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. seonducting the choir at &

. SYNOPSIS,

Fran a at Hamsltan Gregors’s
ithome In Littleburg, but- finds him absent
chmp’ mceting.
‘She repalrs thither In- search ot him.
‘laughs during the secvice and 1s saked to
leave, Abbott 3shton, supcrintendent o€
anchoals, escorts Fran rom the:tent. He
tells Sor Gregory s a wealthy man,
-deeply interssted ‘In charity; work. and &
plllar of ‘the church, Ashton mes
&reatly interested {n Fran and while tak-
ing leave of her, holds her hand and Is
sevn by Bapphtra' Clinton, gustér of Rob-
ert Chinton, chairman of: the school board.

CHAPTER |V.—Continucd.

He was sorry for her; nt:the same
time he.was subject to'[tife reaction
«of his exhausting Isbofs 85 SODE:
leader. “Then,” he sald] with tired
.resigoation, “it you'll follow me, I'll
.take.you where you' can spend the

‘night, snd tomorrow, Ml try to find
‘you work.” | .

“Work!" She laughed.| *Oh. thank
-you'!™ Her nccent was that of repu-
.diation. Work, Indeéd! | -,

He drew back in surprise and dis-
ipleasure. . . . d

“You didn't understand me,” ehe
iresumed.  “What I want Is d home.

don't went to follow yqu anywhere.
“This is where I want to

You cannot stay; h
wered with a slight pmile at the pre-
umptuous request, “but I'm williog to
\pay for a room at the botel—"

At this moment the dogr was opened
by the young woman whd, some hours
.carller, bad responded| to Fran's
‘knocking. Footstéps updn the porch
had told of Gregory's return.

The lady who was not Mrs, Gregory
was so pleased to see the gentleman
“who was Mr. Gregory—{hgy had not
| “met sluce the evening i that, at
| ‘first. she wos unawarg-pt the hlack
shadow; and.Mr. Gregory, ih spite of
‘his perplexity, forgot the|shadow also,
.20 cheered was he by tHe. glimpse of
s secretary os she sjood in the
‘brightly lighted hall. Stch moments
" of delighted recognition hre Infinitesl-
! .mal when & third person, however
| shadowy, is present; yet had the world
| ‘been there, this exchange of glances
| -must have'taken place.

Fran did.not understa
“wisdom Blinded her as %
light. She had seen so
-world that, on finding 8
_apples, she at once clasg
apple tree. To Gregory, Grace Nofr
was but a charming and|consclentious
.sympathizer {n his lifework, the at-
‘mosphere in which he breathed freest.
‘He had not breathed tréely for half &
. dozen hours—no wondet he was glad
0 see her. To Grace Noir, Hamlltod
«Gregory was but a benefactor to mab-
Xind, a man of lofty ideals whom it
was a privilege to ald, and since she
knew that her very eyés gave him

hd—her very
ith too great
much of the
tree bearing
1fled it as an

strength, no wonder she was glad to
-see him.
Coujd Fran have read their thoughts,

-she would not have.found the slight-
-est conscloteness ot any shade of evil
4n thelr sympathetic comradeship. As
#he could read only their faces, she
.disliked more than ever {he tall, young,
-and splendidiy formed Becretary.

“Oh!" sald Grace with restralnt,
-discovering Fram,

“Yes

ran sald with her elfish

gmile, “back agaln.” " |{.
Just without the portal Hamilton

5
{

«| Don't Want to Follow You Any-
where. This Is Whers | Want, to
Btay” ! '

Gregory-prurzd trresclutely. He did

pot Know, whps zourse to pursue, so he |’

repeated urantly, “I ami willlng to
pay—* | I

Fran Interrupted fifpgantly: *I have
all the momey I wanty"  Then ehe
passed swittly Into the hall, rudely
brushiog past the secretary,

Gregbyy could only follow. He spoke
o Grace in & low volce, telling all he
xnew, of the night wanderer. Her
‘attitude ‘called for explanations, but
%o would have glven:thbm anyway,in
that low, confidential |murmur. He
d1d not know why 'it-whs—oF seek td
Xnow—but whenever jhe spoks to
Qrace, it wag natural &m use & low

sensiiive atrings- 22 u the
. I

resulting from the interplay of .thelr
souls called for thie soft pedal. .
“What s to be done?” Grace In-

-quired. Her attijude.of reserve to-
ward Gregory which Fran's presence
had ingpired, melted to potential help-
fulness; at the same time her dislike
for the girl solidified.

“What 1o you advise?’. 'Gregory
asked his secretary gently.

Grace cast a disdainful iook'at Fran.
Then she turned to her employer acd
ber deliclousty curved face ‘chnnged
most charmingly. “I thiak,"' she re-
sponded with a faint shake of rebuke
for his leniency, “that you'should not
need my advlee In this matter.” Why
should ke stand apparently helpless
before thls small bundle of arrogant
impudence?

Gregory turned upon i‘k!n with af-
focted harshness. “You must go.” He
was annoyed that Grace should imag-
ine him weak.

Fran's face hardened. It became an
ax of stone, sharpened at each end,
with eyes, nose and mouth in a par-
row live of cold defiance. To Grace
the acute wedge ot white forehead.
gleacfiog Its way to the roots of the
black{ hair, and the sharp chin cut-
ting 'ts way down from the tightly
drawn mouth, spoke only of cunning.
She regarded Fran as a fox, brought
to bay.

Fran epoke with calm deliberation:
“I am not going away.”

“1 would advise you,” sald Grace,
lookirg down at her from under droop-
ing lids, *'to go at once, for a storm ls
rising. Do you want to be caught in
zbe rain?" [

Fran looked up at Grace, undaent-
ed. “I want to speak w0 Mr. Greg
ory. It you are the madzger of thls
house, he and 1 ean go outdoors. T
don't mind getting wet. I've been {n
all. kinds of weather.”

Grace looked at. Gregory.' Her al
lences were cffective weapons,

*I have no secrets from this lady,”
he said, looking into Grace's eyes, ao-
swering her silence. "What do, you
want to say to me, child?" ’

Frae shrugged her shoulderp, always
looking at Grace, while neither of the
others looked at her. “Very well
then, of course it doesn't matter to
me, but I thought it might to Mr.
Gregory. Since he hasn't any secrets
trom you, of course he has told you
that one.of nearly twenty years ago—"

It was oot the Tumble of distant
thunder, but & strange exclamation
from, the man that Interrupted her; it
was ‘some Buch cry as human crea-
tures may have uttered before the
crystallizing of recurring experiences
into the terms of speech.

_Fran gave jpick, relentless blows:
*0Of course he has told you all about
nis Springfeld lifo—"

“Sflence!" shouted Gregory, quiver-
ing trom head to foot. The word was
like an irhprecation, and for-a time it
kept hissing between his locked teeth.

“And of course” Fran continued,
tiiting up her chin as it to drive in
the words, “since you know all of his
gecrets—all of them—you have natu-
rally been told the most Important
And 8o you know that when he
boarding with hls ' cousin In
Springfield and attending the “college
there, something like ‘twenty years
ago—" ;

“Leave us!" Gregory cried, wavlng
a violent arm &t his secretary, as. it
to .sweep her beyond tha possibility
of overhearing another word,

“Leave you—with her?” Grace stam-
mered, too amazed by bis attitude to
teel offended. )
““Yeh, ves, yea! GCo at once!" He
seemed the victim of some mysterious
terror. c 7

Grace compressed ber full lips til
they "were “thioned to_a white line
“Do you mean forever?”

..“Oh, Grace—I beg your pardon-—
Miss . Grace—I don’t’ mean that, of
course. What could I do without you?
Nothing, notbiog, Grace—you are tha
soul of my work. Doun't look at me 8o
cruelly.”

. »Thea you just mean,” Grace sald
steadily, “for me to go 'away for a
lttle whilel”

. “Only half an hour; that's all. Only
‘balf an:hour, and then come back to
me, and I will explain.”

“You needn’t go st all, on my ac-
count,” observed Fran, with o twist
of her ‘mouth. *Its nothing to me
whether you g0 oOr stay.”

“She has learned a secret,” Gregory
stammered, “that vitally affects—at-
tects some people—some friends of
mine., I must-talk to her about—
about that ‘mecret, just for a little
whila.: Half an bour, Miss Grace, that
is sl That 18 realiy all—then come
back to me. You understand that {t's
on account of.the secret that I ask
you to leave us, You un orstand that
1 would never send you away from me
it 1 had my way, don’t jou, Gracel”
I understand_that you want me to

. toue, as if modulating; his toych -to]
barmooy

g0’ now," Grace Noir{ replied unre-

i

sponsive. She' ascended the stalrway,
at each step Beeming to' mount that
thuch the higher into an atmosphero
at righteous remoteness. !

No one who geparated Gregory from
his secretary ¢ould enjoy his tolera-
tion, but Fran ad struck far below.
the surface of Hkings agd dislikings.
She had turned back the coverlug ot
gpnventionality to fay bate the quiver
ng heartstrings ef lite {tsell. ‘There
was po time to hesitate} The stone
ax which on other occasions might be
a laughing, elfish face was now held
ready for battle. i

“Hadn't we better go in & room
where we can talk privately?” 'Fran
asked, “I don't like this hall. -That
woman would just as soon listen over
the banistersias not. 1've seen lota of
people like ber, and I uaderatand her
kind." : :

CHAPTER V.

We Reap What We Sqw.

It anythlog could bave prefudiced
Hamilton Gregory agalogt Fran's lnter-
ésts 1t would have been' her slighting
alluston to -the one who typlfied his

\

“My Godl” Groaned the Man.

most exalted ideals as “that woman.”
But Fran was to him nothing but an
agent bricging out of the pest a se-
cret he had preserved for almost twen-
ty years! This stranger knew of his
youthful folly, and she must be pre-
vented from communicating: it to oth-
ers. !

1t was from ny sense of aroused con-
gclonce that he'hastened to lead her
to the front room. In this crisls, some-
thing other than sbuddering  recoil
from haunting deeds was imperative;
unlovely specter‘m\ml be made to
vanlab.

He tried desperately to cover his
dread under a voice; of harshness:
*What have you to say to me?"

Fran had lost the insolent .compos-
ure which the secretaly had Inspired.
Now fﬂl she was alone with Hamil-
ton regory, It seemgd lmpessible to
speak. She clasped and unclasped her
hands. She opened her moath, but
ber lips were dry. The wind bad
risen, and as It went mnanlng past.
the window, it seemed to spedk of the
yerrning of years pasding (o the night,
unsatisfied. At last éame the words,
mullled, trightened—"] know all about
we :

i .
#all about what, child?” He had
lost his harshness. His volce was al-

most coaxing, a8 if] entreating che’

merey of ignoracce.

Fran gasped, “I know all about it—
I know—" She was!terrified by the
thought that perbaps sbe would not
be able to tell him. Bhe leaned heav-
ily upon a table with hand turned

a her fl n
by the welght thrown on them.

“About what?" be repeated with the
cautlon of one who fears. He could
not doubt the genulnéness pf her emo-
tion; but he would,ng} mecept her
statement of its cause yntil he must

“Oh,” crled Franm,, ing & tem-
pestuails breath, uneven, violent, “you
know what I mean—that!"”

The dew glistened on his brow, but
he doggedly stood on the defensive.
“You are indeEnite,” he muttered, try-
ing to.appear bold.

She knew he did not understand be-
canse he would not, and now she real-
ized ‘that he would, if.possible, deny.
Pretense and sham always hardened
her. “Then,” she sald slowly, "I wil
be definite. [ will tall you the things
it would have been better for you to
tell me, Your early home was in New
York, ‘but you bad a cousin living lo
Springfield, where there was & very
good college. Your parents were anx-
fous to get you away tram the temp-
tations of a big 'city untl you were
of age. So you were'sent to lve
with your couain and attend college.
You jwire with him three or four
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years, and at last the time came for
graduation. Shali 1 go on?"

He fought desperately for self-pres-
ervatlon. “What is there in all this?"

“You had married, in fhe mean-
time,” Fran said coldly; “married, ge-
cretly, |That was about nineteen years
ago, %he was only eighteen. After
graduhtion you were fo go to Naw
York, break the news fo your fathér,
come back to Springfield for your
wite, and acknowledge heyl You grad-
uated; you.went to yopr)mher, Did
you come back™ '

“My God!” groaped. the man. So
she knew everything; must he admit
117 “What is all this te you?"'be
burst forth, “Who and what are you.
anywuy—and why 'do you come here
with your story? If It were true—"

“True!” sald an{ bitterly. “If
you've forgotten, why not go to
Springfield and ask the frst old citl-
zen you meet? OF you might write
to some one you used to know, and
inquire. ‘It you prefer, Il gend for
one of your old professors, and pay
his expenses. They took a good deal
of Interest in the youpg college stu-
dent who married add neglected Jo-
sophing Derry. They haven't forgot-
ten It, if you have.* .

“You don't know," he gasped, “that
there's & penalty for coming to
people’s houses to threaten them with
supposed facts in thelr lives. You
don't know that the jalls are ready to
punish blackmailing. for you are only
a little girl and don't d sucl

“Easy!" he ejaculated. “Then It's
your purpose to compel me to give

_you shelter, because of this secret—

you mean 18 ruin me. I'll not be able’
to account for you, and they will
question—my wife will want to know,
and-—and otkers as well.”

“Now, Bow,” sald Fran, with sudden
gentleness, “don’t be so excited, don't
take It so hard, Let them question
I'll know how -to keep from’ exposing
you. But1.do want to belong to some-
body, and after I've been. here a
while, and you begin to Iike me, T1l
tell you, everything. I knew the Jo-
sephiue Derry that you deserted—she
ralsed me, and 1 know she loved you
to the end. Didn't you ever eare for
her, not even at the firsy, when you
got her to keep your marrizge secret
until you could speak to your father
tace to face? You must have loved
ber then. And she's the best friend
1 ever had. ‘Since she dled I're wan-
dered—and—and I want a home.”

The long Touellness of -years found
expression In her eager voice and
pleading eyes, but he was too- en-
grossed with his own misfortunes to
heed her emotion. “Didn’t 1 go.back
to Springfleld?” he  criegj out. “Ot
course I did. 1 made Inquiries for
her; that's why I went back—to find
out what had becorce of her. 1'd been
gone only three years, yes, only three
years; but, good heavens, how 1 had
suffered! 1 was so changed that no-
body knew me.” He paused, appalled
at the recollection. “1 have always
had a terrible capacity for suffering.
I tell you, it was my duty to go back
to find er, and 1 went back. 1 would

things. 1 give you warning. Although
you are in short dresses—"

“Yes, remarked Fran drsly, "1
thought that would be an advantage
to you. 1t ought to make things

“How
What bave 3 do with you?

“1 thought, Fren sald coldly, “that
It would be awsicr for you to taka me
fato the houss as a little gir) than as

an advantage to me? Easler?

a grown wgman. You'll remember:l
told you I'va ~ome here to stay.” -
“To stap!™ he echoed. shrinkinm
back. “You?”
“Yes,” she said, all the cooler far
his attitudq of rapulsion. “I want a
home. Yes, 1'm golng to stay. | want

.| to belong tw somebedy.”

He cried out deaperately, “But what
am I to do? This will ruin me—oh,
{t's true, all you'se said—I don’t deny
it. But 1 tsil you, girl, you will ruin
we. 16 all the worle of my lite to
be overturnad? 1 shhll go mad.” |

“No, you wont,” Fran calmly as-
sured him. *You'll do what every one
has to do, soouer or later—face’ the
situation. You're & lttle late gatting
to it, but It was comling all the timé.
You can let ma livé here as an adopt-
ed orphan, or any|way you pleasé.
The important fact to me Is that I'm
golng to live Rere. "But I don't want
to make it hard for you, truly I doo'ty”

“pon't you?” He'spoke not loudly,
but with tremengous pressure of df
sire. “Then, for God's sake, o bnclf!‘
Go back to—to wherever you caufe
from. Tl pay all axpenses. You shall
have all you want—" :

“All T want,” Fran responded, “Is|a
home, and that's gomething peopje
can't buy. Get'used to the thought pt
my staylng bere; {bat will make it
easy.” . .

have ber as my wite. 1
would have lived with her. I'd have
done right by her, though It had killed
me. Can I say more than that?’

“f am glad you went back” said
Frao softly. “She pever kmew it I
am so giad that you did—even that’

“Yes, 1 dld go back,” he sald, more

ormly. “But shg wae gone. I tell
you all tms\)em%se you say she was
your best friend.” v

“A while ago you asked me who I
am—and what—-"

“It doesn’t matter,” he interjected.
“You were her friend; that 18 all I
care to know. 1 went back to Spring-
field, after three years—but she was
gone. 1 was told that.her unele had
cast her off, and she had disappeared.
It seems that she'd made friends
with o class of people who were not—
who were not—respectable.”

Fran's eyes shone brightly. *“Oh,
they were not,” she agreed, “they
were not at all what you would call
respectable. They were mnot relig-
fous.”

"So 1 was told,” he resumed, a lttle
uncertainly. “There was Do way for
me to find her.”

"Her?" cried Fran; “you keep on
sayiog ‘her. Do you mean—7" °

He hesitated. “She had chosen her
part—to live with those people—I lett
her to lead the life that plessed ber.
That's why [ nmever went back to
Springfield again. I've taken up my
life In my own way, and left her—your
{riend—" :

“Yes, call her that,” erled Fran,
holding up her head. . “I am proud of
that title, I glory iu it. And in thls
‘house—"

“] have made my offer,” he Inter-
rupted decidedly. "'l provide for you

anywhere but in thie bouse™
(TO BE CONTINUED) -

CAT ENJOYED THE COMEDY

But of the ‘Four Principals tnvolvéd,
“Tom Waa the Only One Twat
d a Laigh Coming.

This 1s the talé of a cat wllhl‘a
sense of humor,

Mrs, Yourigwife went to an east end
butcher shop the, other day. When
she entered, the greeting was & high-
pitched shriek, Naturally she shrieked,
too, and’then looked to see what the
trouble was// Mra Butcher, in charge
of the shop In her husband's absense,
stond on a small hox. Before her stood
a large black cat, o .gleam of [un In
his yellow oyes and e mouse fn bis
mouth. i . B

A moment the tableau held. Then
the cat walked ,.-.wty and Mrs. Butcler
started fearfully behind the counter.
The cat followed her and dropped the
mouse st her fest Two screams, the
fiutter of skirts; and Mra. Butcher
again was Eafe on the box, and Mrs.
Youngwite sat on the counter, ber feet
eticking stralght out, ber skirta ‘gath-
ared tightly about hor ankles. !

The mouse ran asfoot or two and
the cat had it agaln, and again waiked
away. - Mrs, Buteher stepped off iho
box, picked it; up nud, carrying her

ark ‘of refuge with her, agsin 12

P

‘o go behind the counter. Agaln the
cat followed, 2nd the play was enacted
as before.

It went an that way for about ten
minutes, when the dellvery boy came
whistling {o. He was bailed as a de-
tverer.” .

“Huh!" be grunted. He xeized }
cat and cast it 6ut theifeline jaws
still gripping ber prey.—Indianapolis
News.
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Constipation " -
Vanishes' Forever
Prompt Reljef—Permanent Cure
CARTER'S LITTLE (€%

LIVER PILLS
fail. . Purely veg

2

|nplezton, brightentheeyes. .
‘SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
must bear Sighature
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WHILE THERE WAS YET TIME

Mean Man M

ade His Suggestion and
Departed. [n 8ome . Haste From
Meeting pf Indignant Women,

With tenss
audience of
their seats,

, eager taces, the great
comen leaned forward in
bagerly drinking in the
poted speakef’s every word. | ¢

“Mere map,” she was saylng, "is
wont to belittle woman’s ability to en-
ter the fields| already usurped by him
As o matter of fact, she is capable of
filling .any " fjost of public or private
office now bpld my man, and if ap-
pointed to it, could even perform
man’s tasks with' greater faithtulness
and greater flaring. et

“Name, if|you cam, one post for
which she cannot fit herself! - Nam
one office th which she would 0ol
could .not, give the greatest meas-
ure of capability, the highest derred
of courage, the—'

A mere man, who had slipped un-
noticed into[a back seat, rose at this
point, and'the light of sudden inspira-
tion glenmed in his eye. B

her!" he shouted. And

« “Rat catc]
then he fled
Need of Sun and Air.
s certzid morbidness among girls

\which rests so heavily on
18 due to lack of sun, air
and sunshing, accordlng to Professor
Manjon of Nice.

“Sup-bathing, air-bathing awd (re
quent physidal exercise in joose gar-
ments, are | ladispensable to good
health and good temperament in wom-,
en,” declared the lecturer.

and women,
modern life,’

Hunts]

Sport 1o a
a New Zeak
motor car
lights, he
and a dozen|
so fascinate
lamps that
targets.

Hares With Auto.

new form now appeals to
nd farmer. Driving in a
with two powerful head
aigs nightly between &1X
bares, the animals belng
1 by the glare of; the
they become statignary

Naturally indignant.
“Did you|tell four troubles to &
policoman?!| “Yes.” said the man
¥ho had: been robbed. “And 1 tell*
vou that policeman was iodignant.

The holdup man badn't even asted
his permisgion to operate on his
beat.”

Rbtart Courteous.

“Wouldn't! it be nlice if we could
have our brains cleaned out now and
then?” '

“You wor
done with g

1d bave to bhave youra
vacuum cleaner.”

No ‘Wonder, .

you order that well-
out of the store?”
well-known kieptomaniac.”
ake anything bere?”
umbrage.

“Why , dl
dressed lad
“ghe's &
“DId she
“She tool

A pessimist §s a man who thinks
that when He gets to heaven it will ba |
& waste of time for him to look around ,-
for his earthly neighbors.-

HER “BEST FRIEND”
A Womar] Thus Speaka of Postum,

\
y conslder our best friends }
eat us best.

Some' pefsons think coffee a real
friend, but|watch it carefully awhile
and observe that it is oue of the’
meanest of all ememies, for it siabs,
one while professing friendship.

Coffee contains a poisonous drug—'
caffeine—which injures the dellcate
nervous system and frequently sets
up disease{ln one or more orgaus of
the bedy, iffits use Is porsisted in.

“] bad beart palpitation and ners-
four years and the doctor
e trouble was caused by
advlsed me to leave It off,
bt I could not,” writes &

We usual
those who U}

told me_tif
coffee. ; He|
put 1 thou
Wis. lady.
On jthe ladvice of a friend T tried
Postum and it so satisfied me 1 did not.
care fdr coffee atter a few days’ triat |
of Postum.|
«“as weelis went by and I continued
to use! Pojum my welght increased
118 pounds, and the heart
me. 1 have used it a year T
naw and am stronger than I aver was.”
T kan busfle up stairs without any

heart palpitation, and I am free Imm‘
o

Bluebottie Heaven.

In the American XMagazine there
was an amusing  story -entitled
“The Honor of the Blusbotties.” Annt
Lu¢inda Bluebottie of Boston ran into
a young man, Who useja bad word.
Aunt Lucinda goes on: .

“The young man's iabgudge was not
refined. He said he'd be damned, and
that {s exactly what will happen w0
him, I am gure, for Whatever elsa
heaven may te, [ am convinced Jt will
not be vulgar.”

. T
s Be Rigidly Exact.
Regstaff—I hiear you are doing some
writlng for one of the popular maga-
zines. . +
Percollum—That’s slightly  exag-
gerated; 1 haven't been able to get my
staft into any but-the—er~—unpopalac.-
onag Y&k

erv <b.

My ichiidren are very fond of Pos
um and it dgrees with them. My sister
liked it whén she drank it at my house;
now she hds Postum at bome and has
become very fond of it. You may use
f you wish, as I am 'mot
praising my best friend—
Name given by Ppatum'Ca.,
i, Mich,  ° s
oW comes in NRW concen-
trated’ form called Instant Postum. 1t
is regular Postum, Bo Drocessed at thi
factory that only the soluble portions
are retainéd. - :

A spoonful of Instant Postum ‘with
hot water) and sugar aud cream to
taste, | produce Instantly 2 delicious
beverage.

Write fof
to Wellvlll

Postam

the little book, “The Road

- -¥xbere’sy a).ves0n”. for Pom;m.—‘-




