care of m
while. I've nevep lived m;azgnfoli':.
You know what | mean, I'a not un.
happy; but | want to de somathing,
And some duy | shall—not anything
bigi 1 know 1 can't do that—but
something useful. ‘I'hen, after years
und years, If you still want mo, 'l
volile back w you."

"i}ow soon 1

"How can | know that now?

It will be @ long time," s

She had been born
briek house, and, us she was of It, 80
It was of her, Her hands h,
amoothed and painted the pine flours;
her hunds had put up the twine on
which the morning gluries |n the yard
covared the fences; hiad, (ndeed, with
what agunies of slucking lime and
wlding  blueing, whitowashed the
fenee ftself)

“she's capable,” Aunt Harrlet had
Frumblingly admitted, walching from
1er AeWing muchine sSldney's strong
young arms 4t this huinble apring
task, '

"sBhe's wonderful!” her mother had
sald, un ghe bent over hep hund work,
Bhe was not sirong enough to run
the sewing machine,

So Joes  Drununond stood on the
pavenient wnd saw his dream of tak.
Ing Siqnoy In Lis arms fade Into an
indefinite futurity,

“I'in not going to glve you up,” he
sald doggediy. "When you come back,
Pl be waltiug"

The shock being aver, and things
ouly postponed, he dramstaged his
grief a trifle, thrust his hands sav-
wkely into hs pockels, and scowled
down the street, In the line of his
viglon, his quick eye caught a tiny
moving  shadow, lost jt, found |t

agnin,
“Grear Boolt! There goos Regin-
cried, und ran  after the

ald!" he
sh dow,

"Watch for the McKees' cat!"

Siulney was running by that time:;
they wera galnink.  Thelr quarry, a
four-inch chipmunk, hesitated, gave
& protesting squeak and was caught
in Nidney's hand,

“You wretch!” she oried. *“You
miserable little beust — with ecaty
everywhere, and not a nut for miles!”

"That reminds ma“-—Jos put g
hand into  his pooket—"1 bought
soma chestnits for hie, and forgot
them. Hera™

Reginald's  escape  hod  mther
knocked tha tragedy out of the even.
Ing, True, Sldney would not marry
him for years, bul she had practi-
cally promised to sometime, And
whoen onn Is twenty-one, and It !
A summer night, and life stretehen
aternities ahead, what are a fow
Yeurs more or leay?

Sldney was holding the tiny squir.
rel in warmn, proteeting hands. Bhe
smiled un at the hoy,

"Giood nintht, Joe*

“Ciood nleght, T any, fdnay. 11 mare
than half an apgagement, Won't you
lkiss me good night ™

Hhe hesitated, flushed and palpl.
tating. Kianes were rare in the atald
Ittle household ta which ahe be-
longed,

“I—[ think not"

“Pleans! I'm mot very happy, and
It will he pomething to remamber."

Perhaps, after all, Bidney's nNrat
kizs would have gone without her
heart=-which was o thing she had
determiined  would  never hanpen—
gone out of sheer pity. But n tall
figure loomnd out af the shadows and
approached with auick strides.

“Tha roomer!™ cried SBldney, and
backed away,

“Dgma the roomer|(™

in the little
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The roomer advanced wsteadily.
When he renched the doorstep Side
nay waa demurcly seated and qulile
alone, The roomer, who had walked
fust, atopped and took off his hat.
He looked very warm. He carried a
Bultcasn,

“Hot, Isn't 1™ Bidney Inquired,
after a formal greoting. Bhe Indi-
aented the place on the step Jus: va-
cuted by Joe. “You'd better cool off
out here. The house Is like an oven,
I think I should have warned you
of that beforse you tonk tha room.
These little houses with low roofs
are fearfully hot"

The new roomer hesitated, Tha
sieps wero very low, and he was lul{;
Hesides, he did not care to establis
any relations with the people of the
houne, Long evenings in which o
read, quier nights In which to slecp
and farget—thise were the things he
had came for,

Put Sidney had moved over and
was samiling up at him, He folded
up awkwardly on the low step. He
soemod much too big for the housa,
Sidney had a panicky thought of the
Hitle room upstalrs,

“l don't mind heat. I—I supposs I
don't think nbout 1" sald the roomer,
rather surprised at himself,

Reginald, having finished his chent-
nut, squeaked for another, The roomer
atarted,

“Just Reginald—-my ground.squirs
rol.” Sidney was skinning o nut with
her strong, white teeth. "That's an.
other thing I should have told you,
I'm afraid you'll be sorry you took tha
room."

The reomer smiled in the shadow,

“I'm beginning to think that you are
sorry."

She was all anxieiy to reAssure
him:

“It's hecause of Heginald., He lives
nnder my—under your bureau, He's
roally  not troublesome; but  he's
buliding & nest under the bureau, and
if you don't know ahout him, It's
rather unsettling to sev A paper pate
tarn from the sswing room, or A plece
of cloth, moving across the floor"

My, Le Moyne thought it might be
veéry interesting.

l?g Moyne, listening attentively, he-

n to be interested, 1is quick mind

ad grasped the fact that It was the
girl's bedroom he had taken,

Sidney. suddenly practical, broke In
on lis thoughts!

"Where aro you going to get your
meala?”

“I hadn't thought ahout It. T can
slop in gomewhers on my way Jdown-
town, I work in the gan offiee—I
don't bhelieve 1 told yuu., IUs rather
nap-hamird—not the gas office, but
the eating. However, It's convenlent.”

“Iv's very bud for you,” sald Bid-
ney, with decision. "It leads to
slavenly hahits, such as going with-
out when you're In a hurry, and that
sort of thing. The only thing ls to
have poie one expecling you at
certain time."

"It sounds like marriage.”
lagtly wmusad.

It soundy ke Mrs, MeKoe's bpard-
ing house at the corner. Twenly-one
meoale for five dollars, and a ticket Lo
punoh. Tille, tha dining room girl,
punches for every meal you get. If
you miss any meals, your ticket s

ood until it 18 punched. Hut Mra.

clioe doesn't like it if you misa"

“Mra, McKee for me" sald
Moyne. "I dare muy, If 1 know that—
er—TIllle 15 waiting with tha punch,
I'll be faltly regular to my meals,”

It was graowing late, Ry shifting
his position the man way able to see
the giel's fave, Very lovely it was,
he thought. Very pure, almost radi.
ant=—and young, “rom  the middle
nge of his almost thirty vears, she
was n child. There hod heen & boy
io the sbadows when he eame up the

He was

street. Of course there would be &
boy+~—ia nie, cloar-eyed chap—

Bidney was looking at the moon,
With that droamer s part of her that
she had inherited from her dead and
gony futher, she was quictly worship-
Ing the night. Hut her busy brain
was woiking, two-—the practical brain
that she had gut from her mother's
slde,

"What about your washing?' she
qumrml unsx peutedly.

“Washing ™

"l suppose you've heen sending
things to the laundry, and—what do
you do about your stockinge?”

“Huy chenp ounss and throw 'em
awauy when they re worn out.'

“And buttons?™ °

“UIsa pafety
closed one can
well an™

“I think,” sald Sidney, *“that it In
quite time some one took s litile cars
of you, If you will aive Katle, our
mnld, 25 contn o weoli, sho'il do your
washing and not tear your thinge to
ribbons.  And 1'll mend them.'

Sheer  gtupefaction wan K. La
Moyne's, After & moment:

“You're really rather wonderful,
Miss Page. Here am 1, lodged, fad,
washed, froned and mended for §7.75
o weak!™

“I hope” mald Sldney seversly,
;;nukt you'll put what you save in the

ank."

ins. Whan they're
utton over them as

Ho waa still someawhat dazed when
he went up the narrow stalrcase to his
swopt and gurnlshed room. Never in
all of a life that had been Active iins
til recently—had ha beon o consclous
of fricndlineas and kindly interest. Ho
expanded ynder jt. Homo of the tired
lines left him face 1'nder the gan
chandelior he siralghtensd and threw
out his arms, Then he reached down
Into his coat pocket and drew out &
wide-awake and susplelous Heginaid,

“Good night, KRewgie!™ bhe  sald.
“Good night, old top!”

It was late when K
tred to bed. Wrapped ln o paper
and securely tled for the morning's
alsposal, was eonslderanble mancullng
undurciothing, ragged and buttonloss,
Not for worlds would he have had
Hidney lscover his threadbare Inoer
condlition,

“New underwear for yours to-mors
row, K. Lo Moyne," he sald to him=

Ia Moyne re-

self, an he unknotted his cravat, “New B8

underwear, and sometbing boesides K.
for a frst name,"”

He pondersd over that for a tims,
taking off his shoes slowly and think-
ing hard, “Kennoth, King, Kerr''——
None of them appealed (o him.  And,
after wll, what did |t matter? The
old heaviness came over him.

Ha dropped a shoe, and Reginald,
who had galned enough couraze 1o
emorgs and sit upright op ths fender,
fell aver backwamnl.

Hldney did not sleep much that
night. Bhe lay awake, gazing Into
the acentod darkness, her grms undoer
her head, Love had come into her
Hife at last. A man—only Jue, of
course, but it was not the boy hlin-
Bolf, but what he glood for, that
thrilled her—had nsked hor to bs his
wifa,

K. Lo Moyne alept dlagonally In 5iis
bed, bolng wvery long, In sleep the
lines were smoothod out of his fice,
Ho lnoked like a tired, svergrown
boy. And whils ha slept the ground-

e e m— e

aquirral ravaged the pocketa of his

®Bhlby Ccont.

CHAPTER II.

IDNEY could not remamber

when her Aunt Harrlot hnd

l not sat wt the table, It was

one of her earllest disilia-

slonments to  learn  that

Aunt Harrlet lived with them, not

bovauss she wished (o, but becauwsa

dney's father had barrowed her

small patrimony and she was “board-
ing It out”

Lighteen years she had “hoarded
It out” Sidney had been born and
grown to girthood; the dreamer
father had gono to his grave, with
valuable putents lost for lack of
muoney Lo rensw tham—gune with his
falth in himself dostroyed, but with
haw faith in the world undiminished;
for hie left his wife and daughter
without u dollar of life insurandce,

The day of Harrlet's leaving had
soemed far away to Anna Page. Sid-
ney was still her baby, a preily,
rather leggy girl, in hor first year at
the High Schonl, In the parlance of
tha Strect, Harriet “sewed”-—aupd
sewed well, Bhe had taken Anna
into business with her, but the bur-
den of the partnership had always
boen on Harrlet,

On the day afler the arrival of tha
roomer Harrie: Kennpdy came down
to broakfast a litte late. Katis, the
general housework girl, had tled n
winall white apron over her generous
gingham ono and was serving bhreak-
tast, From the kitchen onmse tha
clump of an lren and cherful sing-
ing. Sldnoy was trouing napking,

fﬂ‘d“' .ll

“Yen, Aunt Harriet™

*“Will you come in, pleane®

Katle took the lron from her,

“You go. Bhe's adl dressed up, and
she dosan't want any coffee’™

Bo Sidney wont in, 1t was to her
that Harriat made her spesch;

“Sidney, when your father dled, 1
promis to look after you and your
mother untll you ware abls to take
care of yoursslf. That was five rs

o, Of couram, even bafore t1
had hulped to support you'

“If you would only have your eof-
fer, Harrleg!"™

Mrs, P'uge gat with her hand on Lthe
haudie of the old silvor-piated coffee
pot.  Harriet lgnored her,

“You are & yYoung woman now,
You huve health and energy, and you
liave youth, which 1| huven't. 1'm
past forty. In Lhe next twenly years,
nt the outside, I've got not only la
support myself, but o pave somethin;
to keep me after that, If 1 live, 1
probably llve to be ninety, 1 don't
want to live forever, but I've always
piaved In hard luek."

dsidney returned her gaze steadily.

"I wow, Well, Aunt Harrlet, you're
aquite right. You've heen a salnt to
us. but If vou want to go anway"

“Huarriet!"  walled  Mra. Page,
“you'ra not thinklng'—
“Ploanc, mother.”

Harrlet'a syea softencd s ahe
lonkead at the girl

"Wa ean manage” sald Rldney
quistly, "“"We'll misn wvou, but it's

-y
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~ pald at last,

time wa learned to depend on ours
svives,”

After that, In a torrent, came Har-
riot's declatation of Independence,

"I can do good work,” she finished,
T'm full of |deas, If 1 could got a
chanea to work them gut. 1lut thare's
no chanee here. There an't 4 woman
on the strost who Knows rewd clothes
whon she aees tham,'

Hulney went around the table and
flung a young arm over her aunt's
shoulders,

“"Why dlAn't you wsay all that a
yonr agn?  Wa'va been sslflah, but
wa're not am bad se you think, And
It mny one In this world (e entitied to
AUOuess, you ure,  OF course we'll
manage'

Harriet's Iron  rapression  almost
Fave way. Hhe covered her smotion
with detalis:

“I''n golng te takea two rooms In
tha bumineas part of town, and put
a oouch lu the back room to slesp
an."

By avaning Mra. 'age had worked
horsel! Into o atais bordering on hys-
tortn. Haorrimt wan out most of the
duy, Hha cama In At thres o'clook,
und Kutle gavo hor o oup of tea. At
the naws of her aister's condition, she
mamly shrugeod hae shouldars,

“Hhe'll pot din, Katle,”" ahs said
calmiy., “Hut see that Mias Sldney
eats somelhing, and if sho s worried
tell hor 1 sald to got Dir, Kd."

The afternoon dragged away, Dr,
Ed wan out “on a cane” and might
not ba In until evening. Sldney sat In
the darkened room and wived a fan
aver her mothar's rigid form.

At half aftor five, Johnny Kosenfald
from the nlley, who worked for a
Noriat aftar school, brought a box
of roses to aidnuir. and departed
grinning 'mplshly. Ha know Joo, had
ween Nl in the store  Soun the ulley
know that Sldoey had rocelved a
dozen Killarney roses at theas dollars
and a helf, and was probably engugod
to Jou Irugnmond. * e e

Ui B sald Sldney, as he fol-
Inwad her down the stalrs, “can you
apars the time to talk to mo a little
while?"

“Any amount of time."

Sidney lod the wuy into the small
parlor, where Joa'n rosss, refused Ly
tha petulant invalld upatairs, bloomed
glonn,

“Firat of all” sald Bldney, “Ald you
menn whut vou sald upstalrae?"

Dr. Ed thought quickly.

O course, it what

“You sald | was a born nurss *

The atrect was very fomd of De, B4,
It did not always approve of Him,
1t sald which was perfectly trus-—
that he had sacrifiend blmsel? to his
brother's career: that, for the sike vt
that birilllant young sirgeson, Dr. Ed
hid dona without wife and childran;
that bin 8till went shabby and drove
the old burry, while Max drove about
in an auteinubile ooupe,

“I'm gulng lnto a bospltal,” eald
Sidney,

“Ivs  fearfully Thard work, of
course,'” he commanted, whsn she had
fulahed .

“HBo in anything warth whils,
At the way you work!"

Dr., Ed rose and wanderad around
Jihe room.

“You'ra ton vonung*"

"I'll get older”

"1 don't think 1 like the (dea,” he
“Its =plandid work for
an alder woman, Tiut s e, child—
Iife In the raw., As wo get along in
vears wa lose our Hluslops- snma of
them, not all, thank G, Bat tor
you, al your ugs, Lo ha brouvght facs
toy foen with things ne they are, and

Lok

not as we wiitt thom to bhe -4t seoma
stiich on unnecessary aacrifics *
“Dun't Yol think?" said  Sldney,

bravely, "Lhat you are & poor person

l

way into & lontuna,

|| Love plagn & wital part In

I —

Thvibnl-mm'mu“”‘
& man whe “slarte on s shosstring” and mehes e
Sueh a story e told

Black
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this romance of a
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i tall of sacrifice*
wayn, al) yoir lifs
e KA solared (o tha paote of e

Taven't you 8-

atran® colorsd hale
wintndy not,” ke asld (reitably.
Mas had wmenius;, 1 had abliigy
Tiumt's Aifferant e ranl 8 Csas 8
vt b fhan twn halves Nut ]

wmiind dawn at ot that | min
misa my wealgine sy Bamaoedy han
| te e the hack . wori, and, if | do say

Woamywnll, U & pretty good hack ™

| “"Wery well” sald Widney Than 1
fahail be & hinck, ton, OF gourse, | hnd
Lihought of siher things -y fathar
wan'ad ma tn go ta cnllege—but I'm

strong and willinge  And one thing |
munl make up my mind to, e Kd;
I ahin!l hmve to m'.u- i omy ot har

Marriat pasasd tha doof of Lisr WAy

in to pelnted supper. The mian in

tha patior hod A momsniary gllinpes
of har sionder, nagging ahouldars, har
thilm faow,  bor updisguised middie
ngr

Yeu" he antd, when aha was ont
af heartng  10e Bard, but | dare say
1t's right apough, U Your aunt
ofght 1o have Ler ohanse, Only—f

wish 10 JIldn't hinve to ba'

Hidney, Iaft nlone, atood In the s
| parior heside the roses, Shae tounhed
thmn tenderiy, shsently, Life, which

the day bafore nad ealled her with
the hmekoning Anger of Arsnms, now
ranched out grim, (nslstent hands,
1 TAfe -In the raw,

CHAPTER IHI.

LW MOYNE had wakensd
rarly that Mrot morning
in hia new quartars.
When he sal up and
yawnad, It waa 1o sen hin
worn ceravat disappearing with vigor-
oun tups under the hureau, He rea-
cued it, gently but firmly.

*You and T, Reurinnld,” ha apostro-
phized the bureau, “will have to come

| to an understanding. What [ leave on

the flonr you may have, but what

| blowa dawn Ia not to be tonched,™

Beoausae ho was young and very

! wtrong, ho wakoned (o & esrtnin ght-

ness of spieit. Tha morning sun had
always called him to & new day, and
the sun was shining. But he grew da-
prenmed as he propired for the offieos,
He told htznsel! savagoely, as he put
on his shabby clothing, that, baving

| mought for peace and now found 1L he

wan an ana for resenting it Tha
trouble was, ol courss, that he eamn
of a fighting stock: soldlers and ex-
plorers, even & wentlemoan adventurere
or two, had boen his forefathors, He
loathod prace with a deadly loathing,

Having given up everyithing eluse,
K. Le Moyns had also given up the
lovae of 0 waman, ‘Mhat, of cauras, 1s
figurative, He had been too busy for
women, and now ha was too ldie, A
small part of his brain added figures
I the offies of & gas company dudly,
tur the mum of two dollars and fifty
cents por elght-hour workday. Hut
the real K. ls Moyne, that had
dreamed dreams, had nothing to do
with the figures, but sat somewhers
In Nin hend und mocked him as be
worked ot his tunk,

e dresaed  gqulekly, ascertalning
thiut he had snough money to buy
five-dollnr tickot at  Mra. MeKon's;
and, havine kiven up tha love of a
woman with otheor things, he woas
careful not to look about for Hidney
on his way.

He hreakfasted at Mra, MeKeoe's,
and wim Inttintel Inte the mystory of
the tioke! puneh, The foud was rather
rtldn.l. cortnimy plentifui; and even
s aqueamtsh  morning  appetite
oould find no fault with the self-re.

speoting tidiness of the pluos. Tillle ),

proved to be neat and austere,

He wasa determined not to let the
Streat tmerosch on his wretohsdness,
Pecauna Lo bhad come to llve thers
was no reason why It Ahould adopt
him. But e was very pollte, When
the denf-and-dumb book agunt wrots
momething on a pencll pad and pushed
1t toward him, bo replied in kind,

“"Wa are very sind to welcome you
to the MpkKes family,” was written

un the pnd,
"Nery happy, Indead, to he with
you," wrote back La Moyne-and

renlized with a surt of shook that be

meant 1t

Tha Kindly grocting bhad  touched
Bim. Tho gresting and the breakfust
chovrall B eleo, Lo wus evideatly
minklng somo hoadway with Tillle.

“on't you want o toothplek ' ahe
wsked, na hin want «ut,

In K's provious walk tn life thera
hiad Leon noe tuothploha, e took one

und  plueed 1t nonehalantly o his
witlstoont pockot, s he had seep the
othera do,

For a wenk nothing h
cama In the sveulngs and sat on the
atops with Sidnay, hls Whonest heart
In his sayos, Bho could oot bring her-
seil ot Hrat to tell hi about the hose
pltal, La Mayne, tinding his litde
Foa hot In the sveulngs and not
wishing to Intrude an the two on the
doormep, took (o rewding his paper In
the park, and afiar twhlight to long,
rapld walks out into the country,
Wihen K. was sum that the hoy had
gone, o would turn back toward the
Hireet,

Life, that had sceaned so almple,
hiad grown very eomplicated for Sid-
ney. ‘Thern was her mother to break
the news to, und Jos  Harrlet would
spprove, sho felt; but thoess othors!
To ssutire Anna that ahe must man-
ake aluna for threa yoars, in order
W bw happy and comfortable aftar-
ward-dalint was hard spough, Hug two
tell Joo that she wia planning & fu-
tura without hilm, to destroy the light
In his blug aysa—that hurt,

Aftor all, Sidpoy wild K. first, Ong
Friday evening, coming homas lata as
usual, he foumd her on thoe deorstup,
and Jua had gone, Bhe moved over
hospitably

"I'm afrald
hard ™

YIT D do a milalmum of labor for &
minbinum of wages'

"Hat you work at ndght, don’t you "

“No, Misa [fugs"

“Hut you €o out evepry evenlpng!™
Swilddenly the wtruth buest on her.

YOy, dear!” she salde "1 do belleve
—why, bow allly of youl" _

penad. Joa

you'ra working too

L e

K was o wieomtoratie,
“IE | woare angaged o him,’

mnrmmu
B ndersaiel, ek, a0 | e

T

“ARI" sald & trifls unsteadily.
“Ne e are etV
Fou think | wase o8-

"Why di
e sariates

ﬂ,"lll" I IeIr 'y
b oam quite
LRt

U 1 dont Reow,
s the ar,
il nalanon, thas Haginald

‘Ita Juhnny Nosenfald,” m E
ney, wilh deoision, “It's
WAy thinee get L Mecauss
ok e s bus of Tusee--As &

of faot, Ui not sngaged, or o
ba, Mr. Le Moyne. Im going a
huspiisl o be & Durse”

las Moyne swid mothing. For just &

musient e cweed his eyen

“You're loo young, aren’'t you?™

“Iw, Nd— uns of the Wilsons asroes
the strwetl—ig gving to help me about
ety  Jhin bevihior Max o &
goun thore | sspeot you've
him. Wo're very proud of him 1a
HWireot”

Lucky for K, Le Moyna that
moel na longer shons on the o
Kray doorstep,

Ha, avan hers, on thia quiet strest
In ihis distant eity, there was l.“:
e penca, Mak Wilson just acress
way! It—it waa iranio, Was
no plnoe where a4 man oould
himsalf? ke would have tp move ¢
sipin, of ovurss Hul that, it sesmed,
wus Just what he oould not da

“I want to ask you to do -oll-th.
and 1 hope you'll be quite fSranl
said Hidney,

“Anything that | can do"——

El

“It'a this. Iif you are co la,
and--and like the room and all that,
I wish you'd stay.” #he hurried on:

“If | eould feel that mother had a
dopendalide person llke you in the
houns, 1t would all ba saster.”

Dependabiel ‘That stung.

“Mut—forgive my asking: I'm real
intarested--can your mother manage
You'll get p y oo money dur-
!nﬁ our truining,

I've thought of that. A friend of
mina Christine Lovens, s '.::f to
be married. Her people are wealthy,
but she'll have nonthing but what
Pulmer mekes. Bhe'd Ilke to have
the parlor and the sitting room be-
hind, They wouldn't interfern with

u at all" she added nmf. “Chrin-

na's father would bulld a little bal-
cony at tha alde for n sort of
poroh, nnd they’'d ait there In the
syeningm.”

Dahind Btanley's earefully practioal
tono the man read appeal. he
know then that he m do the thing
she agkod. He, who had flied so long,
eould roam no more, Hero on the
sirect, with Its menace just across,
he must llve, that she might work.
In his world, man had worked that
women might Hve In certaln places,
certidin ways. This girl was ulns
out to sarn her llving, and he woul
#tay to make it posasible, But ne himt
of all this was In his veoles,

"I shall stay, aof course™
E:nn-lr. "I—this Is the nearest

ing tp home that I've known for a
long time. I want you to know that”
Bl; ou are very good to me,” sald

ney,

When she rose, K Le Moyne
mrang to his fest,

“1 wonder If you would 4o mae an-
other favor? I'm afrald you'll take
to avalding me If [ keep on,”

“l don't think you need fear that"™

“Thin stupld atory about-Jos Drum-
mond--1'm not sayin I' never
mirry him, but I'm certainly not en-
wanged. Now and then, when you are
taking your eveni walks, If you
would axk me to walk with you'——0

K. looked rather damed,

"I can't Imagine

‘:‘,::'.’._‘__"_“' I wish r#ﬂgum

“ﬁt&uwbm?:lﬂut h otr“ b stood

o o lows R *yea were

.’TI‘;“] lavel. -
wilk with o theym

I'm not sngaged 'lr Jae," ﬁnm

with engmging directness,

CHAPTER IV.

N the morning after Sidney
had lnvited K. Le Moyna to
take her to walk, Max Wil-
#on came down to broakfast
rather late, Dr. Ed had

braakfasted an hour bafore.

Max's morning mood was always a
cheerful one, So now Max brought
his handsome aolf down the etalr-
case and paused al the oMo door,

“At it already,” he sald. “Or have
you been to bed 1"

“It's aftar nine," pratested BEd mild-
ly. "Lf I don't etart early, I mever
kot through."

Max yawned,

“Hetlor coma with ma,"” ho sald, “1¢

thinge go on as they'va been rolng,
I'll have to have an assistant, 1'd
rather have you than anybody, of
coume.”  Ha put his lithe surgson's
hand  on his  brother's  shoulder,
“Where would I be If It hadn't bsen
for you? All the fellows know what
you've done."

In apite of himself, Bd winged. It
was one Lhing to work hard that thera
might be ona success Instead of two
half sucoesses. It was & different
thing to advertise one's madlocrity to
the warld.

"1 guess I'll stay whera 1 am,” he
sald,  "“Thay Know me around heps,
and 1 know them."

Very proud of Dr. Max was his
brother, uns«lfishly proud, of his
.?4: good ul:uunol?d: vary humble, teo,
of his own know & and “Wl:ﬂ.
It he over aulplclﬂr any lack of r
fibre In Max, he put tha thought
away.  Probably ho waas toa rigid
himaelf. Max was ung. & hard
worker, He had a right to play barnd,
O his way out he paused at the did-
iy he hospital T

"Are you going to the

“Opernting at four—wish you esmld
come In."

“I'm afrald not, Max. T'va -
fsnd Sidnay Page to apeak aboug
to you. She wWants to onlar the
ing-school."

——temen (50 Be Oontinued)
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