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CHAPTER XV~Continued,

Fran snatched up' the whip, and
leaned over as if to lash the empty
shafts. She had suddenly become the
child agajp. “We must drive out of
.Sure-Enough Country, naw. Time to get
back to the Make-Belléve World.” She
yood up, and the lap robe fell about
Ber like green wgves from “h!ch
gprings a laughing Dyaph.

Abbott still felt stypned. The crnsh
of an ideal nrouses the echo—"Is
there no truth in the'world?" But yes
—Fran was here, Fran the adorable.

* “Fran,” he pleaded, “don't drive out
of Sure-lnough Country. Wait long
énough for me to teli you what you
are to me.”
. I know v\hat x ‘gm to you” Fran
retorted—"Git aj

“But what am l to'you? Don't drive
s0 fast—the trees ard racing past like
mad. 1 won't leave Sure-Enough Coun-
try until F've told you all—"
ou shati! No, J!l} not let you take
this whip-—"

“1 will take ft—let go—qul Dless-
2d durling Fran—’

She gripped the whip tightly, He
could mot loosen her bold, but he
could keep ber band {n his, which was
just as well. Silf,;a semblance of
s(rugg]k)g was calied for, and that {5
why the sound of approaching wheels
was drowned in laughter.

“Here we are!” Frén cried wickedly
fake-Believe Waorld of Every-| Uay,
and some of its inhabitants . .

A surrey bad come down the seldom: | 1

used road—had Miss Sapphira fol-
lowed Abbott {n order to discover him
with Fran? The guspicion was not
just, but his- conscience seemed to
turn color—or was it his tace? In fact,

““We Must Drive Out of Sure Enough
Country, Now.”

Fran and Abbott were both rather fed
—caused, possibly, by their struggle
over the whip.

On the front seat nl the surrey were
Miss Sapphira and Bob Clinton. OB
the back seat was Slmon Jefferson
‘whose - halry band. gripped a halter

tened to a riderless borse; the very

orge which shoufd have been between |

1he shafts of the Gregory buggy. -

Miss. Sapphira atared at  Abbott,
‘speechless. So tbls I8 what he had
‘mesnt by wanting the air unstraloed
by window-acreens. Studsing, indeed!
Ahbolt‘ in:his turn, l!ared specchless-
1y at the led horse. |

BobyClinton drew, reln, and grasped
his hay-colored. muptache, inadequate
to the sltuation. He glanced reproach-
fully at Abbott; IEB young tellow wmust

‘ " .

know that his fate was to be declded
this very night.
Abbott could rot take bis filt ul the

? | sight ot Smoa Jefferson whom he had

faocied not Inr away, eyes glied on
cork, hands in pockets to escape mos-
quitoes, sun dn back, sereriely fshing.
He had supposnd the. horse grazing

joying semi-freedom with
his grass. \nw it seemed far other-
wise, Miss Sapphira had even had
“him telephoné Bob to bring her hither.
With bis’ D\\n hands he had 'dug lis
plttail.

o}, Fran, suddenly aware of her ridicu-

lous attitude, sat down and begar to
taugh. |
Bob Clintan Inquired: “Taking a

drive, Abb?

Miss Sapphira sct her beavy foot
upon her brother's unseemly jocular-
ity. “Unfortunately,” sald Miss Sap-
phira, speaking with cold. eivility:
“Mr. Jefterson had to come clear to
town beforg he could recapture the
horse. We were giving him a lift, and
had no jdea—no idea that we should
find—should come upon— We are
sorry to intrude.” Had hef life de-
pended on {t. Mles Sapphira,could not
have withheld a final touch—"“Pos-
sibly you whre not looklng for Mr. Jet-
ferson to come back so 500n.”

“Why,"” qnsﬂercd Abbott, a(epplng
to the sround “bardly so. goon.”
ony rate, feit that nothing was (o
be gasnedgg staying in the buggy. “Is
that the Horse that belongs to this
buggy? Let[me hiteh 1t up, Mr. Simon.”

“This bas been a terrible expertence
for me,"” giowled, Simon. All the sume,
he let Abbott do ‘ine work, but not as
[f e meant to repay bim with zratl
tude. | .

“What was the malter with your
borse, anyjay ?" Abbott cheerfuily in-
quired.

Simon léoked at him sourly. “Dida't
Fran tell you that the horse got scared
at her throwing rocks at guy tork,
and broke from the tree where I'd
fastened it, and bolted for town?"

“Mr. Slmon,” said Fran fonocently.
“I don't believe the horse!was men-
tioned onée, while you were gone.”

"It would be interesting to know
what wasd,” remarked Robert with
humor £0 dry that apparently it choked
him; he-tell to coughlog hugkily.

Miss Sdpphira gave bim ajlook while
be was a\rugglhs in his second par-
oxysm. It healed bim by suggestion.

“Turn,’ sald Miss Sapphira with be-
coming gravity. Robert, sl under
the infiudace of her thought-wave, sol-
emaly drbve her trom the scene,

When the last buckle was clasped—
“I came out here for a quiet peaceable
nshmg “!said Simon. “I've spent my

time hunting borses, and belng atraid
something snight happen to Fran.
ghton took care of me,
suringly.
crled explosively, “And who
of him?" He climbed in be-
and begrudgingly offered Ab-
{maginary space of a third

but Abbott declafed his
preference for stroliing.
‘bas been 2 bard day for my
heert,” : Simon grumbled, a8  he
saatched up the whip vindietively,

‘The buggy rolled away.

“Mine, t00,” Abbott called after them
emphaticaily.
ooked back at him, from cver
véred top. He saw her hand go
to her bosora, then something fluttered
in the air and fell in the grassy road.
He darted after it as if it were a clue,
showing the way to the princess' cas.
tie.
Perhaps it was. He pounced upon
ft—It was the queen of hearts,

ran

CHAPTEA Xxvi,

{_A-Tamer ol Lions.

The llic of a household progresses,
usually | by insensible gradations, to-
ward some great event, some climax,
for the building of which each day has
furnished Its graln of sand. Today,
Hamilton Gregory apd : Grace Noir
were id
indicate the approach of the great mo-
ment in their lives. It was Grace’s
impatjence to drive'Fran awey cven
defore !Robert Clinton should bring

cipitated mattefs.

“May-I speak to you, Mr. Gregory?”
She roge from the typewriter, slightly
pale from sudden resolution,

Gregory never missed & movement
of his decretary, but now he lifted his
head ostensibly, to make’ his observa.

ton oﬂif:hl

“I's hbout Mr. Clinton,” sald Crace
in a low voice, feeling her way to “that
Fran.” | - .

He lald down his pen with a frown.
Sudaenty bis missions in New York
and Chlcago bacnms dead welghts,
Why Grace's "Mr. Clinton” {nstead of
her customary “Bmlher Clinton?” 1t
seemed| to_equip the school director
with tosmidable powers: Gregory bma-
tened to put him where he belonged.

the library, with nothing to|:

the mecret from Springfield, that pre-{

“Oh! Something’ ubout Bob?" be
asked casually.

Her look mm steady,
humble: “Yes.

Her hnmlllt) touched him profound-
ly. Knowing bow, unshakable were
her resolutions, he’ made a desperate
attempt to divert her mind: “Tbat is
settled, Miss Grace, and {t's too late
now to alter the decision, for the
school board has aiready voted us a
new superiatendent—he has been sent
his notification. Alibott Ashton is out
ot it, and it's all his fauit. Bob was
the only one to stand up for hlm, but
he wasn't strong enough to hold his
triend nbove the wave of popular upln-

Bob

her volce
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could feel its warmth, caress {ts shape-
liness—and it did not. reslst. It trem-
bled.

He was afrpid to press it at first,
lest it be wrenched free; and then, the
next moment) e was clasping 1t con-
vulsively. ‘For the -first time in ber
lite, Grace did!not meet his eyes.

“Grace!” ha panted, not knowing
what bo was. sayiug, “sou care, 1 see
you care for me-~don’t you?"

" ghe whispered. Her lips were
dry, her eyes wide, her bosom heaving.
Boundaries hithertd  unchangeable.
were suddenly submerged. Desperate-
Iy, as If for her life, she souzht to
cting to such ﬂnnllng landmarks as

fon. Don't ask me ‘to luter
for Abbott Ashton.”

Grace calmly waited for this futlity
to pass; then with.n alr suggesting,
“Now, shall we lalk {sensibly?” sha re-
sumed: “I appro’
school board. It dld well in dismiss.
ing Professor Ashluu May I ask about

b |

“But You Can't Him, Can You?”
' ..rcqory A ked Brokenly. i
Mr. Clinton? ' Hé urges me to marry

bim at once.”

“Nonsense!” bp excldimed.

“It i3 not nonsense,” Grace Cnlrnl)
résponded. "He lhlnks 1 could make
Bim a better man. We would work
among the verylpeor in the Chicago
setilements; tonybe [n one of your
own missions. |[I'often wonder it 1
couldn't ‘do more good by pereonal
contact ‘withevil, than I can bere
with o person lke Fran always glog:
ging my elforte.}' -

think she's the Haughter of your kay-
hood frlend—it |would gl\'e her posl-
tion and independence

exalted moments, thinking no evil be-
éause coasing. tg think, grown all feel-
lng, and it but &n lnfinite longing, the
glow of passiop refined hjs face, al-
v\n)s delicately ! sensitive. ‘The vision
of Grace, In glving hereelf to another,
jike' a devouring fire consumed tnose
temporary supports that hetd him
above the shift]
nature.,
“Grace!" But
marry him!”
Because she
ing to her as
vias the colder:

Grace!

ound hfs beauty 2ppeal-
ever before, her voice
“Anyone’s place can

-you don't care—don’t care for me.”

“For—" she| began abruptly. toen
added In an odd \\hlsner. “for you?"
,“Yes, for me!. . . don’t care

how much I suﬂer, or whether 1 suf-
fer at all—I mean my work, It-5t aut-
ters, 111 lose you, Grace—"

“Oh, you \vﬂl alweys have Fran
. '“Fran!" e e]aculnled “So  you
don’t care, Grac . . It seems in-
credible hecauxa 1 care 8o mueh.
Grace!” His decent was that of utter
.despair. “How ¢an I lose you slnce
you ere everyfhing? What would|be
left to live for’? ! Nobedy. clse sympa-
thizes with myjaims. Whe but you-un-
derstands? Oh nobody will ever sym-
pathize—ever ¢are—"

“But, Mr, Gregory!” she began, con-
tused. Her fatehed grown white. -

Ing 1t to. be:sgatched away—the nand

“Grace!" ha{sught her hand, expéct-

he hud hourly dlm.red at its work;, ke

head—what hsrm .could there bo in
Grage?"
closer.

ed,

will never leave me.
ways su

dignity

ory wildly.

glow of a maateT passion. Swittly he

He started 'up. “Grace! You o[ Gygered, lost (0 old self-consclousness. |
away —«And—and leave me and mY¥ ||t was neccsgarly for Grace to readjust |
work 2" .. | hersel not only to these two, but to

“Let Fran mx my position. You | pherselt as . welll 4

i there!" s\xe s3ld, ecarcely above a
“No one can |ever fill your place” | whisper.

Gregary claimed, with violence. His Gregor: ’|9“" t forth In blind wrnth:
cheekis "~ burried, | lambent  flumes | «iow dare’you edter the room in this
gleamed in his|brown eyes. The 2f-|manner?” |You|ehall leave this bouse
feot was startlingly beautiful. Atsuch|ap once, and fof ever. . . T should

ng sands of his fnuer

You wouldn’t f

‘e filled.”
“You don't care!" he cried out des- 3 A
pecately. f
o i, Cliskan? Yes, 1 adraire hia | SCIENTISTS TELL OF THE SEA
persistence In iseeking God, and his
Hish to worls for mankind. God ecmes | Some Farts Not Generally Known,
oasier to some, than to others, znd § But of | ttereat to the Marf
believe I couldihelp—" Whp Admires Nature.
Gregory, nghnsi at_ber meavured A e
tone, interrupted; “But I mean that| Net only.id the sea the reservoir

duty, but they were
drifiing madly beyond reach.

“But yon can't ldve him, can you?*
Grogory asked brokenly.

Grace, with! closed eyes, shook ber

that confession? |
“You won't go | away.

will .you,
be ! pleaged,

drawiog her

She shook her Nead, lips still pert-
eyes still closedl.
“Speak to me, Grscc Tell me you

Her lips trembled, then he beafd a
faint “Never!" Jostantiy neck wnd
brow were crimspned; ber face, al-
b, hcumc enthanting. The
the quben was lost in the
Wwoman's greater ¢harm.

“Because 'you 18ve me!

"I know

crled Greg- !
you do, now, I
know you dol” |His arm, was about
her. “You will |never leave me be-
cause you love me. Lock al me,
Grace!" i H

It seemed thal er erellds were held
down by tyrannofis thumbs. She tried
to lift them, and tried again. Her

face wos 1rrndl'nled by the sunrise

kissed her lips, Innd as she remained
motlonless, he kissed her agalu and

P
@

aln.
Suddenty she| exclalmed blindly:
“QOh, my God!"| Then she threw her
arms about lim, mhe drew ber to his
‘bosom.

It was at thal: moment, &s if Fate
herself had timpd “the interruptlon.
that Fran entered.

There was nVvioleht movement of
mutual repulsion on the part of Hemil-
ton -Gregory anfl his secretary. Fran
stood very still].the sharpness of her
profile defingd, |with the Keenness of
eves and a blight grayness about the
lips that ma.de her look oddly small
and old.

Fran, was
raging fire. [T

guishment; but

desh of water upon
e effect was not extin-
choklng vapors.

upon lher fath
s desk.

aud
tand

Fran turoed
pointed towar

Lclaws atmne.
Be-® yithout my whip. Tell her to g0.”

have driven yoj out loag ago. Do you | |
hear me? . Goll"

Fraw's, arm | wes  still _extended. |
“Stand there!'| she repeated, N
-Quivering ¥ tury. el

helpless

rivers run, but it ig the
fimally catches all the
. pot merely upon s
ut upon the surface of
upon the roofs of‘our
3 been calculated ' that
each year a Jayer of the éatirs sea
fourteen feet jthick Is taken up into
the clouds. | This vapor 13 fresh, and,
if all the watpr could be removed In
the same way. none of it being re-
turned, therd [would, it is figured, be
left a layer of pure salt 230 feet high
on the bed of the Atlantic. These fig-
ures ‘aré based: upon the assumption
that three fedt of water contain one
inch iof salt} pnd thbat: the aserage
depth of the’'qcean s three miles.
At’a_ depth |of’ about 3,500 fest the
temperature, b uniform. varylug but
little, between] the poles and tha
equator. - The| colder water 1a below

into which all
clstern ‘that
rain that fali
own Burfact,
the land and
houses. lt‘

In many deepl bays the water begins

stumbled to his desk, and leaced up
on it. Hlis face burned; that of Girace
Noir was ghallly white.

Now, you,” sald Frau, her voice
vibrating as she faced the secretary,
“go to your typewriter!"

Grace did not move.

Fran's eyes resembled cold stones
with jagged polnts as ber steady arm
pointed: “Go! Stand where | tell
you to stand. Ob, I heve tamed lons
before today. You needn’t look at me
so—I'm not afrald of your teeth.”

Grace's fear was not lmspired by
dread of exposure, but by the realiza-
tion thut ehe had done what she could
not have forgiven in another. But for
the supreme moment she might never
bave realized the real nature of her
fecling for her employer. _She stood
appalled and humiliated, yet her splrit
rose in hot revolt because it was Fran
who bad found her {o Gregory's arms.
She glared at her defiantly.
said Fran somberly, “that's
@y profession, llontaming. I'm the
“World-Famous Fran Nonparell” Go
to your typewriter, Grace Noir, I say—
Go!"

Graco could not speak without fill-
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ing every word with con
pate: “You wicked little spy. your
evll nature won't let you see anything
but evil [o the frufts of your eaves-
dropping. You misjudge simply be-
cause it would be !mpozsible for you
to understand.”

“f see by vour face that you urder-
stand—pity you hadn't waked up long
ago.” Fran looked from ome to the
other with 2 dark face.

“1 understand nolhlns of what you
imagine you koow,” Grace eald stam-
merlngly. “I baven't committed a
crime. Stop looking at me as it I had
—do you hear?” Her tone was pas-
slonate: “I sam what I have always
been—" Did ske say that to reassure
herselt? “What do you mean, Fran?
1 commund you to put your suspicions
in words.

“I have had them roar at me before
today,” cried Fran. “What I mean ia
that you're to leave the house thie

day.

1 ghall not ieave this house, uuless
Mr. Gregory orders it. 1t would be ad-
mitting that P've done wrong, and I am
what I'bave always been. What you
saw . . . Iwill eay this much, that
it shall never happen again. But roth-
ing has happened that you tlink, little
impostor, with ¥our evil mind . . .
f am what I have always been. And
I'm golug to prove that you are an im-
postor in a very shoft time.”

Fran turned to Hamilton Gregory.
Tell her to go,” she fald threatening:
fy. “Tell ker she must Order it. You
know what I mean when I say she
must go. and she needn't: show lher
1 don’t go into the cage

He turned ugon Fran, pusbed to ut-
ter desperation, “No-—~you shall go!"
he said between clenched tecth.

“Yes!" exclalmed Grace. It was a
hiss of triumphant hate,

Fran lost coatrol over hefsell. “Do
yau think, knowing what 1 know, that
1'll stand quiletly by and see you dis-
grace your wife as you disgraced

. . o you think I'll let you h:ne
this Grace Noir for your
be the third—, Do you think i've cnmn
out of your past lile to fold my hands?
i1 tell you plainly that Fll ruin you
with that Eecret befﬂre 'l let you
have this woman.

(10 BE cmnvu:m

lD (reeze at the hol(cm before it does
t the eurface.
Al that depth waves are mot felt.
The force of  waves is in proportion

to their hefght. It is sald that the
sea strikes ppon certaln rocks wih
the force of geventeen tons for each
square yard. -

The pressure of water Increases
with the depth’ One mile down this
pressure !s reckoned at more than a
ton to the square inch—in other
words, more ‘than 133 times the pres-
sure of the atmosphere. The depth of
the sea presents ' some Interesting
considerations. 1f, it 1s claimed by
one anthorify, the Atlaptle ocean
were lowered 6.364 feet. it would be
reduced to bralf it preseat width. 1t
it were lowered a-little more than
three miles: the result would be dry
land all the way between Newfound:
land and Ireland, 1t the Mediter-
ranean were lowered 660 feet, Africa
would be joined fo ltaly, and thre¢
separate seas would remain.
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