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! CHAPTER xul_cyntmued
i don't understand how you mead

‘hat, 1 know Mr. Grigory's work
would be seriously crif.jled.! Aad it
would be a’.great bl to' Walnut

Street church—she's alig
“Still, you sze she ¢
“No, I don’t sep.

tirace must be recpneiled.”

“Qb, Abbott, can’t you tuderstand.
or is it that you just wou't?, It tsn't
on my account iHat Miss Noir must
-leave this housel She's going to
bring trouble—she's already Bone. it
i've bad lots of experfenge, and whes
1 see people hurrying down hlll, 1 ex-
pect to find.them|at the bottou, not
because It's lo the ypdople. but
cause it's iz the direction.
some mighty goodintentioned meu are
stumbling down hill. carrylog their re-
tigion right into hell.”

“Hush, Jittle friénd! You don’j un-
derstand what rellfion ia.”

“If 1 can't Bnd lout from its fruits.
1 don't want to koow.” R

~Of course. Bug coundider hiow Miss
Grace's labors arg blessing the help-|.
fess.”

the Thuits of reifs:
y love, they'ts mo
avples takeu with

“Abbott, unless
ion are flavored
more account tha

‘bitter-rot—uot  wdrth -ty cents .a
barrel.” .
Abbort asked alyly,.“\What about

vour fruit, out there In fhe world”
“Oh,” Fran coafessed, with a gleum.
we're uot ln the{orchard-business at

2ll. out hare.” ’

Abbott lald bis

hand:earnestiy upan

her arm. “Fran!| Come lu and belp
us apra; : .

“You f3+ar old prosy, prenchy pro-
fessor’™ she ‘excldimed affectionately,
“F have bern thinking bf (¢ I've hail
a mind to m Teal #ouldn't Grace

ly.

Q lord. there

the
in wiid prd
H

man
into the house.

be- ; pattern.
{ belleva | the church. sitting an hour m the

\\\A

\

e ]
é’f i

the chair loft had reminded him of ll—-
and Mrs: Jefferson was fanning him.
as if he were never to be a grown
man.  Mrs. Gregory sat. near ‘the
zroup. stlently embroidering in white
silk. Fran bad hastlly thrown herself
upon the stairway, and, with balf-
closed eves, looked as If she had been
there a long time.

“Fran.” said Mra, Gregory coldly,
“you left the cholr practice befors we
were twothirds dene. Of course |
could hardly expect you'—he looked
at his wife—"to wtay, although your
presence would certainly -have kept
Fran there: and 1t does look as if
we should be willing to resort m\nny
expedient 1o’ keep her there!"

“How would a lock and chain (ln?'
Fran inquired meekly.

“l don't think she chme .strazht
home, either,” remarked Grace Noir
significantly. “Did yau, Fran?"

“Miss Noir,” said Ffan, smlillog at
her through the banisarslats, “you
are so aatisfactory; you always eay
Just about what T expect. Yes, T came
straight home, 1'm glad it’s your hull»
nesy, 2o yeu could ask.”

Hamilton Gregory turned “to- his
wife again. with restraint more
marked. “Next Sunday is rofl-cali day,
Mrs. Gregory. The bosrd has decided
to tevise the lists. We've been carry-

Y ing 80 many names that'it's a burden

to the churck. The world rgproaches
us, saying. ‘Isn’t So-and-20 2 member?
He nover attends, does he? 1 o
hope you will go uext Sundayl”

Mrs. Gregory looked down at her
work thouzhtfully, then sald, ")lnmﬂr
would de teft—

“It's just this way,” her’ hnsband 1n-
terpesed abruptly: “1! no excuses, such
ag sickness, are sent, and i the people
haven't been' comiag for months, and
don't iniend coming, we are simply
determinad to drop the names—strike
‘em out. We belleve church mewmbers
should show where they stand. And—
and if you—" .

Mrs. Gregory looked up quletly.
Her voice seemed waven of ths silk
threads she was stitching in the white
"if 1 am not & member of

building couldn’t make me one.!
Simon Jefferson cried out “is that
my sister Lucy? ,Blessed it [ thought
she bad so much spirit
“Do you call that apirit?” returned
Gregory, with displessure. :

“Well!" sported Simon, “wna: do
you call it. then?" .
“Perhaps.” responded Gragory. with

marked disapprobation,
was 8plri

Grace. still attired for the srreet,
looked down upon Mrs. Gregory-as if
turned to stome. Her beautiful face
expressed something like a borror at
the other's [rreverence.’

Fran shook Dback her ha(r. and
watched with gleamiug eyes frora be.
biod the slats, not unlike a ‘small
wild creature peering from Its cage,

“Qbh,” cried Fran, “Miss Nolir, feels
so bad!”

Grace awspt from the hall, her
rounded figure tostinct with the ._\Rer-
Ings of a martyr.

. Fran murmured, “That killed ‘her!™
~And you!" cried Gregory, turning
suddenly in blind anger upon the
other—"you don't care whose hurt
you break.”
« “l haven't aby power over henrlu,“
vetorted Fran, gripping her fingers thl
her hands were little white balls, “Oh,
it' I only had! Ld :QK Bl ‘em if 1
could—like this .

She leaped to her feet.
to be defied by, vuu""
3 there to be no end
But suppose [ put an end to
this iy no

- pvrhnhn 1t

ta 1t?
1, myself—tell you that
place for you—"

“You shall mever say that!"
.| Gregory spoke up, distiactly, but not

Mrs.

in his loud tones. She dropped her
work in aome agitation, and drew Fran
10 ber heart. “I have a friend here,
Hamllton—one f{riend—and she Tmust
stay .
“Don't be uneasy, dear one,? Fran
jooked up lovingly into the frightened
face. “He won't tel me to g0. He
won't put an end to it. He won't tell
me anything!” H
“Listen to me, Lucy.“ sald Gtegory,
fils tone al(erlug "yes, she must stay

. v .
" Grace Looked Dolvn Upon Mrs. Greg:
acy BA, T 'rll! o 8mne.

other directlon, .n{ﬂ GCregory and Gracs
came slowly téward the house, baving.
withoyt,..much _difficalty, climiuated
| Simon Jefferson from’ thelr dompany.
| In trutb)gimon! Yather than be Im-
i proved by theli] conversatlon, : had
dived downia bark alley, and . Jound.
'Yntrance}bmuzh he gide.door., .\¥hen,
! Hamilton Gregory and bis aec:eury
{ cama into the reception hall, m'l ofd
+ bachelor-fay. upon(a diyan thinking ot
_his weak heartTFrad's ﬂlghl kmm

—that's muet stas. ot
course. But youLwhy will you', Irefuse
what 1 ask, when for years yoi were
one of the most fafthful attchdants
at the Walnut Street churéh?|.I am
asking you to go next Sunday because
—wall, ‘you know lhow. people| judge
by appearapse2 @ Dot mskiug it
for my sake—of courws I kiow vausr

real chnr:\z(er—bul go for. Miss
Grace's sake—go to show. ber where
you gtand

How fs 1t abont church altendlnce,
anyway?” asked Fran, with the oirof
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Gregory," said his Wl'e taintly
I am sorry that it $hould mek: me
seem obsiinate—" |
He uttered a groan, and laft the hall
in despair. His gl'sturﬁ said that he
must give it up.
Mrs. Gregory folded ‘her wark, her
s and drawn. ber lips tremu-
looked at Fran aud trica to
“We must go to rest now,”
“If we ean.’”

CHAPTER XIV.

. Fighting for Her Life.

The next day found Fran the hiuest
of the blue. No laughing now, as she
eat alote, Sall-way up Iadder tead-|
ing to Gregory's barg-loft. She meant
to be just as miserable‘as she pleased.
since there was no observer to be de-
celved by sowing cheat-seed of merri-

ent. P .

“The battle’s on 10w, to a finish."
muttered Fran despondently, “yet bere
I sit, and bere 1 Bcrooch.” Fran's
(houghts were at the abysmal stage of
discouragement. For a time, there
seemed in her heart not the tinlest
taper alight, and ip this blackness,
both hope and failure were alike judis-
tinguishable.

“But we'll see,” she cried, at last
coming down the ladder, "we'll see!”
and she ‘clenched ber fidta, flung open
the barn-door and marched upon the
house with battle in her eyes. Gird-
ing up her lolns—that fs, smootbing
ner hair—and sharpening ber weap-
ons. for -instant use, she opened the
tbrary door.

She knew Grace Nqir had gone
to the city with Robert Clinton, and
yet her ‘feeling on. seefng Hamitton
Gregory . alone, was akin to surprise.
How queerty lonesom= he looked, with.
out bis secretary! She found the phil-
anthropist Immerséd in day-dreams.
The thought ot the gogd his woney

. /

“I Want to Be Your Secretary.”

and influence were accomplistlug
thrilled his soul, while through the re-
fined ether of this pious joy appuured
the loveliness ot Grace Noir, lending
something like spiritnal sensuousess
to hig vislon of duty.

He did not want the applause of
the general public ‘any more than he
wanted his past unearthed. It was
enougl If his phnnnmmpy was kuown
to God and Grace'Nolr. : She atood, to
his mind, as a aykbol, of religion—
there can be no harm m reverencing
aymbols,

Fran's eyes drcvs him nbnlml) trom
his reverie,

“Fran,” he said, ae l£ she had ap-
peared in answer to a’ summots, I
am unhappy sbout. you| Your doter-
mination to have noth’iz to do with
the church not only dxsmsses but em-
barrasses me. You baye lusisted on
coming fnto my lite. Then why do
you disgrace It? You pretend that you
want to be liked by us,iyet you play
cards with strangers at night—it's out-
rageous.. You even threw a card in
my yard where a card was never seen
before.” - :

““Do you think cardsjare 8o very
“lcked"‘ agked Fran, looklng at him
curlously.

“You know what 1 thik. I look on
gambling as immoral. Bt it ought to
be enough for me 31mply{ to foroid It

Ste cldsed the : door,. and. placed
her back against it Sha -looked him
in the eyes, and sald abruptly—

“1 want to be your secretary.

Hamilton grippe] bis chair. "1 have
a secretary,” he ratorted, lookiug at
her resenttully. He checked words he
waould have liked to utter] on reflecting
that his secret was o Fran's keeping,
How Grace wonldshrjnk from him, It
she knew the truth—haw that mag-
nlficent flgure wduld tirn ts back
upon him—and thosd scornful, fmperi-

ofie who seeks after
thought you went to church for the
Lord's sake, and Dot for Miss Nolr’

‘1 have glven you my answer, Mr.

ous, oyes
Frav drew nenér Ste seated her-
self upoi the arm: Ir, onc oot
on the noor. and spoke wlm

T bR

intensit;
[ can také dictation :\nd meke good
copy.”

He allowed ‘his lone to sound defl-
ance—"I already have d secretary.”

Fran continued with ao eftort,
“Mother didn't like'studying, very well,
but she waa delermined to get me out
of the condition' t was born fn; shej
taught me all she knew. Wasn't she
splendid! So patent—" Fran pnused,
and stared stralght before her, stiaight
into the: memory of her-mother’s eyes.

Gregory reflected—"If thia child had
not: come, had not intrude¢ hersell
upop my life! Haven't I sufiered
cnough for fuy follies?”

“When wmother died,” Fran rescmed,
“she thought maybe Uncle ¥phratm
had mellowed, so I went to him, be-
cause I mvughl I couldn't get slong
without love.” She gbook her head,
with a pathetic iittle smile. “Put I}
could!
he.dried up. He blamed me for befog,
bora--I think, myselt, f was a mis-
take. He turped me out, but I was
so tough I just -couldnt be winter-
killed. After that 1 went back to the
show and stocked up in expertence

job like being: vour private secretary
wouldn't slrain a muscle.”

Gregory's voice cut dcross hars. "My
secretary must be in’ sympathy with
my work. 'To ekercise such talects as
1 have, is my religion, and I need a
helper whose eyes aré fixed upon the
higher life. This is final, and the sub.
Ject: must never be Teopened. 1 fiad
it very p.un{ul *

Fran's dlacovery that he had not
heard her plen, crimsoned her face.
She jumped ‘from :;the arm-chalr,
breathing rapidly. "l'lmn," she cried,
it you won't have me, get another.
The one you have must

“She shall do pothing of the sort.”
v fesponded.
* Fran retor
tell you she must go]

He struck lh? 12bl
“Never!"”

“Shall I use my Isst resouree
Fran's eyes gleamed ominously.

The hand npon' the table became 2
fist. That wae his only reply.

“] would eutreat you.”
'faltering, “and with
good would It do? None. Thera's no
use for one woman tq weep if anothér
woman 13 smiling. Dismlss your sec
retary.

He tcaned ioward her from over the
table, and spoke in a low, level 1one:
'l am going to appeal to your better,
nature. Think of the girls: of the,
street who veed rescpe, and the wom-
en of the citles' who are dying from
neglect and vice. H you hinder mj
wark, let the souls of these oufcasts
be upon your soul! You can ruin me,
but ret without rpining my sood
works. 1 don't ask you to keep silent
on my sccount—what am I but an in-
strument in the handa of Providence?
—but for the sake of the homeless
thousand3. 1 hbave atoned for mr past.
but the world, alyays ready to crucity
the divine, would rejoice to point the
finger otl-scorn at e, as i [ were still
the fool of twenty yesrs ago.”

“But your secretary—"

“Gie 18 a vital factor in my work.
It would be impossible to replace her.

Fran made a step toward him—"My
mother was replaced.”

ed siolently,

"1

with his palm.

'm well enough educated.!

Uncle Ephraim dido't mellow, i

1 mentlon it to point out that a mild |

said Frao,’
tears—but what

)
Hu started up. - ' You ahall not speak
hat. Spe livéd:ber lite, and [
et

demnnd the right to live mice.
you, thé pest is ‘ended.”

“But I am here,” returned
“f have uct ended. Can't you

‘ran.
ook
into my face and ses my mother liv-

iug? She paid for ler secret inar-
riage. wandaripg over the face of the
earth wiih her baby, U‘)mg o find
you, .1 don‘t deny that you've puid for
:all—yes even for vous desertion and
your Jiving a hidden life in this cown
Maybe yowve suffered cuough. But
that isn't the juestion. Look ar me.
1 am nere. I havel come a8 truly out

of your past as out of the past of my
darling. uncomplaining—what did you
And being here 1

‘eall her?— fnnnd ,

ask. ‘What will you do
1 waot {s—just a little love.

The long loneliess of ber life found
expresslon In the‘cager voice, in the
yearning eves. A he stared ac her.
Dbalf-stupefied, he ‘imagined she wan
holding out ler arms to him {n picad-
ing. !

Fran thougbt his covered facr a to-
ken of weakening. “Vou must kave
|loved my mother; once. Is it all so
dead and forgotten that there is noue
left for your child?"

But she was seeking to pfay upon
strings that,bad long sluce ceased to
vibrate. He could not bring back.
even in retrospect, the emotions fin-
spired by Josephine Derry. Thosa
strings had been tuned o other love-
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harmenies. To reqiember Fran's moth-
er was to bring back not the raptura
of a first passlon,:but the garish days
ot dislilusionment; He could not tell
Fran, that he had never loved her
|\m)ther. The dead must not be re-
{ proachod: the iiving could not be de-
| nied—so he was gflent.

His silence inspired ¥ran with hope,
“1 am g0 lonely, so lonely!” she mur-
mured 'plaintively. “so _very loaely!
There scems u reason for eversbody
but me—I can’t be explained. That's
why 1 am disliked. 1f there could be
one heart for me (o claim—whose
heart shouid it be? Doea no sort. of
teeling tell you whose beart it should

be?”
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Paint which sticks to glaas can b
iremoved with vinegar.

“MOVIES” FDR THE FAMILY

Time Not Far pﬁ "When Provision
Will Be Made in Home for
Picture Shows.

ES pr"dh‘non may sn(cl) be made

that'in 1 very mear future provision
will be ¢ + for moving’ pictures. in
the home. W Juen a man decidss to

bulld a house to coat, say, $25,090 or
more, the architect will plan the ple-
ture room in which the family snd
(helr guests can enjoy a select pry-
gram of latest productions. 1t may
be In connectfon with a dancing ropm
or it can be accommodated in much
less space, A profécting machine sult
able for the home will not be very
Gostly, and the filma will doubtless be
delivered each weck Dy companics or-
ganized for that spec!nl purpose. Trav-
elers returning from abroad will flnd
pictures of cities and scenes they Lave
visited a wonder(ul relp ln reciting to
triends and relatiyés inctdents of the
places they bave visited.

Another new. industry whick will
soon come Into exlstence in all the
Jarger citles will be flm photography.
Children's birthddys, garden parties,

h i
1] 1

n vmer which

will In later days or years recall pleas-
ant memories will he thus perpetu-
ated by the film pholographer. He
will er ntually be considercd ag much
a necdssity as the orchestra. Un-
doubtedly one of the most acceptable
wedding presents in days to come from
parents to bride and bridegroom wit!
be a set of progressive filma showlng
the children-as-they advacced (rom
infaney to bigh school days. As 2
feature of the wedding festivities these
pictures would afford both amusement
and entertaiument.—Popular Mecian-
ics.

Verbatim.

This, from my Cambdridge messenger
boy frfends, is réproduced verbatim:
“The ol bridge works fieid s getting
a foundation lald. Tor a new building
witch is getting bullt by the Boston
'bridge work and company. '\When the
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boys of East Cambridge used to get'
chased away trom the Sixth street
bridge where they used to go swim-
ming they used to run into.this fletd
and get there r:lolh! ou before the po-
Meeman caught thew. So they will
losé & good place to get away from the
police when they get chiased next sua-
mer."—Boston Past.
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