A thrzllmg myslery story about a
man who lost his courage and the
girl who helped him to find it again

CHAPTER L
L e

The Street stretched awny north
and south In two lines of anclent
houses that seemed to meet in the dis-
tance. It had the well-worn look of an
old coat, shabby but comfortable. It
Was an impression of home, really,
that it gave. There was a house ncross
and a little way down the Street, with
& card In the window that sald: “Meals,
twenty-five cents,” The Nottingham
curtains were pinnéd back, and just in-
side the window a throaty baritone was
singlng:

Home 13 the hunter, home from the hill;
And the sallor, home from the sea.

For perhaps an hour Joe Drummond
had been wandering down the Street.
His slender shoulders, squared and
resolute at elght, by nine had taken on
0 disconsolate droop., Prayer meet-
ing at the corner church was over: the
Street emptled, The boy wiped the
warm band of his hat and slapped It
on lis head again, Ah!

Across the Street, under an old allan-
thus tree, was the house he watched, n
small brick, with shallow wooden steps
and—curfous architecture of the Mid-
dle West sixtles—a wooden cellar door
beslde the steps. In some curlous way
it preserved an ulr of distinetion among
its newer and more pretentlous nelgh-
bors, 'The taller houses had an appear-
ance of protection rather than of pat-
roonage. It was a matter of self-respect,
perhaps. No windows on the Street
were so spotlessly curtained, no door-
mat so accurately pluced, no “yard” In
the rear so tidy with morning-glory
vines over the whitewashed fence.

The June moon had rigen. \When the
girl came out at last, she stepped out
Into a world of soft lights and waver-
ing shadows, fragrant with tree blos-
soms hoshed of its daylight sounds.
The house had heen warm. Her brown
hair lny molst on her forehead, her thin
white dress was turned In at the
thront. She stood on the steps and
threw out ber nrms in a swift gesture
to the cool air. From across the Street
the boy watched her with adoring,
humble eyes, All his courage was for
those hours when he was not with her,

“Hello, Joe."

“Hello, Sidpey.”

Ie crossed over, emerging out of the
shadows Into her enveloping radiance.
His ardent young eyes worshiped her
u8 he stood on the pavement.

“I'm late. T was taking out bastings
for mother.”

“Oh, that's all right.”

Sidney sat down on the doorstep, and
the boy dropped at her feet, She set-
tled herself mare comfortably and
drew a long breath.

“How tired I am! Oh—I haven't told
you. We've taken a roomer!” She
was half apologetic, The Street did
not approve of roomers. “It will help
with the rent. It's my dolng, really.
Mother I8 seandalized.”

Joe was sitting bolt upright now, a
little white,

“Is he young?”

“He’s a good bit older than you, but
that's not snying he's old.”

Joe wns twenty-one, and sensitive of
his youth,

“He'll be crazy about you In two
days."

She broke Into delightful lnughter.

“I'll not fall in love with him—you
can be certain of that. He Is tall and
very solemn. His hair Is guite gray
over his ears.”

“What's his nome?”

“K. Le Moyne.”

Interest in the roomer died away.
The boy fell Into the ecstasy of content
that always came with Sldney’s pres-
ence. His inarticulate young soul was
swelling with thoughts that he did not
know how to put into words, It was
easy enough to plan eonversations with
Sidney when he was away from her.
But, at her feet, with her soft skirts
touching him as she moved, her eager
face turned to him, he was miserably
awkward and strangely speechiess.

Unexpectedly, Sidney yawned. He
was outraged.

“If you're sieepy—"

“Don't be silly. I love having you.
1 sat up late’lsst night, reading. |
wonder what you think of this: One
of the characters In the book | was
reading says that every man who—
who cares for o woman leaves his mark
on her ™

“Every man! How many men are
supposed to care for s woman, Aany-
how?"

two vivals, and she marries one of
them—that's three. And—"

“Why do they always outgrow that
foolishness?" His volce was unstendy.

“Oh, I don’t know., Oune's ldeas
change.”

Sldney was falrly vibrant with the
zest of living, Sitting on the steps of
the little brick house, her busy mind
wus earrylng her on to where, beyond
the Street, with its dingy lamps and
blossoming asllanthus, lay the world
that was one day to lle to her hand.
Not ambition called her, but life,

The boy was different. Where her
futire lny visualized before her, herofe
deeds, great ambitions, wide charlty,
lie planned years with her, selfish, con-
tented years, As different ns smug, sat-
Isfled summer from vislonary. palpitat-
Ing spring, he wns for her—but she
was for all the world.

By shifting his position his lips
came close to her bare young arm. It
tempted him.,

“Don't read that nonsense,” he said,
his eyes on the arin. “And—T'll never
outgrow my foolishness about you, Sld-
ney."

Then, because he could not help it,
he bent over and kissed her arm.

She was just elghteen, and Joe's de-
votion was very pleasant. She thrilled
to the touch of his lips on her tlesh;
but she drew her arm away.

“Please—I don't llke that sort of
thing.”

“Why not?' His volce was husky.

“It isn't right, Besides, the neigh-
bors are always looking out of the win-
dows."”

The drop from her high standard of

right and wrong to the neighbors' curi-
osity appealed suddenly to her sense
of humor. She threw back her head
and laughed. He jolned her, after an
uncomfortable moment. But he was
very much in earnest. He sat, bent
forward, turning his new straow hat in
his hands,
“I thought, perhaps,” sald Joe, grow-
ing red and white, and talking to the
hat, “that some day, when we're older.
You—you might be willing to marry 4
me, Bid. I'd be awfully good to you."
It hurt her to suy no. Indeed, she
could not bring herself to say It. Inall
her short life she had never willfully
inflicted a wound. And because she
was young, and did not realize that
there Is a short cruelty, llke the sur-
geon's, that is mercy in the end, she
temporized.

“There is such n lot of time before
we need think of such things! Cun't
we just go on the way we are?”

“I'm not very happy the wiuy we
are,"

“Why, Joe!"

She leaned over and put a tender
hand on hls arm.

“I don't want to hurt you; but, Joe,
I don't want to be engaged yet. I don't
want to think aboul{ marrying. There's
such a lot to do in the world first.
There's such a lot to see and be.”

“Where?" he demanded bitterly.
“Iere on this Btreet? Do you want
more time to pull bastings for your
mother? Or (o slave for your Aunt
Harriet? Or to run up sud down
stalrs, carrying toviels {o roomers?
Marry me and let me take care of
you"”

Onee agaln her dangerous sense of
humor threatened her. He looked so
boyish, sitting there with the moon-
light on his bright halr, so inndequate
to carry out his magnificent offer. Two
or three of the star blossoms from the
tree had fallen on his head. She lifted
them earefully awny.

“Let me take care of myself for a
while. Yve pever lived my own life.
You know what I mean. I'm not un-
happy; but 1 want to do something.
And some day I shall—not anything
big; I know I can’t do that—but some-
thing useful. Then, after years and
yéars, if you still want me, I'll come
back to yon."

Ile drew a long breath and gol up.
All the joy had gone out of the sum-
mer nlght for bim, poor Ilad He
glanced down the Street, where Pal-
mer Howe had gone home happily with
Sidney's friend Christine. Palmer
would always know how he stood with
Christine. But Bldney wns not like
that. A fellow did not even caress her
easily. When he had ounly kissed her
arm— He trembled a litle at the

ey ghintl alwnys want you” he said

Street, stretehing away to the north
and to the south in two lines of houses
that seemed to meet in the distapce,
hemmed her in, She had been born n
the little brick house, and, as she was
of It, so It was of her. Her hands had
smoothed and painted the pine tloors;:
her hands had put up the twine on
which the morning-glories In the yard
covered the fences: had, indeed, with
what agonles of slacking lime and add-
ing blueing, whitewashed the fence it-
sclf!

“Sue's capable,” Aunt Harrlet had
grumblingly admitted, watching from
her sewing machine Sldney's strong
young arms at this humble spring task,

“She's wonderful !” her mother had
snid, as she bent over her handwork,
She was not strong enough to run the
sewlng wachine.

So Joe Drummond stood on the pave-
ment and saw his dream of taking
Sidney In his arms fade into an indefi-
nite futurity.

“TI'm not going to give you up,” he
snid doggedly, *“When you come back,
I'll be waiting.”

The shock belog over, and things
only postponed, he drumatized his grief
u trifle, thrust his hands savagely Into
his pockets and scowled down the
street,  Sldney smiled up at him,

*Good night, Joo."

“Good night. 1 say, Sidoey, It's
more than half an engngement. Won't
you kiss me good-night?"

She hesitated, flushed and palpltat-
ing, Perhaps, after all, her first kiss
would have gone without her heart—
gone out of sheer pity. But a tall.fig-
ure loomed out of the shadows and
approached with qulek strides.
“The roomer!" cried Sidney,
hacked awny.

“D n the roomer "

The roomer advanced steadlly.
When he reached the doorstep, Sidoey
was demurely sealed and quite ulone,
The roomer ldoked very warm. He
cenrrled o suitease, which was as It
should be., The nien of the Street al-
ways carried thelr own Inggnge, except
the younger Wilson across the way.
His tastes were known to be luxurlous,
“Hot, {isn't 1t?" Slduey inquired,
after a formal greeting., She Indiented
the place on the step just vacated by
Joe. "You'd hetter cool off out here.
The house is like nn oven. I think 1
slhiould have warned you of that before
you took the room. These little houses
with low roofs are fearfully hot."

The new roomer hesitated. He did
not care to extablish any relations with
the people In the house. Long eve-
nings In which to reaml, qulet nights in
which to sleep and forget—these were
the things he had come for,

But SBidney had moved over and was
smiling up at him. He folded up nwk-
wardly on the low step. He seemed
much too big for the house. Sidney
had a panicky thought of the little
room upstalrs,

"I don't miud heat. I—I suppose I
don’t think about it,” sald the roomer,
rather surprised at himself,

“I'm afrald you'll be sorry you took
the roony."”

The ruoiner smiled in the shadoyw,

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

His quick mind grasped the fact that
it was the girl's bedroom he had taken.
Other things he had gathered that aft-
ernoon from the humming of a sewing
machine, from Sidney's businesslike
way of renting the little room, from
the glimpse of a woman in a suoany
window, bent over a needle, Genteel
poverty was what It meant, and more—
the constant drain of dishenrtened,
middle-aged women on the youth and
cournge of the girl beside him.

K. Le Moyne, who was living his
own tragedy those days, what with
poverty and other things, swore a qulet
oath to be no further welght on the
girl’s buoyant spiritt. He had no ln-
tention of letting the Street encroach
on him, He bad built up a wall be-
tween himself and the rest of the
world, and he would not scale it. But
he held no grudge agalost it. Let oth-
ers get what they could out of living.

Sidney, suddenly practical, broke In
on his thoughts: ;

“Where are you going to get your
meals?” %

“I bhodn't thought abeut it. I can
stop In somewhere on my way down-
town. I work in the gas office—1 don't
believe 1 told you."

“It's very bad for you," sald Sidney,

and

Ing house nL the corner. Twenty-one
meals for five dollars. and your tlcket
ls gooa until it 15 punched. But Mrs,
McKee doesn't llke it If you miss”

“Mrs, McKee for mie,"” said Le Moyne,
"I dare say I'll be falrly regular to my
menls."”

It was zrow!ng Inte, The Street,
which mistrusted nlght alr, even on
a hot summer evening, was closing its
windows. By shifting his position, the
man was able to see the girl’s face.
Very lovely it was, he thonght. Very
pure, almost ridlant—and young,
From the middle nge of his almost
thirty years, she was a child. There
hid been a boy In the shadows when
he came up the Street. Of course there
would be a boy—a nice, clear-eyed
chap—

Sidney wns looking at the moon.
With that dreamer's part of her that
she had Inherited from her deud .and
goue father, she was quietly worship-
Ing the night. But her bisy brain
was working, too—the practical brain
that she had got fromn ber mother's
slde,

“What about your washing?” she In-
quired unexpectedly. “I suppose youn've
been sending things to the laundry,
and—what do you do about your stock-
lngs?”

“Buy cheap ones and throw "em away
when they're worn out.” There seemed
to be no reserves with this surprising
young persomn,

“And buttons?”

“Use safety pips., When they're
closed one c¢un button over them ns
well as—"

“T think," said Sidney, “that It 1s
quite time someone took a little eare
of you. If you will give Kutle,' our
mald, twenty-five cents a weelk, she'll
do your washing and not tear your
things to vribbons. And I'l mend
them." ’

Sheer stupefaction was
Moyne's. After a moment:

“You're really rather wonderful, Miss
Page. Here am L lodged, fad. sunshed.
froned and mended for scven dollars
and seventy-five cents a weok I

“I hope,” sald Sidney severely, *“that
you'll put what you save in the bank,”

He was stlll somewhat dazed when
he went up the narrow staircase to
his swept and garnished room, Never,
In all of a life that had been actlve—
until recently—hnd he been so con
sclous of friendliness nnd kindly Inter-
est. He expunded under 1t Some ot
the tired lines left his face,

“New underwear for yours tomor
row, K. Le Moyne,” he said to hlmself,
us he unknotted his cravat. “New un-
derwenr, and something besldes K. for
a first name.”

He pondered over that for a time,
taking oft his shoes slowly and think-
Ing hord. “Kenneth, King, Kerr-"
None of them appeanled to him. And
after all, what did It matter? The
old heaviness eame over Lim,

Sidney did not sleep much that night
She lay awake, guzing Into the scented
darkness, her arms under her head.
Love had come into her life at last. A
man—only Joe,” of course, but it wns
not the boy himsell, but what he stood
for, that thrilled her—Lod asked her
to be his wife,

The desire to be loved! There was
coming. to Sldney a time when love
would mean, not recelving but giving—
the divine fire instead of the pale flatae
of youth. At Inst she slept.

A night breeze came through the win-
dows and spread coolness through the
littte house. The allanthus tree
waved In the mooniight and sent
sprawling shadows over the wall of
K. Le Moyne’s bedroom.

Who ia thfa K Le Moyne. any- E
way? Why not make a guess =
now as to his identity, and see =

how close you come to the truth _-'
when the climax I8 reached. =

K. Le
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Lucky to the Finish.

Rook—Taylor was always a for{g
nate man, but doesn't I seem wonder-
ful that his lock should stay with him
to the very last? |

Raleigh—How was that?

Rook—Why, he was operated on for
the removal of & pearl which he had

ined It was found o be valuable
enough to pay for both the operatiop
and the funersl
- Good Advice.
mmls

aéeidentally swallowed while. eating |
oywters, and when the pesrl was exam- |
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- TO YOUR CREDIT
One of Nafure’s most
valuable aids in fhe
promefion and main~

tenance of perfect
health is

OSTETTER'S
Stomach Bitters

IT TONES
STRENGTHENS
AND INVIGORATES

the digestive system, Try it

ECZEHA

‘Blln‘u Ouu“ is

l-ln‘lbl -
i ;,{'“.;%,.;e‘.f T
R et e
oure
v Tatter, Worm
a:.uira :shu mn ')
Forsale by all drug stores

or by mall from the

A. B. Richards Hsdlr.lne Go., swman Tex,

‘rhe Sort.

“When you were in the parlors of
the Comeups at their last party, did
you notice the mural decorations?”

*Yes; they were chiefly wallflowers.”

Ha?ly is the home where Red Croas
ue is used. Sure to please. All
grocera,

Adv.
Origin of French Tricolor.
France's tricolor Is said to have been
invented by Mary Queen of Scots for
the Swiss guard In France. The white
was for France, the blue for Scotland,
and the réd for Switzerland.

To keep clean and healthy take Dr,
Pierce's Pleasant Pellets, They regulate
liver, bowels and stomach,—Adv.

Just the Pet.
“The alligator can go six months
without enting.”
“Just the pet for a nopt.”.

Russla is a large producer of as-
bestns

e

Getting 0ld Too Fast?

Late in life the body shows signs of
wear and often the kidneys weaken
first. The back is lame, bent and achy,
and the kidney action distressing. This
makes people feel older than they are,
Don’t wait for dropsy, gravel, harden-
ing of the arteries or Bright's disense.
Use & mild kidney stimuolant, Try
Donn's Kidney Pills. Thousands of el-
derly folks recommend them.

A Missouri Case

Mrs. M. E. Gray, 2157
Kellett Ave., Spring-
fleld, Mo., says: “I
was in bad shape with
kidney trouble.- My
back pained as though
it were broken. My |}
kidneys acted frregu- g
larly and the kidney
secretions were In bad
shape. My sight often
blurred, too. Doan's =
Kldney Pills helped
me as poon as I tried
them and continued
use cured me,"

Get Doan’s at Any Store, B0c a Box

DOAN’S EiDNey

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

Your Liver




