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“Was she Kkilled?"| Abbott nsked,
concealing his! astonishment over Si-
mon's evldent acquaiptarice with the
black tent before w ich they hed
paused. .

“Well,”" Simen reludtantly conceded,
“n-pno, she wasn't-td say killed—but
dreadfully bruised up, Abbott, very
p’-llnlul I saw it all; this carnival has

SYNOPSIS. -

>
A=

rope that was stretched In front 92 th
big cage, grumbled at being elbowea
by weary mothers aud broad-chested
farmers,

The band entered aud squatted
blae boxes in one corner. Show,
coats were rcmoved . in deference to
sweltering heat, and melody pre
in undress. Threo bears, two ¢ s
aud a bicycle sharpened Interest in
what was to come, whetting: the
upon jokes blunter than the |
gence of the pudienge. Even the

ow York—“Big Tinl Sullivaz,
¢ York politician who rose fi
'sboy 1o congressmap, is dead.
is mangled body wag identified by
step-Urother, Larry |Mulligan, et
it had lain for 13 days in a local
Bue. i )
Sullivan, who was ill, elnded his
nurses August 31, and a.few hours af-
ter| was struck and killed by a train
at Petham parkWwa;
“Dry Dollar,” “The |Big - Feller,”

ihe
7 artives at [Tumilton  Gregorys rom

! g
home in Littleburg; [but finds him abeent
ching e iS4 At 8 comb Heetlng,
o Bl reis thiier) in search ;
ruchs during the aqrvico and s os .
Lcave. Abbott A"‘m o aerinichdént of window, where
Kchools, vscorts om the tent. 110 | hear|a falnt, faraway sound. 1 jndge
:,g'g;l,"fnw‘;;;‘m i rom some| carnlval band. Take
0 T chalr and  listen uttcntl\“ly.
2418 are yOUDger—now
bott did ot get all of this be-
of the |[Gargantuan roar that
t through| the window, but he

|

Fran gave up flight, ahd.stopped to upon
Nook at him. A smile slipped from the
corner of one eye, to get|caught at the
corner of her demure ipouth. “When
you dlsappeared, you left me yourself.
A friend always does. I've bad you all
the time.”

Abbott glowed. “Still] it fsn't exact-
ly the same as If I l‘md been able to

sometimes I magine 1 his)
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e 8 pei
! Sosretary takes iy tilted
. Fat® ance.
g3 ko away opd

: Grcsnr) hag marcied
present wl g ore the dead
gf Frans molhcr o taken a. king
Gre Gregory \ cxplol
l‘ran s mo dnuzh(u‘ ery
ran

o 3
Springfleld to investiguic A
Fran enlists. Abbott {n her battle agalnat
Brace. Fi ers services to Greg-

th ce will Inve Gre;
Ehnton grecs ta Lcrn stient,
%o a corner th
Gresors 15 forced. o dlbmiss Orace. Gem
ks affered the iab of bookiecper [ Cll:
tar's stol Grego declares he
S W Sinaelt If she marries Clinton,
ory's Intatuation jeads him
e s her atone
of his past. Grace
Y marrled the

TS, Gragors betore the death o
Jran's mother. he is oot nosw legally mar-
rled. They decide t 3

¢ CHAPTER XXIL.—GContinued.

“We'd better separate,” Gregory
‘hearsely w) ispcrcd. “We'll meet: t
the station.”

“No.. It he SEL’S us, Y\hal wouldy

2 the use? Anyway, hell have to ke,
tomorrow . _. everybody will kil ¥
tomorrow! No." sald Grace, ovefed a-
ing a slight xndeclsmn, “the imporight
thing is not -fo be stopped, “hoever
sces. Come this way,”

“But there's no chance out, Lhak
way,” Gregory-returned, with the ob-
stinacy- of the'weak. “And if he does
see us, ft won't do to be seeming to
iry to hide." :

 “But we are hiding," Grace sald deft-
‘sitely. “Poselbly we can keep moving
sbout, and be will go away."

"Why should we bide, anyhow 2" de-
oranded Gregurv twith sudden show of
apiit. |-

To that, she ‘made no reply. It he
dldn! know, whu was the use to tell

Oregory maved o
over his [houlder.

‘but glanced back
L‘A\nw, he's getting

" ‘he sald §n| agitation. “He's
making his way right toward us. . . .
M right, let him cpme!”

' “In here—qulck!"} cried Grace, drag-
ging him to one side. Qulek!”
".A volce dtopped |them with,
}Ick!u. please,”

“Oh, no,” walled Gmgnry, “not fnto
i show, Grace. . We can’t go into &
Bhow. It'b—-(t‘l Impossible.”

She spoke rﬂp[dly “We must. We'll
o safa-in thete, because no one would
laver suppoée we'd go into such &
Dlace.”

“But Graee,” sald Gregory ﬂrmly.

7% cannot—I wlll not go fato a show.
« The volce nddressed him again:
"Ite firstelass In| every particular,
lady. There is nothing here to bring
the blush of shame to the cheek of the
most fastidious. Sge thoso flerce man-
eating llona that h:u'e been captured
4n the remotest futigles of Alrlu:—

Gregory looked back.

Robert Cilaton wgs-drawing nearer.

yet be had not discovered thdm,
Dut his eyes, grown flercer and miore
umpazlenl, weTe never. at rest.

‘Your

‘With & groan, Gregory thrust some
meney into tho showmgn's hand, and
bo pod Grace, mingled
wightseers. flocking urder the black,
tont. . !

¢ CHAPTER XXII. ‘
. . The Street Fair,
| Littleburg was trembling under the
Eesttul din‘ot 2 carnival too big for, it,
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Handclasp Was So Hearty

That

e Was Slightly Dlsconcerted.
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Later he
self in a cloud-burst of con-

when

eared bis eyes of the red and
w, he saw Fran disappear
bit of crimson glaas at the

Fran

then fled—

touch your hand. Suppose we chake
hands, little friend; what do you
say

T don't say anything]” Fran rctort-
ed; “I just shake.”

Her handclasp was
be was slightly disconcé
friendship so great that
in her beart for something greater.

“I want to talk 'to ybu, Frap, talk
and talk, oh, just about all the long
night ‘through! Come, let me take
you back home—"

“Home? Me? Ridlc\"nus’ But I'll
tell you the best place that ever was,
for the kind of talking you and I
want to do to each other. Abbotf, it
won't atter to you—wiil it?>—at what
place I gay to mect me, at about half-
past nine?”

“Why, Fran! 1t’s not eight o'clock,”
Abbott remonstrated, glancing toward
the courthouse clock to find it stopped,
and then consulting his watch. “Do
you think I am going ta walt till—"

“Til half-past nine," gald Fran, non-
chalantly. “Very well, then."”

“But what will we d'P in the mean-
tlm(' t we're not to ulk -
7" she mocked ‘hlm “Listen,

Abbott, don’t look so grass. I've &
triend in town with a slck daughter,
and ehe's A real friend:so I must go
to help her, a while.” |

He wes both mystified ard disap-
pointed. “I didn't know you had any
such friends In Littleburg,” he remon-
strated, remembering how. unkind
tongucs had set the [village agalnst
her. i

Fran threw back her head, and her
gesture was full of prlde and confi-
dence. “Oh!” she cried, 'the town is
full of my friends.”

He could only stare ‘at her fn dumb
amazement.

“Al right, (hen " She snid with the
greatest cheerfutness,| * balf-past
nine. You understand, tha dato—nlne-
thirty. Of course )ou woulde't Lave
me desert a friend in trouble. Where
shall we meet, Abbott-—at nine-thirty?
Shall we say, ut the SnakeEater's?"
ho exclaimed, “I'll wait
for'you as long as 1 must, even if it’s
the eternity of nxnm{m;, and I'd go
anywhero In the world to meet you,
cven to the den of the Snake-Eater.”

“That's the way for a friend to
talk!" she declared, $uddeénly radant
—a full Fran-sun, now. lnstead of the
slender. penetrating Fran-beam.

Seeing a leg-lined lane opening be-
fore her, she darted forward.

Abbott called—"But I can't promlise
to talk to you as a friend, when we
meet—I mean, just ag a {riend.”

Fran looked back at him, still daz
zling. “I only ask you to treat me a8
well,” she said with agsumed bumility,
“as we aro told we onght to treat our
—enemles.”

0 hearty ihat
rted, Was her
t left no room

®

GHAPTER|XXIHL
The Congueror.
_After the extingulshment of the
Fran-beam, Abbott wanted to be zlone,
to meditate on stellar and solar bright-

roflection was impostible.
not even escaps recognition, one could:
not even detach oneselt from a Simon
Jefterson.

“Got, back to town agaln, he) 7 sald
Slmon. ‘That was enough sbout Ab-
bott; Simon passed at once to.a MoOre
Interesting theme: “Taken in  the
Lion Show, yet?" i
“I'm just waitivg for nlne-thirty:
. . 1 bave an engagement” Fu-
tite words, indeed, since it was now
ouly elght o'clock.

“You coms with me, then, I know
all the ropes. Hey? Oh, yes, I know
mother thinks me in bed—for good-
ness’ sake don't tell on me, she'd be
scared to death. But actually, old
man, this carnival| is good for my
heart. 'Tign't like gulnx to_church, one
bit. Preaching mlke! me ' feel op-
pressed, and that's what scares me—
teeling oppressed.” He rubbed his griz-
zled hair nervously. “Just for feai
somebody'd go tell,|I've had to sneal
into all these shows like I'd been
thiet in the night”

5 Simon urged Abbott hlong In the di-

put hew life into me-+here! Get your
ticket in a jitfy, or all the seats’ll he
taken. You can't stand there like that
—sgive me yoyr quarter, I know how
to jump in ;u:;] get first place. That
ticket agent knows me; I've beeu in

platlrorm before the
black tent,'a yoice came through a
megaphone: SThe Big Show. The
Blg Show. See those emormous lons
riding in baby karriages while La Gon-
Izett] makes lother |llons dance the
fandango to heér violin. See those—"

“Here, Abbott, follow!” called the
breathless Simon Jefferson. “Of course
we'll see’ whu( s thefe—no use listen-
ing to him, like an [introduction in a
novel of Beott’s: telll g it all first. You
follow me.” |

Abbatt lauqhed loud at Simon's
abllity as lhef pushed, thelr way un-
der the tent.

“Ub-huh,  now sge that!” groaned
Simon roproach{ullf, as he looked
about, “Every seat|taken. I tel) you,
Fow've got to Iift your feet to get into
this show. - Well, hang on to the rope
—don’t let anybody] gouge you out of
standing room.” K

At least two-thirds of the space un-
der the tent®was taken up by tiers of
seats férmed of thin, and apparently
tragile, blue plankp, springy to the
foot and to the ear. From
aardened ground to fringed tent-ceil-
ing, these overlapping rows of narrow
boards were brimm}ng with men, wom-
en and children [who, temaclous of
their holdings, seqmed each to con-
tain in his pockets the feet of him who
sat immediately behind.

The seats facedfan immense cnge
which rose almost {o the roof.
it was empty, buf smaller adjoining
cages promised an anithated arena
when the signal should be given.

Gregory and Grake Nolr had sought
refuge on the highgst seat, where they
might overlook thg crowd; here, with
heads bent forward as {f to avold the
canvas, they hoped to escape observ.
tion. Thaunks to the influx of country
foik, Littleburg citizens were rarely
to be seen at such{shows until a later
and more fashiondble hour. Gregory
was relieved to finfl his topmost plank
filted with strangey:
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that we have been|
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obody will find out
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“It he comes
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in, stoop lowi
“They’re al|

dence 18 with

son!” He .wa

concealment..
“Hush!  Yes—:
Grégory| ‘pulled,

eyes. i

Into the tead stteamed a fresh Lody

8 to

nd Abbott Ashton.”
his bat over his

As yet, |t

ceased playing though that ba
seemed possible; its; depressin|
dantinos had not only subdued the
bears, rendering them a2 harml:
kittens, but had
the audience. R

Into this 2tmosphere of tamed
ness, suddenly flashed a little ﬂg e
whose quivering vitality communp
cated electric thrills. Even the ns
moved less like treadmill hurnes. as
they took their stations at the smaller
cages, waiting to 1t the sates that
would admit the restless lions into the
central cage. |

The form that had appeared—one
knew not whence—was that of a|stight
women, dressed iz a short skirt ot
blue, and bodice of white satic! The
trimmings which ran I all dxrecuons
were rich in pendants of gold and
rubles. Above -all, there was the al-
luring mystery of a cﬂmﬁon‘mnk
which effectually hid the wqman's
face.

Simon whispered into AbbﬂtL" al-
ways ,unready ear: . “That la::‘. La
Gonizettl. Wonder what this means?
La Gonizettl is much moro of a wom-
an than this one, and she doesn't wear
a mask, or much of anything elze. La
Gontzettl doesn’t care who sces her.
Why, this is nothing but a nm‘e—
tell you now, if she ain’t on to her job,
I mean to have my money back.” Si-
mon glowered.

Abbott stared In great pzrp.exll)’.
“Then who Is she?” he exclatmed “Si-
mon—doesn’t ske remind you joi—ot
some one we know?”

“Naw. She's got on La Gonizetti’s
dress, and her voice has the | show
gitls  clangy-tin-hanny-whangdoodle,
but that's all I recognize.” .

Abbott wondered that Simon
to notlce the similarity hetwes
show-girl's movements aud tho
Fran. This woman had Fran'd
To be sure the voice was entir
ferent, but the rapjdity and ds
ness of #ction, and the air of aut,
were Fran's very own. Howev
show-girl's hands were as gark
Italian’s, while Fran's were—w
so dark, at any rate,

Abbott's brow did not relax.
stood motlonless, staring at
thitg before him with painful
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1y dif
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11, not

He
every.
intent-

Up uear the Toof, Grego
Grace scarcely obsgrved the er
of the lion-tamer. Secured, from
esplal, absorbed in cach other| they
were able, thanks to the surrounding
clamor of volces, to discuss their fu-
ture plans with some degree of confi-
dence.

Simon told Abbott—*Anyw;
amateur would rub up agains!
beasts, 8o I guess:it's all right.
ain't but two lions; bill say
man that wrote the bll waa thi
efght, I reckon.”
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TRULY A[VALUABLE HOUND
Visitor From' Casta Rica Tells Story
Which Some People Might Find

I Hil‘d 1o, Believe.

stence of the banana
hown to be & fact!
ust arrived io this
rt Limon, Costa Rica,
all about the banana
drove of them him-
18 Hezekiah
for many yeara the
ha plantation In Costa

At last
hound has,

he
been
who
m' Po
nows
has

X

not only
hound, bu!
self.  The
Spottiswodd, an
owner of 4 baha
Rica. i
“Is the banan:
ery up- here?)
“My word,| how
ways hava them
sential adjunct
tlon;

hound a new discor-
he.asked in surprize.
ingular! Why, we al-
‘They are a very es.
to' a banara planta-
almost, I should
he breed? They are
polnter and a South

t 18

rection taken, but a few minutee b

stands in front of the trec nnd gives

a {ong moan, which Bounds (amlllar to
(he slren at Sandy Hook. IThen he
polnl.s to o particular buneh with his

The acent of the hound 18 unerring.
It has never been kuown to fail
© “And you never heard of them?"

. No Joy Viait,

A Glasgow journalist who was care-
less of his personal appearance was
assigned to write something about a
show 'at 'a leading Glasgow theater.
He presented his card 2t a box-office.

The maanger cama out and !looked
at the disheveled visitor dubiously.

“Did you come here to writa some-
thing about the play—to work?” he
asked. .

“Do you think I'd come I
theater for amusement?" ask
journalist as he stalked out.—
day Evening Post.

your
d the
Satur

Tim," was a sadly'shrunken fig-
ure, physleally, financially and poié-
cally compared with what he was a
fowf years ago. When he was in ro-
hus‘l health he was a fine-looking, up-
standing man of some 210 pounds
weight. Jllness robbed his form and re-
duded; it to its youtbful slenderness.
He| weighed scarce 140 pounds at the
time of his death. Helwas only &0,
and mever touched Tiquor or tabacod;
bu-‘ an attack of dlabetes and an ever-
growidg burden of worry and uztn
dregged him down.

Big Tim, the idol of the Eowery.
hag been one of the most picturesque
figures in Amerlean polities. He loom-
ed ltarge in the dusky background &f

Tammany Hall." His word was law
inany thousands. He had the larg-
perconal following any man { New
'k politics ever could 'command, No
h ever has been more generous fo
thel degion of the hopeless, the army
of the down and out. Twice or thrice
a year hie fed 8,000 or 10,000 homeless
men, and once or twice 2 year he sup-
pligd shoes to equal number of waste
men of the Bowery. He made mil-
lions.of dollars, and ng one accused
kim of being stingy or mean.
dongressman Sullivan’s mind weak-
ened in the spring of 1912. He dad
suffered from dabetes, but a vear and
21f ago symptoms of paresis de-
. Last January he became fhe
fini of hallucinations, He was ex-
mely melancholy. Hls friends took
abroad hoping that Yest and quiet
England would restore him. Suli-
yearned for New York and fimal
July 16 last, he was! brought back
y a shadow of himself.
e had few close relations. Lar-
Mullizan, a half brother, and Pat-
H ’Sulln:m a brother, Mrs. Eu-
sister. and two
ieces, the childrén
C. Summers. who
s ago survive him.
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istoric Cave Used By Thieves.

ainibal, Mao—"Mark Twain's”
ve, south of Hannibal, where Tom
Sawyer and his comparions had their
renflezvous, was the scefie of the find-
ing|of §4,000 worth of plunder, which
five Hanpibal boys conféssed they kad
stolen. The boys told the police that,
aher robbing trains and residences,
across the river from here, they mid
their oot in the woods and al pight
conveyed it across the river in a skift
Seven thousand  clgarettes were
found: in the cave made famous by
Mark Twain.

Plans for Army Aviation.
— Plan:
adopted for an army 4
at Fort Sam Houston,
include buildings costin
000, are being considere
of the quartermaster

army, Major Gen. Ale:
has; been proposed to b
rigid dirigibles, W
1d have to be p\lrchseed abroad at
st of §175,750 each, [as no attempt
has been made to mpnufacture the
Jarger types in this codhtry. ' |,

viation center
Texas; whicb
g about $180.
d by the chief
corps  of the
shire. It adso
y at ledst two
ich  probably
wo
a o

Ichigan Military Man Reslgns.
Waehington—Col. Co!
ner|of the United States army has re-
tired ‘and will spend the remainder bf
his|day on his fruit farm in Oregon.
Col! Gardener, 3 long time was one of
the|best known men in!Michigan, He
wes one of ihe staunchisupporters bt
Hazen S. Pingree and had charge c[
the |Pingree potato patches {n’ Detrait
while Pingree was mayor, Col. Garde-
per|was born in the Netherlands. His
fathier, a clergyman, lef¢:that’ count]
owing ta religious persecution against
the non-conformists and) coming {o the
United States, setﬁed n Kalamazoo,
Mich.

. |
. John Asmanv and Alexander Moore
of Rort Huron, who recel
a gtretch of beach pro
FEdison Beach, announce|

erty north bf

the city’s life, the strongest poudcltn B

melius Garde- .

ptiy. Dnrchased .

that they will .

r.:

cessary thing to know
be banacas f{rom the
When they have at-
shade of green, then
w it's very difficult to
horoughly up in eolor
termine this®matter.
banana  hound,

Paris Dress E;peﬂ.
In Paris the authors bave a
who segs thém Tight a5 to the dr ot 1a1s.
tho women they write about! Thc state houfd of
teils them whetlier they have u e nuupoes the’ uppmnu:ne
right words to describe the dre anuon of (‘Aos(er,
whether the colors that are fr thu,departmeni of ed:
able.are hamed, The woman w! \Veslem Mlchizan norf
thix {8 slways anonymous, and thig clty Mr. Cameron
him, and mu the { but hersell md the author ia Hocek

H‘, ot her. exis

lot absence: returned to fiud himseltjat
{Hamliton Gregory!s doof. He discov-
ed old Mrs. Jeffersan in the front
this July night—b o
lage i on no friendly terms with &
- ing dew; bt every winddw was o
“Come {n,” she crled, de]llhted\
isight of his handsone, smiling face—
{he had bedn smiling most of the time
|dosing hid:drive from Slmmtown with
N lgobert Clintop. Ham Isit. by

muc]
ther

fou

brighter she was than all
shifting units of humanity.
ht' his way toward her de-
, finding she was about to

d. - Was she actu&!ly try-
de hlm'

e crled reproachtully as
d her-side. “How have you
to run away from me after

loat lor weeks? - Nobody
javer, be found.”

fore, by Hamilton presnry and Gracel
Noir. “You see'| -Simon pante
“when the girl leli\uﬂ the trap
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