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The maple-bordered street was as
still as a country Sunday; so qulet
that there seemed an echo to my foot-
#teps. It was four o'clock In the morn-
Ing; clenr October moonlight misted
through the thinning follage to the
shudowy sidewnlk and Iny like a trans-
parent sliver fog upon the house of my
sdmirntion, as 1 strode along, return-
Ing from my first night's work on the
Wailnwright Morning Despatch,

1 had already marked that house as
the fnest (to my taste) In Walnwright,
though hitherto, on my excursions to
this metropolls, the state eapltal, I was
not without a certnin native Jenlousy
that Spencerville, the county-seat
where 1 lived, had nothing so good.
Now, however, 1 approached its pur-
Meus with n plensure In it quite unal-
loyed, for T was at Inst myself a resi-
dent (albelt of only one day's stand-
Ing) of Walnwright, nnd the house—
though 1 had not even an ldea who
lived there—part of my possessions as
a cltizen. Moreover, I might enjoy the
waurmer pride of a next-door-nelghbor,
for Mrs. Apperthwalte's, where I had
taken a room, wans just heyond.

This wns the quietest part of Waln-
wright ; business stopped short of It,
and the “fashionable residence sec-
tion" had overlenped this "forgotten
backwater,” leaving It undisturbed and
unchanging, with that look about It
which Is the guality of few wurban
quarters, and eventunlly of none, as n
town grows to he a city—the look of
still being a nelghhorhood. This friend-
liness of appearnnce was largely the
emanntion of the homely and beautl-
ful house which so greatly pleased my
fancy.

It might be difMcult to say why 1
thought it the “finest” house In Waln-
wright, for a simpler structure would
be hard to lmagine; It was merely a
big, old-fashloned brick house, palnted
brown and very plaln, set well away
from the street among some splendid
forest trees, with a falr spread of flat
Inwn, Dut It gave back a great deal
for your glance, just as some people
do. It was a large house, as | say, yet
it looked not llke a mansion but ke
a home; and made vyou wish that you
lived in It. Or, driving by, of an eve-
ning, you would have liked to stop
your ear and go in; It spoke so sure-
ly of hearty, old-fashloned people llv-
ing there, who would welcome you
merrily,

It looked llke a house where there

' were a grandfather and a grand-

mother; where holldays were warmly
kept: where there were bolsterous
famlly reunions to which uncles and
sunts, who had been born there, wonld
return from no matter what distances
2 house where big turkeys would be
on the tnhle often; where one ealled
*the hired man" (and named either
Alner or Ole) woulil erack walouts
upon a flatiron elutched hetween hin
knees on the back porch; It looked
llke a honse where they played cha-
rades; where there would be long
gtreanmers of evergreen and dozens of
wrenths of holly at Christmas time;
where there were tenrful, happy wed-
dings and great throwings of rice after
1ittle brides, from the hrond front
gteps: In a worid, It was the sort of a
house to make the henrts of spinsters
and bochelors very lonely and wist.
ful-—and that 1s about ns near as 1 ean
come to my rencon for thinking 1t the
finest house In Wninwright,

The moon hung kindly ahove s
level door In the silence of that Oc-
tober morning, n& 1 checked my galt
to lolter along the pleket fence: hnt
guddenly the house showed a llght of
fts own. The spurt of a mateh took
my eyve to one of the upper windows
then a steadier glow of orange told
me thot n lamp was lHghted, The win
dow was opened, and a man looked
out and whistled loudly,

1 stopped, thinking he meant to at-
tract my attentlon: that something
might be wrong: that perhaps some-
one was needed to go for a doctor. My
mistake wae lmmedintely evident, how.
e\'ori T stond In the shadow of the
trees bordering the sidewalk, and the
ninn at the window had not seen me.

“Doy ! Ay!" he ealled. softly.
“Where are you, Simpledoria?”

He leaned from the window, lnokine
downward, “Why, there yon are!” he
exclaimed, and turned to address some
invisible person within the room. “He's
right there underneath the window
'l bring him up” He leaned
out again. “Walt there, Slmpledoria!"
he called. “I'll be down In a JIfy and
let you in."

Puzzled, 1 stared at the vacant lawn
before me. The clear moonlight re
wvedled It brightly, and It was empty of
any llving presence; there were no
bushes nor shruhberles —nor even
shadows—that could have heen mis-
taken for a hoy. If “Stmpledoria” was
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a8 boy. There was no dog In slght;
there was no eat; there was nothing
benenth the window except thick,
close-cropped grass,

A llght shone In the hallway behind
the broad front door; one of these was
opened, and revealed In sllhonette the
tall, thin figure of a man In a long,
old-fashioned dressing gown,

“Simpledorin,” he =ald, addressing
the night alr with constdernble sever-
ity, “I don't know what to make of
you, You might have caught your
denth of colid, roving out at such an
hour. Dut there,” he continued, more
Indulgently ; “wipe your feet on the
mat and come In. You're safe now!"

e closed the door, and 1 heard him
call to some one up-stalrs, us he ar-
ranged the fastenings:

“Slmpledoria 18 all right—only a
little chilled. T1 bring him up to
your fire."”

I went on my way Iin a condition of
nstonlshment that engendered, nlmost,
a doubt of my eyes; for If my sight
was unlmpaired and myself not sub-
Jeet to optleal or mental delusion, nel-
ther boy nor dog nor bird nor eat, nor
any other object of this visible worlil,
hand entered that opened door. Was
my “finest” house, then, a place of call
for wandering ghosts, who came home
to roost ut four In the morning?

It was only a step to Mrs. Apper-
thwalte's; I let myself In with the key
that good lady had glven me, stole up
to my room, went to my window, and
stared across the yard at the house
next door, The front window In the
second story, I declded, necessarily
belonged to that room In which the

Mrs. Apperthwaite Was the Kind of
Woman Whom You Would Expect
to Have a Beautiful Daughter, and
Miss Apperthwaite More Than Ful-
filled Her Mother's Promise.

lamp had been lghted; but all was
dark there now, ‘T went to bhed, and
dreamed that 1 was out at sea In o
fog, having embarked on a transpar-
ent vessel whose preposterous nume,
inseribed upon glass Hfe-belts, depend
Ing here and there from an invisible
rall, was “Simpledorin.'
I

Mrs. Apperthwalte's was a commo-
dious old house, the greater part of it
of ahout the same age, I Judged, ns its
nelghbor; but the late Mr. Apper
thwalte had ennght the Mansard fever
of the late "‘Seventies, and the bullding
dizense, once fastened upon W', had
never  known . convalescence, but,
rather, n serles of relupses, the tokens
of which, In the nature of o cupoln and
n couple of frame turrets, were terrl-
fyingly apparent, These romantic mis
plucements seemed to me not inhar-
monlous with the Hbrary, n cheerful
and  pleasantly  shabby  apartment
down-stalrs, where 1 found (over a
substratum  of history, encyclopedia,
and family Bihle) some worn old vaol-
umes of “Godey's Lady's Rook,” an
early editlon of Cooper's works : Scott,
Bulwer, Macnulay, Byron, and Tenny-
gon, complete; some old volumes of
Victor Hugo, of the elder Dumas, of
Flauhert, of Gautler, and of Balzac:
“Clarisan,” “Lalln Rookh,” “The Al-
nambra,” “Beunlah,” “Unrda,” “Luche”
“Uncle Tom's Cabin,”  “Ben e
“Trilhy,” “She,” “Little Lord Faunt-
leroy " and of a later decade, there
were novels about those dellcately tau-

preme Tew ; niid siortes of ndventurous
royalty ; tales of “cloan-Hmbed young
Amerienn manhood ;" and some thin
volutes of rather preclous verse,

"Twas amld these romantie scenes
that I awaited the sound of the lunch-
bell (which for me was the announce
ment of breakfast), when 1 nrose from
my first night's slumbers under Mrs.
Apperthwaite's roof; and I wondered
If the books were a falr mirror of Miss
Apperthwalte’s mind (I had been told
that Mrs, Apperthwaite had a daugh-
ter). Mra. Apperthwalte herself, In
her youth, might have sat to an illus-
trator of Scott or Bulwer. Even now
you could gee she had come as near
being romantieally beautiful as was
conslstently proper for such a timid,
gentle little gentlewoman as she was,
Reduced, by her hushand's Insolvency
(coincldont with his demise) to “keep-
ing bonrders,” she did it gracefully, ns
If the urgency thereto were only a
spirit of quiet hospitality., It should
be added In haste that she set an ex-
cellent table.

Moreover, the guests who gathered
at her board were of a very attractive
description, as I decided the Instant
my eye fell upon the lady who sat op-
posite me at lunch, I knew at once
that she wns Miss Apperthwalte, she
“went 80" ne& they say, with her
mother; nothing could have been more
sultable. Mrs, Apperthwalte was the
kind of woman whom youn wounld ex-
pect to have a beautiful daughter, and
Miss Apperthwalte more than fulfilled
her mother’s promise,

I guessed her to be more than Jullet
Capulet's age, Indeed, yet gtill he
tween that and the perfect age of
woman, She wnas of a larger, fuller,
more etriking type than Mrs, Apper-
thwalte, a bolder type one might put
It—thongh she might have been a
grent denl bolder than Mrs, Apper-
thwailte without belng bold. Certninly

difficult for a young fellow to keep
from staring at her. She had an
abundance of very soft, dark halr,
worn almost austerely, as If Its pro-
fusion necessitated represslon; and 1
am compelled to adinit that her fine
eyes eoxpressed a distant contempla-

&0 pronounced that one of her enemlea
(If she had any) might have described
them as “dreamy."”

Only one other of my own sex was

tlen, an elderly lawyer and politician
of whom T had heard, and to whom
Mrs. Apperthwalte, eoming In after
the rest of us were seated, Introduced
me. She made the presentation gen-
ernl; and I had the experlence of re-
celving a nod and a slow glance, In
which there was a sort of dusky, estl-
mating brilliance, from the beautiful
ludy opposite me,

It might have been hetter mannered
for me to address myself to Mr. Dow-
den, or one of the very nlce elderly
women, who were my fellow-guests,
than to open a conversation with Miss
Apperthwalte; but I did not stop to
think of that,

“You have a splendid old honse next
door to you here, Miss Apperthwalte,”
I sald. “It's n privilege to find it In
view from my window.”

There was a falnt stir as of some
consternatlon In the little company.
The elderly ladies stopped talking ab-
ruptly and exchanged glances, though
this was not of my ohservation at the
moment, I think, but recurred to my
consclousness later, when I had per-
celved my blunder.

"May I ask who lives there? I pur-
sued,

Miss Apperthwalte allowed her no-
ticeable lushes to cover her eyes for
an Instant, then looked up again,

“A Mr. Beasley,” she sald.

“Not the Honorable David Beasley "
1 exclalmed.

“Yes," she returned with a certaln
gravity which I afterward wished had
checked me, "Do you know him?

“Not in person,” T explained. “Yon
see, I've written a good deal about
him. 1T was with the Spencerville
Journal untll a few days ago, and
even in the country we know who's
who In politles over the state. DBeas-
ley's the man that went to Congress
and never made a speech—never made
even g motion to adjourn—hut got ev-
ervthing his distriet wanted. There's
tulk of him for governor,”

“Indeed ¥

“And so It's the Honorable David
Beasley who liveg In that splendid
place. How curlous that is!™

“Why?" asked Miss Apperthwalte.

answered ; “and I've alwnays had the
fmpression Mr. Deasley was a bach-
elor”

“Yesa" she sald, rather slowly, “he
s

“Nut of course he dovsn't llve there
nll nlone,” T supposed, alond, *prob-
ably he has—"

“No, There's no one else—except a
couple of colored servants.”

“What a erlme!” 1 exclaimed.

lnrge family, that one Is. Can't you

and heaps of vomping children? |1
should think--"

I waos Interrupted by a lond cough
fromn Mr. Dowden, g0 nbrapt and artls
ficinl that his fntentlon to check the
floww of my innocent prattle wns ems-
barrassingly obvioug—even to me!

“Can you tell me,” he sald, leaning
forward and following up the inter-
euption as hastily a8 possible, “what
the farmers were getting for thelr
wheat when you left Spencerville?

“l mean he's a man of no
Imagination, None In the world.
Not one ounce of Imagination.
Not one grain|*

B

TO BE CONTINUED.)

tlon—obviously of habit not of mood— |

gled emotlons expericneed by the sue |

| ntourtention,

T WAS not a very cheerful
boy that was lpoking out of
the window at what little
dirty lee the winter thaw
had left upon the hill In
front of the house, Through

the fine consting days he
wud hwurd the happy nolse of the
sledding while the doctor had sald

that he could not go out and join In
it, and now, thougzh he might soon be
out of doors ngain, there was no surety
of s good a hill ggain and small pros-
pect of sport,

It wasn't a very cheerful house,
cither. Mr. Bondage was o chainmak-
er, andd when he emme home from his
iron works hie always geemed to bring
his business with him, The house of
Bondoge was blg and strong, but |t
was haed, aud still, and dark, and too
orderly, IFrom the outside it looked
Hke o forl, nnd Inside, the chalrs stood

lke The par-
solemn where the

soldivrs,

lor wug u place,

| st furnfture wos seldom prevented

she was handsome enough to make it | there, it exhoried him with, “Don't Eat

present at the lunch table, a Mr, Dow- |

| lleve in

[

‘ ithe
|

from looking ot Itself in the gilded
wirror, The o ulng room dida't get
sun untll towards evening, when

the motto, “Be « ood and You Will Be
Happy™ could 1+ ns plainly seen ns
the one on the opposite wall, “Chils
dren Should e @ cen but Not Heard,”
When the boy put on his hated bib
Too Much.”

Chalned to the front poreh was an
iron dog, whose fixed ond ferocious
snarl was a stunding Insult to all the
village dogs that could get through
the Iron fence to dispute with him.
There wns some fun about the place;
itowar when a surprised *dog retired
from the attack with a new respect for
the tough gunrdian of the Domndage in-
terests,  Bven the fron<clad kuight in
the front hall geemed to laugh through
his visor then.

Jesides all this, Ishmael bad had no
Christmas.  Mr, Dondage dul not bhe-
Christmas; to him Santa
Cluus wns a foollsh Imagination nnd
a hurtful superstition, He had joined
“The Society for the Preventlon of

| Uselesy Glving.,” and was glad to bhe

culled a Spuz. On December 25th he

had presented to his son a pleture of |

himself, stunding In front of his oflice
with the seowl upon his face that rep-
resented his idea of the expression of
greatness, but the only eomfort of the
tuy for the boy had been the sweet
contents of the small packnge that his
mother had smuggled into hls room

| Just before daylight,

|
|

| pleasantest

But Ishmael Bondage had an Aunt
Sarah!  And Aunt Sarah had the
home In the country. It
wis o low, wide, rombling old house,
In the midst of the trees and hugged
by the climbing vines that loved it

There wasn't a place In {t too good to
be used and In Its snowy whiteness it
seemed to shine out upon. the fenceless
grounds with an invitatlon to the hos.
pitality of Its gardens and the good

“It seems too big for one man”™ 1 |

“If |
there ever wus a house meant for a

almost hear it erying out for heaps |

L
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Aunt Sarah Carried Ishmael Off,

| cheer of s friendly owners, That
| was the bright spot for Ishunael, When
. he went out there his aunt would bhang
his Fauntleroy sult up in the ecloset
und give hilm a leather suit thut could
not be torn and tell o to go It, e
could eat without a bib and there was
not a4 motte o sight, By the thoe that
[ vacation wos over he was a real boy,
The other boys stopped ealling him
“Higsy" and ne longer asked hilm If
| his mother knew he was out.  Indeed,
he up and thrashed a bullping boy who
i lind knecked over one of his compan-
| tons whe was about half his slze. Af-
| ter this there wus nothimg thut he
| could net have nmong ha crowd, So,
[ every vacation sent a prim but joytul
| boy to Aunt Saruh and closed with a
| more robust but rather dejected one on
| his way home,
l
|

|
]
|

But Aunt Sarah also had a mind of
her own., She had 50 much mind that

i she had concluded that winter to go
| and give Benjamin Bondage a plece
4 i, She considered Ishmael's state
amdd sltuation und resolved to give his

| (uther “a good talking to.” When she

appeared Mr, Bondage felt that his
tiime had probably come, When she
had finlshed he knew it had, She told
himy that he had forgotten that he
was ever a boy, If, Indeed, be had ever
been one, that he had made himself
into an Iron man, that he wns blind-
eyed and hard-hearted, that he geemed
determined to fasten all his chalug up
on Ishmael and make his son ns stify
und eold as an leicle,

Mrs. Bondage, bheliind the door, ex-
pected hier husband to objeet In lond
and angry tones, but, to her axtonish
ment, he was sllent. He seemed to
remember an old motto, “Discretion
Is the Better Part of Valor,” profitably,
and did not Interfere, even when Aunt
Sarah, flushed, but trivmphant, carred
Ishmael off,

There wns some winter play 1eft and
to come at Sweetfield, but Aunt Sarah
wasn't satlstied as eanslly as that, for
she hnd made up the rest of her mind
into an fdea that Ishmael should hay
the Christmos that he hadn't had, I'IE
ter all. It wasn't much of a Christmas
tlay when the belated Christmas tree
blossomed and bore frult, but it was a
fine tree. The snow and fee had dis-
appeared and a warm wind mnde the
late winter seem ke early spring, but
Aunt Sarnh sald that evergreen trees
kept Christmas all the year round, and
that every day was thelr day, Cer

“A Wonderful Pocketknife—"

tainly It was the wost interesting tree
that Ishmuel had ever seen, from the
bundle at the bottum, through all the
wnaments, lights und gifis, to the mys-
terious package at the top of it shone
with kind uand thoughtful love and

sparkled with merry wishes and glag P24 Houwrs

promise. They and the childrgn from

the npeighborhood who had come (o

share the Joy snd the presents that

Aunt Sarnh had prepured were won-

dering what would be found In that

lnst parcel at the top, until it was

taken down, and then a part of the

purly, ul least, was surprised when the |
wrapplug was tiken off and a wonder-
ful pocketknife, beside a  first<class
football, conveyed merry wishes from
Mr. Bondage to his son, Aunt Sarah
said afterwards that at thls she near-
Iy “went off the handle”

When May came it seemed time for |
Ishmuael to go home, but he was not
very happy at the prospect. lhtlu-ed.|
he was ruther unbappy ubout It. He
felt sumething ke one on his way to
Jafl, and even shed tears at the
thought of leaving Sweettield, so that
a sguirrel, seelng him wiping his eyes
untder a tree, exclialined “Oh, what a
rainy boy!" but the day came and
Ishmuel went,

Another surprise awalted him, how-
ever, for, as he neared home and en-
tered it, everything seemed changed,
The house looked sunny and pleasant
In Its new colors, the fence had disup-
peared, the iron dog had been moved
to the barn, and the mailed kolght had

gone down o the fronworks to be
turned Intp plowsliares, |
When Mr. Bonduge went out to

Sweettield to visit his sister and to
report upon Ishimuel's progress, Aunt
Surah had ber rewand. *It is all your
dolng, Sarah” sald he. “I needed
someone to show me up to myself.,”
“Well, brother,” sald Aunt Sarah, “A
Stiteh o Time Saves Nine” as the
proverb has It, and you certaloly will
be proud of our boy yet, as proud of
him as 1 am of my blg, new brother”

When December came  blustering
pround agaln mul brought Santa Clans
and all his load of love and Jollity,
there was no place that wore warmly
welecomed him than Mount Freedom,
as Mr. Dondage's home hoad come tq
be called, and of all the happy Christ
wns parties of that year, none wnog
fuller of mirth and good cheer than
the one at Mount Freedom, They
daneed about the tree und under the
motto that hung from the top of It
with its message of good will to every-
hody, the football was kicked all over
the floor and they shouted In
zlee, The squeaking toys, the tooting
whistles, the happy songs, oll made
the thwe us merry as It ought always
tn be, while the gifts spoke messnges
of love.

Ishmae!l had prospered enongh in his
studles to make a pleture of Sweet-
field, It hung over the mantel shelf
in the living room und under it he had
written, "The Home of the Green
Christmnas.” When anyone asked him
about it he would tell them how spring
once came in a wintry time; he would
say that while Christmus comes but
once a year, it somethines comes twice,
and that whenever It comoes [t bringa
good cheer; but ke was uever able to
make a pleture of his Aunt Saral that
seemed to him good enough '

SPENT HALF HER
TIME IN BED

Farmer’s Wife Tells How Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound
Made Her a Well Woman

Carter’s Creek, Tenn. — * Three years
ago 1 was almost an invalid. I spent

half of my time in
hegl.I being afflicted
with a trouble which
women of a certain

any one who is younger and as 1 am &
farmer's wife I have plenty to do for I

cultivate mg own garden, raise many

chickens and do mr own housework.
You may publish this letter as I am
reacy to do anything to help other
women as | have been so well and hap
since my troubles are past.'’—Mrs, L.E’.
GaLroway, Carter's Creck, Tenn,

Most women find plenty to do, If
they are upset with some femaleailment
and troubled with such symptoms us
Mrs. Galloway had, the smallest duty
gcems a mountain,

If you find it hard to keep up, if you

. are nervousand irritable, without ambi-

thelr |

|
\
|
|
1

tion and out of sorts generally, give the
Vegetable Compound a fair trial, We
believe it will help you greatly, for it
has helped others.

Bad Breath
Is Usually Due to
Constipation
When you are constipated,
not enough of Nature's
fubricating liquid is pro-
duced in the bowel to keep
the food waste soft and
moving. Doctors preseribe
Nujol because it acts like
this natural lubricant and

thus replaces it,
Nujol is a
lubricant—not
a medicine or
laxative — so
cannot gripe.
A Try it today,

B Q¥ gatger

i A LUBRICANT=NOT A LAXATIVE

CURES COLDS ~ LAGRIPPE
Mly x>

w4l o
‘&pmmt

Standard cold remedy world over. Demand
box bearing Mr. Hill's portrait and signature.
At All Druggists— 30 Cents

o

Let Us Hope.
“The old prejudice against belng
photographed in o hat seems to be dy-
Ing out,” suys n fuslilon writer. It is
Loped that this foreshadows an end
of the modern reluctunce to be photo-

| graphed In a dress.—London 'unch.

Layal,
She—So you Kissed
renture,
He—Yes,

that painted

1 saluted the colors,

Help That Bad Back!

RE yon tortured with constant back-

ache—tired, wenk, all unstr
after the least exertion? Evening fin
o worn out and discouraged? Then
ook to your lidneys! «When the kid-
neys weaken, poisons acoumulate in the
system and cause nagging backache,
stabbing paine, headaches and dizziness,
You feel nervous, irritable and “blue,”
and likely suffer annoying bladder ir-
regularities, Don't wait. Neglect may
lead to eervious kidney sickness. Use
Doan's h'fdm-g Pills, Doan's have
helped thousands and should help you.
Ask your neighbor!

A Nebraska Case

Frank  Copen-
haven, Ponca,
Neb, snys: "l
had lumbugo and
I couldn't walk
straight. Sharp
piing caught me
through my kid-
neys and my kid-
nevs  acted  fre-
quently, The se-
cretions were
highly colored, A
friend gave me a
box  of Doan's
Kidney Pllls and In three days the
lumbago woe gonpe and my back was
strong. The cure has lnsted.”

Get Dcan'’s at Any Store, G0c a Box

OANI HIDNEY

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

A TRUE RAT SORY'

Auburntown, Tenn., 6-22-33.
Btearns Wlectrio Parte Co.,

Diear Birs: Mr. Hobart T. Donnell of
Auburntown, Tenn, came in our store
the other day and wasnted something to
Kill rats, s0 I wold him a box Stearns
Rat Pasto, And he put some puste on
pix bisouits that night and the next morn.
ing he found fAfty-four blg rats, And the
second night he put out four more bis-
cultsa with paste on then, wnd the second
marning he found seventesan more rats,
muking a total of seventy-one rats In
two nights, and there were lots more
that he did not find.

This Is some big rat tals, but, naver-
theless, it I so. Just thought would
write to let you know that your rat paste

d.
Sspecttully, KENNEDY BROTHERS,

Buy a 35¢ Box Today
Enough te Kill 50 te 100 Rats or Mice

Don‘t wasts time trying to kill thess
withpowders liguldsandotheraxporiment
reparations. Ready for Use—HBetter

Drug and General Stores sell

STEARNS' ELECTRIC PASTE
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