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'\l Hamiltan  Gregory's

but finds him absent

@ holr at & cgmp meeling.

he repalrs thither o search of him,

h ughs durlngithe service ﬂhu 1s asked to
env

ran arrivea
Uebi

Abbott Ashton, superintendent of

ac) He

tells_her Grego

dzer\l)‘ 1nxcrmcd m :namy;wcrk. and a
becomes

seen by Sapphira Clinton,

et Clinten, chatrman of the

Yran tells’ Grogory she wmu a

with him. Geacs r, Gregory's private
secretary, takes a violant dislike to Fran
and advises her' to (g0 sy at once.
Fran hints at & tw ar-old secret.
and Gregory ‘In muuon whka Grlm to
leave mo mm Fran m s tho story
of how gory martled a youog girl at
Syrlnxﬂeld hie attending! collega and
then desertod her. Fram s tho child of
thnt marringe.

CHAPTER V—l}en{lnued«

Fran regarded -him with’ somber fa-
temeity. “I've asked for a bome with
you on fhe grounds that your wife
was my best friend In all the world,
and because 1 am homeless. You re
fuse. [ nupvose that's natyral. Ihave
to guess® at’ your feellngs because I
haven't been raised amobg ‘respect-
able’ people.- I'm sorry you-don’t itke
it, but you're golng to provide for me
right here. For.a girl, I'm pretty in-
dependent; folka that don't llke me
are welcomé td &ll the enjoyment they
get out of their dislike. ' I'm here to
stay. Suppose you look. on me as &
sort of summer crdp. I enjoyed hear-
ing you sing, tonight— *

“"We reap what we sow.
Wo reap what we 5o

1 see you remeinber.’
He shuddered at her jjocklng holy
things. ““Husb! Whatgre you say-
ing? ‘The past)s cut off from my life.
I have been pardoned, aod 1 will not
h:n‘c anybody' torcing thut past upon
me.”
© Her "words ¥came hlungl) “You
can’t help it. You sowed. You can't
pardon a seed-from growing.”
“I cah help it, and I will. The past
is no more mine than hers—our mar-
riage was legal, but it hound me oo

‘No, I'm just hére to have & home.”
¢Don’t they say that the Kingdom
of God mey be taken by force? But
you know more about tha Kingdom
than I Let them belleve me the
daughter of some old boyhoed friend
—that'll make it easy. As the daugh-
e |ter of that triend, you'll give me a
home. I'll keep out of your way, and
be pleasant—a nice little girl, of any
age you please.” She smiled remotely.
He spoke dully: “But they’ll want
to know all about that old college
| friend”

“Will you enjoy
selze dy force?”

“Naturally. Well, ju!t {nvent some
story--T'll stand by yo

“You don't know me,” be returned.
drawing himselt up. “What! do you
imagine 1 would lie to them?”

“I think,” Fran remarked imperson-
ally, “that to a person {o your posl-
tlon—a person beginning to reap what
he bas sown, lying I8 always the next
course. But You must act as your
conselence dictates. -You may be
sure that It you declde to tell the
truth, Il certalnly stand by you in
that"

Helplessly driven to bay, he flashed
out ~iolently, “Unnatural glrl—or
woman—or whatever you are—th
18 no spirit of girlkood or womanhood
in you"

Fran returned in Ylow, concentrat-
ed volce, “If I'm unnitural, what were
you in the Spriugfield days? Was it
Dpatural for you to be married secretly

a home that you

when the marriage might bave been |’

public? When you went away to
break the news to your father, wasn't
it rather unnatural for Jou to hide
three vears before coming back?
When you came back and heard that
¥our wife had gone away to ba sup-
ported by people who were not re-
spectable, was it natural for you o
be satisfied with the first rumors you
heard, and disappear for good and all?
As for me, ves, | have neither the

more than it bound her. She chose
ber own companions. have been!
bullding up a
Littleburg.

You shall

lite, here In{ nothing.” Her v
not overturn | rouse my anger—when 1:lose grip on

splrit of girlhood nor womanhood, for
I'm nelther a’girl, nor a woman, I'm
ce trembled. “Don’t

the labor of the last tep years. You | myselt, I'm pretty hard fo stop. If 1
can go. My will Is \l"}}l'emb"-‘» Go—! Jet eversining.rush on‘my mind—how
and do what you can! she—my ‘friend’—my sweet darling

Instead of anger, Pran showed sor-
row: “How long have ypu been mar-
red to the second Mrs.| Gregory—the
present one?”

He turned his back upon her as if|

to go to the door, bul
about: “Ten years. 10
‘Ten years of the best W)
that you want to destray.”

“Poor lady:"” murmurdd Fran. “The
first Mrs. Gregory—my - ‘friend’—has
been dead only three ydars. You and
she were never divorcpd. The lady
that you call Mrss Gregory now—sbe
fsn't Your wife, Is she?”

“1 thought—" he was suddenly
ashen pale—"but I thorght that she—
T believed her dead lopg ago—l was
sure of it-—positive. Ylat you say is
impossible—" o

“f%ut no:ove can §0

|
|

without reap-

“t Am Mrs. Gregory.”

ing,” Fran sald, 'still pityingly, “When
you saug those words, it was only a
song to yau, but mpsic 13 just'a bit
of 1ite’s etnbrotdery,| While you think
4t Mf® itzell. - You dpr't sow, or reap
#n a choir loft. You ¢an't sow deecds
;and reap-words,”

1 understand you, now,'} he m.
itered. “You bave coms to disgrac
.me. good will|that do you, on—
.or my Arst wife? Yaiu'are no abstrac.
tion, to répresent. soving and reaplng,
ibut & flesh: mMﬂood girl who can go
jaway if she chooses+

“ghe chooses o Bidy” Fran assirdd

* fhina. L Ny N

" ‘mnmhn ved t3 min me

iand “'break 'miy’ s "hoart(”
P .

he wheeled | Togt”

b understand?| mo, or ¥l reproach you, and 1 musta’t
ork of my life! gy that.

‘frlend'—~how she searched for you all
the vears till she died—and how cven
on her death-bed she thought maybe
vou'd come—you—"
Fran choked back
she gasped.

*the  words.
“Don’t reprcach

1 want to hide my real beart
from you-~from all the world. 1 want
to smile, and be like respectable
people.” *

“For God's sake” whispered the
otker frantically, “hush! I hear my
wife coming. Yes, ves, 'I'll do ever
thing you say, but, oh, don’L Tuin mq
You shalt have & bome with us, you
shall have everything, everything.”

“Except_a welcome," Fran falicred,
trightgned at the emotlon she had be-
trayed. Can you show ,me to a reom
—qulck—before your wife comes? 1
don’t want to meet her, now, I'n ter-
ribly tired. 1've come all tha way
from New York to find you: I reached
Littleburg only at dusk—and I've been
pretty busy ever-since!™

“Come, then,” he sald hastily. "Th|s
way—I'll show you a rogm.
too late,” he broke off, s!.rlﬂnz deaper~
ately to regaln composufe.

The door opened, and & womaa eu-
tered the rcom hastlly. |

CHAPTER VL.
Mra. Gregory.

The wind had suddenly increased
in vlolence, and a few :raindrops bad
already fallen. Apprehevsions cf 'a
sterm caused hurried movements
throughout the housg. Hlinding fasbes
of lightning suggested & gathering of
the family In the reception hall, where,
according to tradition, there was “less
danger;” and as tho upknown lady
opened the Goor of the front foom,
Fran heard footsteps upon the stairs,
and caught a glimpse of Grace Noir
deacending.

The lady closed the door behind ber
before she perceived Fran, 50 intent
was sltc upon securing from, threaten-
fog rain some unfinished slik-work
Iying on the windowsill. She paused
abruptly, her homest brown eyes
opened widé.

Tho perspiration shote on Hamilton
Gregory's forehead. * Jpst a moment,”
he uttered Incoherently—-“wait—I'l be
back when '] make sure my library
window's closed. =, *. i He lett the
room, his ‘brald ln an agony of inde-
clsjon; How much must be told? And
how would they regard hlm after the
telllng?

“Who are YOIIZ" asked ﬂle lady ot
thirty-five, mildly, bus, with gathering
‘wonder,

‘The- answer . came, & broken
Iatigh, *1 dm Fren. It was spolecs

littloidednnfly:a”

%/

it the tired splrit wa’x bracing itselt
for battle.

The lady wore her wavy hilir part-
ed In the middle aftér that fashion
which perhaps was never new; and no
impudent ribbon or rrogant fiounce
stole one's attention from the: mouth
that was just sincere and sweet. It
was a face one wanted to look at be-
cauge—well, Fran dido't know why.
“ghe’s no prettier than 1, wes Fran's
decislon, measuring from the matural
standard—the standard every Woman
hides In her own breast.

“And who is Fran?’ asked (he mild
volce. Tho lady smiled so tenderly,
it was like a mellow Hght stealing
from a falry rose-gnrden of thornless
souls. .

Fran caught her breath whila her
facé showed hardness—but not agafnst
the other. -She felt; something ke

holy wrath as her presentment sound-
ed forth pmtesllngl]—'aut who are
youl”

“l am Mrs. Gregory.”

“Qh, no,” eried Fran, with violence,

F\‘an Suggested Honor.

“no!” ‘She added rather wildly, “It
can't be—! mulnvhut say. you are
not Mrs. Gregory.”

“1 am \I\‘E Gregory,” the other re-
peated, mysti

Fran ll'IELl to hldc her zmnllnn with
a smile, but 1t would have been caster
for ber to cry, just because she of the
patient brown eyes as*Mrs. .Gregory.

At that moment Hamilton Gregory
re-entpred the room, brought back by
the fear that Fran might tell zll dur
ing 'his absence. How different life
would have been {f he could have
found her flown!—but he rdad iz her
face no promise of dep:mure

tils wife was not surprised,at bis
haggard {ace, for he was always work-
ing too bard, worrying over-hls exten-
sive charitics, planning cditorfals for
his philanthropic jomrmal, devising
means ‘to better thi conditlon of the
Jocal church. But the prescuce of this
stranger—doubtiessi one of his count-
less ohlects uf Ch'l l)—demnndnd ex-
planation. i

“Come,” he sald bruskly, addressing
neither divectly, "we needn't stop here.
I have some explanations to make, and
they might as well be made before
everybody, once end for all. . . "
He paused wretchedly, seeing no out-
look, no possible escape. Something
must be told—not a lie, but possibly
not all the truth; that would rest with
Fran. He was as much in her power
28 1t she, bersell, had been \hu effect
of his sin.

He opened the daur, and walked
with a heavy step foto the hall. Mrs,
Gregory followed, twondering, ‘looking
rather at Fran than at hér huscand.
Fran's, keen eyes searched the apart-
ment for the actus] source of Hamil-
ton Gregory's acutést regrets,

Yes, there stood ithe secretary:

CHAPTER VIt

. A Family Conference.

Ot the group, iti was tha secretary
who first cinimed Fran’s attentlon. In
a way, Grace Nolr dominated. 'the
place.’ Perhaps it <wxs because of her
splendidly developed body, her beauty,
her attitude of unclaimed yet unrec-
ognized authority, ‘that she stood dis-
tinetly first.

As for Mrs. Gregory, her miid cloof
ness .suggested that sbe hardly be-
longed to the family.: Hamllton Cres:
ory found -himselt: fnstinetively turn-
ing to Grace, rather than:to his.wife.
Mrs. Gregory's face dld, indegd, ssk
why Fran was there; but Grace, stand-
ing at.the.foot bt the stairs, and look-
ing at Gregory with memory of her
-recent dismissal, demsnded explana-
tions:

Mre. Gregory's mother, . tunﬂn!d by
paralysia to.a wheel<chair, fastened
upow the new-comer eyes. whoea
 brightnesa seventy years or more had
Dot up was complet

‘bichelor

‘clal message—a—yes,

York.

“atmined;
d by Mrs. Grego
'idee-t2ag bl
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This brother, Simon Jefferson, though
stocklly bullt and evidently well-fed,
wore an alr of lassitude, as if peren-
nlally tired. As he:;;md back in 8
ball chalr, be seemed/the only one
présent who did not, care why Fran
was there,

Gregory broke the llleucz by clear.
ing hle throat with evident embarrass-
ment. A peal of thunder offered blm

reprieve, and after .its reverberations,

bad died away, ha still hesitated.
“This,” he said presently, “ls a—the
orphan—an orphsn—one who has
come to me from— Sbe says her
name I8 Frances.”
“Fran,” came the abrupt correction?
“just Fran.”
There was s general feeliug that an
orphan should speak less positively,
even about ber-own name—should be,
as it were, subdyed-from the mere
fact of orphanhood. :
“An orphan!” Stmon Jefferson ejac-
ulated, moving restlessly in bis effort
to find the easfest corner of his chalr.
“I hope nothing is going to excilp me.
1 hare beartdfsense, Uttle -girl, and
I'm lable L:::y]u off at any moment,

I tell you; I myst not be excited.” -

“I don't replléd Fran, with
cheertul Interest In hls malady, “that
orphans are very exciting.”

Hamilton Gregory resumed, cau-
tiously etepping over dangerous
ground, while the others.looked at
Fran, and Grace never ceased to fook
at him, “She came here tonight, after
the services at tbe Big Tent. She
came here.and, or [ should say, 10 re-

quest, to-ask—Miss Grace saw her|

when she came. Mlisg Grace knew of
her belng here.” He seized upon this
fact as it to lift himself over pitfalis.

Grace's eyes were gravely judlefal.
She’ would not condemn him unheard,
but at the.same time she let him see
that her knowledge of Fran would not
help his case. It did not surprise
Mrs. Gregory that Grace had known
of the strange presence; the secretary
knew of events beforo’tho test of the
famlly,

Gregory continued, delicately pick-
fng his way: “But the child asked to
see me alane, because she had a spe-
a message to
So' I asked Miss Grace
to leave us for lialt an hour. Then 1
heard the girl’'s story, wbile Miss
Grace waited upstairs.”

“Well,” Simon Jéfferson Interposed
frritably, “Miss Grace s accouated for.
Go on, brother-inlaw, go on, If we
must have 1t.”

“Tha fact 15, Lucy—' Grciory at
this point turned to his wife—for at
certain odd moments he found relief
in doing so~—"the fact is—the fact is,
this gir! is the—er—daughter of—of a
very old friend of mine—a friend who
was—was a friend vears ago, long be
fore 1 moved to Littléburg, Tong beforo
1 saw ybu, Lucy. That was when my
home was in New York. I have told
you all nbout that time of my youth,
when IMved with my father {n New
Well, before my father died,
1 was agquainted with—this fricod. I
owed that person a great debt, not of
money—a debt of—what shall 1 say7"

Fran suggested, ;' Honor."

Gregory mopped his brow while all
looked from Frap to him. He re
sumed desperately: “I owed a sreat

dellver to me.

debt to'that friend—oh, not ot money.’

debt which

of

prevented me from. paylng—f{rom

_ meeting—which 1 still owe to the

memory of that—er—of that dead
friend. The friend is dead, you under-
stand, yes, dead.”

AMrs. Gregory counld not understand
her husband's unaccustomed hesitan-
cy. She inguired of Fran, "And is
your mother dead, too, little girl?"

‘ That simple question, innocently
preferred, directed tbe. course of fu-
ture events. Mr. Gregory had oot in-
tentionally spoken of his triepd in
such a way as to throw doubt upon the
sex. Now that he realized how his
wite's misunderstanding might save
him, he bed not the courage to unde-
ceive her.

* Fran waited for him to speak. The
delay had lost him the power to re-
veal the truth, Would Fran betray
\him? He wished, that the thunder
might drown out the sound of her
words, but the storm seemed holdlng
its breath to lsten.

Fran said qlllelly. “My molher died
three years 2g0."

Mrs. Gregory asked her humd‘
“Did you ever tell me about this
friend? I'd remember from his pame;
what was it?”

It seemed impossible for him to ut-
ter the name which had sounded from
his lips 8o often in loye. He opened

*Hps, but he could not say “Jose-
Besides, the last name would
Derry," he gasped.

“Cﬂme here, Fran Derry,” sald Mrs.
Gregory, reaching out her hand, with
that sweet smile that somchow made
Fran feel the dew of tears.

Hamilton Gregory plucked up epir-
its. “I couldn’t torn away the daugh-
|ter of my old friend. You wouldn't
ant me to do that. Nome of you
would. Now that I've explalned ev-
erything, 1 hope there'll be no objec-
tion to her ejaying herc in the house—
that is, if she wants to stay. Ste has
come to do it, she says—all the way
from New York.”

Mrs. Gregory slipped her arm about
the Independent shoulders, and drew
the gir! down beside her upon a. d an.
“Do you know.,”
are the very first of 21l his New York
friends who Las coms into my ilfe?
Indeed, I am willing, and indeed you
shalt stay with us, just 2s long as you
will.#

Fran asked lmpulsively, as she
clasped her ‘bands, “Do you think you
could like me? Could—you?"

“Dear child"—the answer was ac-
companied by a gentle pressure, “you
are the daughter of my busband’s
friend. That's enough for me. ‘You
need a home, and you shall hase one
with us. I Wke you atready, dear.”

Tears dimmed Fran's eyes. “And 1
just love you,” she cried. “My! What
2 woman you are!”

Grace Noir was silent. She liked
Fran less than ever, but her look’was
that of a hired secretary, suylng,
“With all this, 1 have nothing to do.”
Doubtless, when alone with Hamilton
Gregory, she would express her sine
cere convictlon that the girl'a presence
would interefere with his work—but
these others would not-understand.

Fran's unconventlonality bad given
to Mra. Gregory's laugh a girlish oote,
but almost at once her face resumed
its wonted gravity. Perbaps the

slight hollows in the cheeks had teen

pressed by the fingers of care, but it

was Tather lack of light than presence

ot shadow, that told Fran something

was missing from the woman-heart.
(TO EE CONTINUED)
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COUGH DUE TO NERVOUSNESS

Not Dangerous, bt Hard_ to Distin-
guish From Thal Where Bronchlal
W Tubes A{—__Aﬁe:ud .
it frequently hippecs that persons
hitherto n good health are suddealy
selzed | with fits jof “coughlng, which
they lhave cousiderable difficuity In
uvercom(n" Dud o a geperal neu!
rasthenic-or hysterical nervous condi-
tion, this cough, owmg to its particu-
lar characterlstics, - i termed “the
nervous cough.” !
The pervous c
distinguished in
cough due to an

hgh often cannot ve
any way f{rom the
|aftection of the res-
piratory passagep. It sometimes oc-
curs in the forth of periodical, pro-
longed and very paintul fits of cough'
ing and sometimes as a contimual
short, dry cough| Its most character-
istic symptom i/that it ccases during
sleep and beglng ‘agaln o waking.
The patients, while often o sourca-of
anxiety to thosa around them, ars
gensrully otherwise in very sood

Anolhar pecaliarity of l.hl.s eonah A8
u:a nmnoe of any secretlon, for even
yerv prolonged fits of coughing

s rirelys

#oteed ia MY“.

cough, but not for long, and a3 &
rule in such cases the next fit of
coughing Is all the more sevare.

The nervous cough {s particularly
frequent between the ages oftwelve
and seventeen. It then often . as-
sumes the character of a barking
cough. It I3 unattended by any serl-
ous danger, and does not laduce any
emphysema. Change of climate ap-
pears to have most effect upon It.

English Averse to Change.
There is nothing more amuslng in
all the quaint and curious customs of
the English house of commons than
the strange ceremony which marks the
termination of each session.
The moment the house [s adjourned,
and

ory nut ln the lobbles l.md corridors:
“Who goes home?”

‘These mysterlous words have sound-
ed night after night for t
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cream.

through the hall of parliament.
The custom dates from a time when
it was necessary for members to go

carrying links or torches for common

protection against the foodpads who

infested the streets of London. But

though that danger has long since

p—d-m‘yﬂ the question “Who goes
is
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