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Fran arrivés at Hamitoq Gresery's
‘home in Littleburg. but finds*him absent
lconductlng the chalr at a camp meetng.
¢ repairs thither In seagh of him,

leave. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
schools, escorts Fran from the tenl.
i
CHAPTER' I1l.—Contlnued.
The yousg man was ostonished.
“Didn’t You:see him In the tent, lead-

house {o town,” Fran
~{ don't want to bother
‘he ts in his [religlon. f

want to wait for him at bis house
-OB,” she |added earnest) “it - you
would only show me the ®

-Just as| Jf she did not know the
wayd .
. Abbott ‘Ashton was mow completely

at her merey. “So ou know Brother
.Gregory, Ho you?” be asked, as” be
led her over the stiles.and down the

life” Fran
ew how' to
@ purposely
d out it the
hoped.

not ask a
the grass
dusty rgad;
1 that ghut
o thelrJgrs
eth Cendiry
come yer
seemet as
a5 bad-the
night, when
e felt _the
in the midst
n_forgotten

8 3
“Never [saw himn In my,
‘replied casually. She kn
ay it prahibitively, but
Teft the bars down, to finf
young man waa what she
* And be was. He did
_'They somght
bordering the|
hocended the hi
out a vey, of the village,
«came the|aprigbtly Twent!
‘hymn. What chacge had
'Ashton that the song po
strangely] dut of keeping
‘peacefuldess of the April
the first [eft the tent?
‘prick of femqrse because
‘of nature, he had, so SO

'question.
‘grown pal
.}as they

-about sonls. .

Fran caught the ajr and softly fang
—We réap what we sow—"

“Don't]" he. reproved her. “CHgid,
that medns nothing to you.” 3

“Yes, [it does, too,’ she relur{‘ d.
irather Iy. She t
«eing ond hum uptil the Jast note 'xas
smothersd in her littlg ndse. Thed he
spoke: FHoweser-—it means a differ-

.ent thing to me from what it meaos
o the chair.”: : ¥
He looked at her cur
|different?” he smiled.:
. “To me, it means that
reap what we sow, and*{bat it you've
done something very wroog in the
ipast—ugh! Better look ¢ ut--trouble’s
woming. That's what the song meane
0 me.”; C
“And will you kindly t
imeans o the choir?”
.- *Yes, I tell you what
ithe cholr. It means sitti
:and singing, after' a germon; and it
{meaps a tent,-and a great evangellst
{and a celebrated sololst:-and then go-
{iog bome to. act as if jt waen't so.”
- Abbott was not only but

usly, “How

we really do

11 me what 1t

1t means to
g on benchex
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be wanderlng about the s§rld, all by
vourselt!™ .

She’ was grateful for his raillery.
“How young do you think?"”

“Let me see. Hum! You are ouly—

about-—" She laughed mirthfully at
bis air of preposterous wisdom.
“About thirteen—fourteen, yes, you

are more than fi-H(teen, more than

. . -But take off that enormous hat,
1ittle Nonpareil. There's no use guess-
ing “in the dark when the moon's
shining.”

Fran was gleeful. “All right,” she
cried in one of her childlsh tones.
shrill, fresh, vibratory with the mu-
slc of innocence,

Ry this time they had reached the
foot-bridge that spanned the deep ra-
vine. Here the wagor-rond made its
crossing of & tiny stream, by slipping
under the foot-bridge, some ffteen
feat below. On the loft lay straggling
Littleburg with fts four or five hun-
dred houses, falntly twinkling, and be-
yond the meadows on the right, =
fringe of woods started up as it it did
not belong there, but had come to be
deen, while-above the woods swung
the big moon with Fran oo the foot-
bridge to shine for.

Fran's hat dangled idly in ber hand
as she drew herself with backwerd
movement upon the rallicg. The moon-
Jight was full upon her face; so was
the yoing man's gaze. One of her
feet found, after lelsurely exploration,
a down-slanting board upon the edge
of which sbie pressed her heel for sup-
port. The other foot'swayed to and
fro above the flooring, while a little
hand on either side of ber gripped the
top rail.

“Here § am."” she sald, shaklng back

o | rebelllous hair.

Abbott Ashton studled her with
grave deliberation—it is doubtful it he
had ever before so thoroughly eo-
joyed his duties as usher. He pro-
nounced judiclally, "You are older
than, you look.”

“Yes,” Fran explalned, “my expe-
rlence accounts for that. I've had
lots.” ¢

Abbott's lingering here beneath the
moon when he should have been hur
rying back o the tent, showed how
unequally the good things of life—ex-
perience, for fostance—are divided.
“You are sixteen,” be hazarded, coo-
scious-ot a strange exhilarattbn.

Fran dodged the issue behind &
smile—"And I don't think you are so
awfully old.”

Abbott was brought to himself with
a folt that threw him hard upou self-

ipained.| Suddenly he ‘Bad loat' "No-
Ibody’s little girl” to be lconfronted by
ian elfish spirit of mischlef. He asked
~with constraint, “Did {his critical at-
ititude |make you laugh out, in the
itent? [ | A :

“1 woulgn't tell youwhy -1 Iabghed.”
declared, “for a thousand dol-
And I've seen mbre than that
Hay” © °
walked on. He
Impengtrable. . At last:
changed * volce, “My
\What'g yours?"
zughed’ boyishly.

e
was silent, she
she sald, in &
mame's EFran.

Ho “Mine's Ab-
bott.” T
His

mauzer made he

:]”""" '1vt-a-‘5-»-

:WGoouness1” Cried Fran, “Dacs It Hurt
: That Bad?"

- Khetically. It was just the manner she
ifliked best—gay, frank,.and a lttle
. maischieyous.” “Abbott?” she repeated:
Gwell—{s that all?”:; .
“Agtiton 18 the . balanc
{Ashton. ‘And yours?”

 “The rest: of minp 1s Nonparefl—
“itunoy name, isn't :it!—Fran Nonpa-
irefL| It meapa Fran, the amall type;
jor Fra, who's unlike’ dverybody else;
“or—{h; there are:lots of meanings to
~ 1me. | Bome fjd onp, some auother.

jsome’ deyer anderstandi®- ;i . ¢
1t{was: because

X rwu ed that he sphike Uightly:
i a very :_ydn,u Monpasell :to

“What

laugh symps |

Apbott Ashton was

“I am
of the public school.” The very sound
ot the words rang as a warning, and
be became preternaturally solemn.

“Goodness!” cried Fran, consider-
ing his grave mouth and thoughful
eyes, “does it hurt that bad?"

Apbott. smiled. Al the-sama, the
position of superintendent must not
be bartered away for the transitory
pleasures of a bootbridge. “We had
better hurry, if you please,” he sald
gravely.

“I am so afrald of you,” murmured
Fran.: “But I know-the meeting will
last a long time yet. I'd bate to have
to walt long at Mr. Gregory’s with
that disagreeable lady who isn‘t Mrs.
Gregary.” :

Abbott was dtartled. Why did ste
thus designate Mr. Gregory's secre-
tary?. He loaked keenly at Fran, but
she only sald plaintively: .

“Can't we stay here?” .

He was disturbed and perplexed. It
was as it a fitting shadow from some
unformed cloud of thought:mist had
fallen upon the every-day world ont of
his subconsciousness. Why did this

| stranger speak: of Mlss Grace Noir as

the “lady who lsn't Mrs. Gregory?"
The young man at times had caught
himself thinking of her in just that
way. i .
School superintendents do not enjoy
belng mystified. "Really,” Abbott de-

| clared abruptly, “I must go back to

the :meeting."

Frao had heard enough about bis
leaving her. She declded to stop that
once and for all. “If you go back.
1 g0, too!” she sald conclusively. She
gave him & look to show that she
‘meant it, then became all bumllity.

“Please don't be cross with little

Nonpareil,” she coaxed. “Please don't
want ‘to go back 'to that meeting.
Pleaso don't want to leave me. You
are 8o learned and old end so strong—~
you don't care Why a little girl
laughs.”

Fran tilted ber heud sidewlse, and
the glance of her eyes proved lrreaist-
ible. “But tell me mbout Mr. Greg
ory,” shie pleaded, “and don't mind my
ways, Rver since mother died I've
foumd noéthing in this Wworid hut love
that was ifor somebody else, qud
troublo that was for me .

The pathetic cadonce of the atander-
throsted ‘tones moved Abbott more
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“It you're in lroubge," he exclaimed,
“yowve sought the right helper in Mr.
Gregory. - He's the richest man lo the
county, yet lives 80 simply, 50 fru-
gally—they keep felw servonts—ond
all because he wantd to do good with
his'money. I think Mr. Gregory Is one
of tha hest men that ever, lived.”

Fran asked with Bimplicity, "Great
church wogker? .

“He's a8 good as he 18 ricky He
never misges a service. I can't give
the time to it that he does—to the
church, 1 mean; I have the ambition
to hold, one day, a ‘chair at Yale or
Harvard—ihat meads to teach in a
university—" he broke off, in explana-
tion, : : .

“You see,” with a deprecatory
smite, ¥ want to make myself felt in
the world." : N

Fran's eyes shonewith an unspoken
“Hurrah!” and as he met her gaze, ho
felt a thrll of pleasure from the im-
presslon that be was what shg want:
ed him to be. . B

Fran allowed his soul to Bathe a
while in divine eye-beams of flattering

“Good “Evening, Professor Achton.”

approval, then gave him a little sting
to bring bim to life. “You are pretty
old, not to be married,” she remarked.
“] hope you won't flnd some woman to
put an end-to your high Intentions,
but men generally do. Men fall tn
fove, and when they fiaily pull them-
gelves out, they've lost sight of the
ghoro they were beaded for."

A slight color Btole to Abbott's face.
In fact, he was rather hard hit This
wandering child was no doubt a witch.
Ho looked 1n the direction of the tent,
as If to escape the weaving of her
magle. But he only sald, “That sounds
—er—practical.” - | . .

“Yes," uald Fran, wonderlug who
“the woman” was, “It you can't be
practical, there's po use to be. Well,
1 can see you DpW, &t the head of
some university—youll make it, be-
cauge you're so-much like me. Whf)
when they first began feaching me &
teed— Good graclous! What am I
talking: nbout?” |She hurrled oo, as
it to cover her confusion. “But I
haven't got as far lu books as you
bave, so I'm not religious.”

“Books aren't feligion,” he remon-
strated, then added with unnecessary
gentledess, “Littlo Nonparefl! What
an idea!” !

*Yes, books qre," retorted Fran,
shaking back her hair, swinging ber
foot, and twisting her body impatient-
15. “That's the only kind of religion
I know anything about—just books.
just doctrines; what youought to be-
ileve .and how you ought to act—all
nicely printed and bound between cov-
ers. DId you evér meet apy religion
outside of & bmt(, moving up and
down, golng about in the open?”

He_ answered in peifect coufidence,
“MrfBregory lives his religlon daily—
the kind that helps people, that makes
the unfortunate happy.”

Fran was not hopeful. “Well, I've
come all the way from New York to
see him. I hope he can make me
nappy. I'm certainly unfortumate
enough. I've got all the elements ho
needs to work on.” ' !

“From New York!" He considered
the delicate form, the youghtul tace,
and -whistled. “Will you plpase tell
‘me where your home is, Ngnparel?”

She waved her arm {gclusively.
“America. 1 wish it were doncentrat-
ed in some Bpat; but it’s just spread
out ‘thin under the Stars and Stripes.
My ;country’s about all [ bave” She
broke off with s;catch in her voice—
she: tried. to laugh, but it was no use.
- Suddenly it came to Abbott Ashton
that he understod the: language of
moon, ‘watching woods, meadow-lands,
sven the mhe'ﬂ::‘rlnc ads; all

spoke.of the uniy brotherhood of
: i i
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man -with nature;: a brotherhood |io-
cluding the most ambitious superin-
tendent of schools and o homeless
Nonparefl; a brotherbood to be con-
firmed by the clasplng of sincere
bauds. . There was danger in such o
rconfirmation, for It carried Abbott;be-
yond the limits thats mark a supein-
tendent's confines,

As he stood .on_the bridge, holding
Frao's hand in a warm and eympa-
thetic pressure, he was not uallke one
on picket-service who slips over the
trenches to hold friendly parley with
the enemy. Abbott did not know there
was ,apny danger in this brotherly
handclasp; but that was because he
could not see & feshy and elderly 1hdy
slowly coming: down the hill. As su-
perintendent, he shouid doubtless have
consldered his! responsibllities to the
public;: be did consider them when the
lady, breathlpes and / severe. lap-
proachpd the; bridge, while every
pound ' of her ample form cast':its
welght upon the sealtof her dlsapprov-
ing, low-volced aud significant, “Good
evening, Ashton.”

Fran whistl

The .Iady héard, but she sweption
without once |glincing back. There
was in_her nonp of that saline: ten-
dency that madp of Lot a widower;
(be lady desired|to see no more. |

Fran opened Her eyes at Abbott to
their widest-gxtent,.as she demureiy
asked, “Howlcold is it? My ther
mometer i [rozen.” N N

The young man did not betray un-
ensiness, though he was really
alarmed, for, hls knowledge of the
fleshy lady ensbled bifln to foresee
gathering clouds more sinister than
those’ overhead. The obvlous thing
to be done was to release the sl:tder
hand; he did so rather hastily. !

“Have ] got you Into trouble?
nsked, with her elfsh laugh. "It so,
we'll be neighbors, for that's where 1
live. Who was she?”

“Mi{ss ,Sapphita Clinton,” he an-

swered as, by, a ¢ommon impulse, they
begau walking toward Hamilton Greg-
ory's house. “Bob’ Ciluton’s slster,
and my landiady.” The more Abbott
thought of his'adventure, the darker
it grew; before they reacbed thelr des-
tination it had become a deep gray.
. “Do you mean the ‘Brother Clinton’
that couldn’t get ‘through’?” '
| "Yes . . .. He's the chalrman of
the School Board.” )
. “Ah!"” murmured Fran comprehend-
ingly. At Gregory's gatg, she. sald,
“Now you run back to the tent and
111 beard the lion by mysel, I know
it has sbarp teeth, but I guess 1t won't
bite me. Do you try to get back to
the tent before the meeting's over.
Show yourself’ there. - Parade up and
down the alsles.”

He laughed heartily, all the sorrier
for her because he found himself in
-wrouble. ! .

“It was fun, while it lasted, wasn't

|
|
|

d.

1 Fran' exclaimed, with a sudden
gurgle. i .
“Part of:{t was,” he admitted

"Good-by, then, littte Nonpareil”

He held out his hand.

“No, sir!” cricd Fran, clasplag ber
hands behind her, “That’s what got

you into trouble. Goodby. Run for

1y ,
CHAPTER IV.
The Woman Who Was Not Mrs. Greg:

ory.

Hardly had Abbott Ashton disap-
pedred down the vlllage vista of. moon-
light and shadow-patches, before
Fran’s mood, changed. Iostead of
seeking to ‘carry out her threat of
bearding thq lion in the den, she sank
down on the porch-steps, sathered her
knees in her arms, and stareZ straight
before her. B

Though of skilltul resources, of im-
pregneble resolution, Fran could be
despondent to.the bluest degree; and
though competent at tbe clash, sbe
often found herselt purpling on the
eve of tho crisis. The moment had
come to test her fighting qualitles, yet
she drooped- despondently. "

Hamilton Gregory was -~ coming
through the gate. As he halted in sur-
prise, a black shadow rose slowly,
wearlly. He, little dreaming that ke
was confronted by a shadow from the
past, saw In ber only the girt who
had been publicly expelled from the
tent, X

The cholr-lender had expected bhis
home-coming to be crowned by &
vislon very different. He came up
the walk slowly, not knowing what to
say. BShe waited, outwardly calm, in-
wardly gathering power. White-hot
action from Fran, when the iron was
to he welded. Out of the deepening
shadows her will'leaped keen as &
blade.

She addressed him, “Gaod cvening.
Mr. Gregory."

He halted.” When he spoke, hls tone
expressed not only a geperal disap-
proval of all girls who wander away
from thelr homes in the night, but an
especinl repugnance to*one who could
jaugh during religious services. “Do
you want to speak to me, child?”

“Yes,” The word was almost a
whisper. The sound of his volce had
weakened her.

“What do you want?” He stepped
up on the porch. The moon had van-
jshed behind the rising masses of
storm-clouds, not to appear again, but
the light through the glass door( re-
vealed his poetic features, Flashgs of
lightning a8 yet faint but rapid 1 re-
currence, showed his beauty as that
of a young man. Fran remained sl
lent, moved more than she could have
thought posible. .He stared {ntently,
but under. that preposterous bat she
was practically invisible, save as &
black shadow. He added agaln, with
growlng impatience, {What do you
want?” .

His unfricndliness gave ber the spor
ghe peeded. *“I want a home” she
said decidedly.

Hamilton Gregory was seriously dls-
turbed. However evil-disposed, the
walt should not be left to wander alm-
lessly about.the streets. Of the three
hotels in Littleburg, the cheapest was
not overly particular. He would take
her there. “Do you mean to tell me,"
be temporized, “that you =zre abso-
lutely alone?”

Fran’s tone was a-little hard, not
because she feit bitter, but lest she
betray too great feeling, “Absolutely
ulone In the world.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

HOLD RECORD FOR FASTING

Two Eccentric anlllhmcn Who Prac-
ticed Self.Dénlal Through Many
* Years of Their Lives. .

The' most: persistent faster, of all
time was probably Roger Crabb. who
lived-in the! tims of the common-
wealth. -~

In order tg carry out his ideds most
effectually he sold off his sfock In
trade, distrituted the proceeds among:
the poor and itook up his residence in
» hut near Ickenbam, where he lived
n three farthings a week.

“ustead - of strong drinks . and
wines, 8ays|the eccentric Roger. "1
glve tho old tndn a cup of water and
instead of rgast mutton and rabbit I
givo -him broth thickened with bran
and ‘pudding made with bran and
turnip leaves chopped togetiler.”

Vigorous health was the resplt, says
the London Ghrouicle, but his absten-
tion : from. food--was regarded with
such suspicion that on ome occaslgn
ue  barrowly escaped bemi‘.bumad

alive 88 ajwjzard.

Another| famous Dermit man-
aged to rpduce: dlst to ve aimple
proporticnp wag Jamea Lu with
whom many, of us f.e oss
tamiliar as Mr. Mopes  fo'| Charles

Lucas lived malnly upon bread and
penny buns, though to ‘these were
added at times eggs and herrings and
gio. A basket slung from'the roof
out of reach of the rats served him a3
a larder, and bo abjured washing, ‘all
furniture and clothes, wrapping him-
self In an ‘old blanket,

A generosity with gin made him the
triend of .ail the tramps in the klag-
dom and eventually he had to employ
two armed whtchmen to protect him
from their attentions. A bermit with
a bodyghard i something of a para.
dox.
Coffing-‘Many Centuries Old.

Two tiny. coffins have recently been
found In the monastic burial ground
of Peterhorough, Northamptan, Eng-
land, and:have been placed in Peter
‘borough cathedral. They are sald to
| be the coffins of the twin children ot
King Canute, who were drowned !n
‘Whittlesey Mere as they were cross-
ing to be educated at Peterborough
abbey.

| Wrohg Estimate.

“They <Ay .om@ per cent. of all the
money in the country is put in auto-
mobiles.” - <. -

“Don't . you -velfeve it. There.ls
more scent than that in th

Dickens' l“l‘oq_ Tiddler's
K i .
: p | .

|
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KANSAS WOMAN
WHO SUEFERED
_ o .:.H;e‘a}llth : by

From

v

Lawrence, Kans.—*‘A yearagoI wag
from @ number of ailmenta. T
= slwaya bad pain and

ham’s Vegetable
- Compound and: now
1 feel better than I have for ycus.gl
recommend Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vej
table Cotnpound to all who sufferas i
did.*’—Mra. M. ZEUNER, 1045 New Jere
sey Stredt, Lawrence, Kansas.
Montana Woman's Case.
! Burns, Mont.—*“ Lydia E. Pinkham's
Végeteble Compound cured me of awful
backachd which I had suffered with for
. I was so week X could hardly do
and my head and eyes ached all
Your Compound helped me
in many|ways and is a great strength-
ener; * 1| always recommend it to my
friends and tell them what a grand med-
jeine it id for women. You may use my
name for the good-of others.””—Mrs.
JoBN Fancis, Burns, Montana.

The makers of Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound have thousands of
guch letters ns those sbove—they tell
the truth, else they conld not haye been
obtained for Jove or money. ‘Thie med-
jcine is po stranger —it has atood the
test for|years,

Don’t Persecute

Your Bowels

Cut out|cathartics and tives. They crw
brota, st Ty

CARTER’S-LITTLE
LIVER P"'Lsma d

Purely vegetabl
o

ache :mld‘ digestion, 23 jons keow. "
SALL PILL, SALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE-

Genuine must bear Signature -

/W'

Tacl; San Gets Down to Tacks: *
Hen age five, had two younger
brothers. Henry's father Nad Just

oved,iand was busy laying the kltch-
en linofeum. In order to facilitate the
work He gave Henry the task of fur-
nishing him with tacks. The little
fellow |worked faithfully for half an
bour. |Suddenly, however, he turned
to his father and said:

“Papa, you like me best, don't you?r”
|1 like all my boys,"' said tbe
tather, N |
don'§ you like :me a little bt
than the others? queried
anry.| .

I like all my boys equally well”
answerted the father. :

“Well, papa,” sald the lad, after a
moment of refiection, “what's the use
o* my handlng you theso tacks then?”

_——
Explaining the Game.
baseball game in Downs last
oung woman asked her escort:
does that man behihd the hit-
r sich a big bib?"
xplained to her that it was to
keep the catcher's shirt (r?m‘gelllng
mussed when the ball knpcked his
teeth gut.—Kansaa City Times.
-

At a
fail a
W
ter, wel
He

Begin With 1t | =
are people so much disgurted
ny one who {nforms upon in-

s
with &
other?

“Why shouldn't they be?” -
“Didn't every mother's ison of ug
begin Mfz as squalers?”

CLEARED AWAY °

Proper Food Put the Troubles Away.

Qurjown troubles always seem mors
severé than any others. But when a
man fs unable to eat even a light
preakfnst, for years, without severe
distreds, be has trouble enough. . .

It is small wonder he likes to teilof
food which cleared away the troubles.

“ dm glad of the opportunity to
tell of the good Grape-Nuts has done
for me” wntes a N. H. g dn.  “For
many [years [ was unable to eat even
a light breakfast without great suffer-
ing.

“Aft
selzed|
vomit]
headat

lr eating I-would suddenly be
with an. attack of colic and
ng. This would be followed by .
the and misery that would some-
times Jast a week or more, leaving me
g0 weak I could hardly sit up or walk.
“Sirce T began to eat GrapeNuts I
have been free from the o1 troubles.
1 usuglly eat Grape-Nuts one or more
times a day, taking it at the beginning
of th meal. Now I-cin eat almost
anything 1 want without {rouble.
“\hen I began to use GrapeNuts [
wag Way under my usual weight, now I
welgh 30 pounds more than I ever

welghed o my life, and  am glad to
speald of tho food that hae workéd the

change.” Name given by, Postum Co.,
Battlg

“Croek, Mich. ‘Read the little
t, “The Road_to Wellville,” in
“There's a Reason;" .




