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SYNOPSIS.

Fran Hamilton Gregory's
home In Littleburg, but finds him absent
conducting the cholr at a camp meeting.
She repalrs thither in search of him,
laughs durin: the service and Is asked to

nrrives al

leavie. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
schools, escorts Fran from the tent, He
fells her Gregory ls o wenlthy man,

deeply Interested In charity work, and a
pillar of tha church Ashton hecomes
preatly interested in Fran and while tak-
ing leave of her, holds her hand and is
seen by Sapphira Clinton, sister of Rob-
ert Clinton, chairman of the school bosrd.
F'ran tells Gregory she wants & home
with him. Grace Nolr, Gregory's private
meoretnry, tnkes a violent dislike to I'ran
and advises her to go away al once.
¥ran hints at & twenly-yvear-old secret,
and Gregory In agltatlon asks Grace lo
leave the room. Fran relates the story
of how Gregory married a voung glrl at
Springfleld while atlending "llilr?t: and
then deserted_her,  ['ran ja thet child of
that marviage;,  Gregory had married his
present wife three vears before the death
of Fran's mother. Fran takes a llking to
Mr=, Qregory. Gregory explnins thal
ran is the daughter of & very dear friend
who 5 dead. Fran agrees to the story.
Mre, Gergory Insists on her making her
hoeme with (hem and takes her to her
armns, The breach between Fran and
Grace widens. It I= decided that Fran
must go to school. Grace sliowsg [Persis-
tant interest In Gregory's story of his
desd friend and hints that Fran may be
an imposter. She threatens to marry Bob
Clinton and leave Gregory's service, mueh
to the latter's dismay. ¥Fran declares that
the secrstury must go. Grace begins nag-
gFing tactics im an effort to drive Tran
from the Gregory home, but Mrs, Greg-
ary remalns stanch In her friendship

CHAPTER X.—Continued.
Miss Sapphira wes highly gratified.
“l wish vou'd talked this reasonable

at first. It's always what people don't
see that the most harm comes of. I'll
give a little tea out here on the ve-
randa, and the worst telkere in 'ocwn
will be in these eheirs when you bringz
Fran away from Abbott's office. Aund
I'll explain It all to 'em, and they 1!

know Abbott is all right, just as I've |
always known.

YGet Miss Grace to come,” Bob said |
sheepishly. “She doesn't like Fran. |
and she'll be glad to know Abbott is |
doing his duty by her. Later, I'll drop !
in and have a bite with you"

This, then, was Bob's “idea,"” that
no stone might be left unturned tr,!
hide the perfect Innocence of ths su-|
perintendent, He had known M;hou}
Asliton as & bare-legged urchin Tun- |
ning on errands for his widowed moth- |
er. He had watched him through stu- |
dlous years, had believed In his .fuv|
ture career—and po, no bold adventur-
ess, though adopted into Hamilton
Gregory's home, shou'd be allowed to
spoil Abbott's chances of suceess.

In his official chararter as chairman
of the board, Robert <linton marched |
with dignity into the superintendent’s |
office, meaning to bear away the wiit-
ed Fran before the eyes of weman,
Abbott Ashton saw him enter with a
zenge of rellef. The young man could
not understand why he had held
Fran's hand, that night on the foot-
bridge. Not only had the sentiment
of that hour pasted away, but the in-
terview Fran had forced upon him at
the close of a recent school-day, had |
ingpired him with actuoal hoestility It
s=emed the irony of fate that a mere
child, a stranger, should, because of
genseless gossip, endanger his chonces
of reappointment—a reappointment

which he felt certain was the hest
possible means of advancement. Why
had he held Frau's little hand? IHe

had never dreamed of holding Grace's
—ah, there was a hand, Indeed!
“Has

she been =ent down?" Bob

“Did | Get—What?"' He Returned With
a Puzzied Frown.

agked, In the hoarse undertone of a

fellow-consylretor,

“No.” Abbott was eagér to  prove
his innocence "I haven’'t seen a sign
of her, but I'm looking every minule—
glid you're here.”

Con &8 were Impracti i, be-
cause of ousied-headed, it tained

sleomed In a corng

prigskl

thore Juke 1 cried

P e certed he had hoped
Wi [y megation might fake
3HOS What are

add wis the de-

re sorey for
in ran

uard

| with exceeding primness, pronouncing

| the plaintive accents of a five-year-old

! much of Fran.

“Naw, 1 ain't sorry,” returned Jukey.
hands in pockets. Then bethinking
himself—"But 1 aln't done nothin’."

Abbott said regretfully, “He'll have
to be whipped.”

Clinton nodded, and sat down sol-
emniy, breathing hard. Abboti was
restlessly pacing the floor, and Bob
was staring at him nnwinkingly, when
the door opened and in came Fran.

Fran walked up to Abbott hesitat-
ingly, and spoke with the indistinet-
ness of awed humility. “You are to
punish me,” she explained, “by mak-
Ing me work out this original propo-
sition"—showing the book—'and you
are to keep me here till I get it."

Abbott asked sternly, “Did Misas
Bull gend me this message?"
“She & named that,” Fran mur

mured, her eves fagtened on the open
page.

From the yard came the shouts of|
children, breaking the bonds of learn-
ing for a wider freedom. Abbott, gaz-
ing severely on this slip of a girl,
found her decidedly commonplace in
appearance. How the moonlight must
have bewitched him! He rejoiced that
Robert Clinton was there to witness
his indifference.

“This is the problem,” Fran suid,
the word as if it were too large for
her, and holding up the book with a
slender finger placed upon certain
italicized words.

*Let me see i, said Abbott,
professional dryness. He grasped the
book to read the proposition. His
hand was against hers, but she did not
draw away, [or had she done so, how
could he have found the place?

Fran, with uplifted eyes, spoke in

with

¢hild: "Right there, sir iU"s
awfiul hard.”

Robert Clinton cleared his throat
and produced a sound bursting with

accumulated h's and r's—his warning
passed unheeded,

Never before had Abbott had so
The capillaries of his
skin, as her hand guivered wurmly
against his, seemed drawing her in;
and as she escaped from her splendld
black orbs, she entered his brain by
the avenue of his own thirsty cyes.
What was the use to tell himself that
she was commonplace, that his posl
tion was In danger because of her?
Suddenly her hair fell slantwise past
the corners of her eyes, making a
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| being expelled?”

BY
JOHN BRECKENRIDGE ELLIS

“

o

connection with fe—something in it
mixed up with love and friendship and
justice and mercy. Wasn't 1 silly! 1
even believed—just fancy!—that you
might really teach me something about
religion. But, no! It's all books, noth-
ing but beoks."

“Fran,” Abbott reasoned, “If we put
yvou In a room where you can under-
stand the things we try to teach, if
we make you thorough—"

“] don’'t waut to be thorough,'” she
explained, 1 want to be happy. 1
guess all that schools were meant to
do is to teach folks what's in books,
and how to stand in a straight line,
The children in Clasgs A, or Class B
have their minds sheared and pruned
to look slike; but I don't want my
brala after anybody’s pattern.”
“You'll regret this, Miss," declared
(linton, in a threatening tone. “You
sit down., Do you want the name of

“1 don't care very much about the
names of things,” sald Fran cooclly;
“there are lots of respeciable names
that hide - wickedness,” Her tone
changed: “But yonder’s another wild
animal for you to train; did you come
to gee him beaten?” She darted (o the
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| to strike out straight from the shoul-
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ing’'s a good thing, and, oh, how it's
needed. , . . Except at school—you
musetn't do anything human here, you
must be an oyster at school.”

“Aw-right,” sald Jakey, with a glim-
mering of comprebension. He seemed
coming to life, as if sap were trickling
from winter-congealment.

Bob Clinton, too, felt the {resh
breeze or early spring in his face. He
removed his spectacles,

“The first thing I knew,” Fran eaid,
resuming her private conversation
with Jakey, “I had a mother, but no fa-
ther—not that he was %Uead, oh, bless
you, he was alive enough—but before
my birth he deserted mother. Uncle
turned us out of the house. Did we
starve, that deserted mother and her
little baby? I don't look starved, do I7
Pshaw! If a woman without & cent to
her name, and ten pounds in her arms
can make good, what sbout a big
strong boy like you with a mother to
smile every time he hits the mark?
Tell thesa gentlemen you're sorry for
punching that boy."

“Sorr",” muttered Jakey
facedly.

“1 am glad to !'=ar it,” Abbolt ex-
claimed heartily. “You can take your
cap to go, Jakey."

“lLemme stay,” Jakey pleaded, not
budging an Inch,

Fran lifted her face above the
tousled head to look at Abbett; she
sucked In her cheeks and made na
triumphant oval of her mouth., Then
she seemed to forget the young man's
pregence,

“But when mother died, real trouble
Legan, It was alwaye hard work, while
she llved, but hard work fsn't trauble,
la, no, trouble's just an empty heart!
Well, gir, when I read about how good
Mr. Hamilton Gregory ls, and how
mueh he gives away—Lo folks he ney-
er sees—here I ecame. But I don't
seem to belong to anyvbody, Jakey, I'm

shame-

in hair, or flesh, or glory of eye, or
softness of lips, altogether lacking in
his physical being, but eagerly desired

“Professor Ashton,” she spoke eerl
ously, "I have been horrid. [ might
have known that school is merely a
place where young people crawl inte
books to worm themselves from Hd tc
Iid, swallowing a1l that comes in the
way. But I'd never been to school, and
I imagined it a place where a child
was helped to develop itself. I thought
teachers were trying to show the pu
pils the best way to be what they were
going to be., I've been disappointed
but that's not your fault; you are jusl
a system. If a boy is to be a black
smith after he's grown, and {f a girl
in the same class is to be a music
teacher, or a milliner, both must learn
about ab¢c and d-ef. So I'm going
away for good, because, of course, ]
couldn't afford to waste my time iv
this house”

“But, Fran,” Abbott exclaimed im-
pulsively, “don't you see that you are
holding up ignorance as a virtue? Can
you afford to despise knowledge In this
civilized age? You should want tc
know facts just because—well, just be
causge they are facts.”

“But 1 don't seem to, at all,” Frac
responded mildly. “No, I'm not ma
king fun of education when I find fauli
with your school, any more than |
gshow irreverence to my mother’s Goc
when 1 question what some people call
religion.’ It's the connection to life
that makes facts of any value to me;
and it's only in its connection to life¢
that I'd give a pin for all the religion
on earth.”

“1 don’t understand,” Abbott faltered

She unfolded her hands and heicd
them up in a quaint little gesture o!
aspiration. “No, because It isn't in ¢
book. 1 feel loet—so out in space. 1
only ask for a place in the universe—
to belong (o somebody 2

“But,” said Abbott, “you flready be
long to somebody, since Mr. Gregory
has taken you into bis home and he is
one of the best men that ever—"

outside of everyvthing, But you have
a home and a mother, Jakey, and a
place in the world, go I say ‘Hurrah!’
beeause you belong to somebody, and,
bert of all, you're not a girl, but a boy

der."

Jukey was dissolved;
Ltheir conlines.

One may shout oneself hoarse ut the

tears burst

Up Ignorance as a Virtue?"

corner, and !ou‘u'—a nereelf hesidn‘-.]:

Jakey.
“Say, now,” Bob remonstrated, pull-
ing his mustache deprecatingly. “ev-

triangle of smooth white skin to the

roots of the hair, and it seemed good, |

just because it was Fran's way and
not after a machine-turned fashion;
Fran was done by hand, there was no
doubt of that.

“8it there,” Abbott said, gravely
pointing. She obeyed without a word,

leaving the geomelry as hostage in the
tegcher's hand, When seated at a dls-
creet distance, she looked over at Bob
Clinton. He hastily drew on his gpec-
tacles, that he might look old.

Abbott volunteered, “This is
("linton, President of the Board."”

“1 Enow.”
pencil and paper, “he’s at the
of the show, and watches when
wild animals are tamed.”

Clinton drew forth a newspaper, and
opened It deliberately,

Fraon scribbled for some time, then
looked over at him again, “Did vou
get 1t?” she asked, with mlid inrerest.

“Did 1 get—what?" he returned, with
puzzled rown,

“Oh, 1 don't Know
Fran with humility;
‘Religion’.”

‘T 1 were you,” Clinton returned,
fushing, “1'd be ashamed to refer to
the night yvou disgraced vourself by
laughing in the tent.”

Mr.

head
the

what it I8, sald
“the name of it's

sald Fran, staring at her |

| arvbody knows 1 wouldn't see a dog
| burt if it could be helped,

estly—if 1 could.
to be run without authority?
ain't reasonable.
is to be biddable.”

“And you!” cried Fran to Abbotl,
peginning to give way to high pres-
sure, “I thought you were a school
teacher, not just, but also—a Esome-
thing very nice, also a teacher. But
not you. Teacher's all you are, just
rules and regulations and authority
and challt and a-b and d-e-f."

Abbott crimsoned. \Jas she right?
| Was he not something very nice plus
his vocatlon? He found himself des-
perately wishing that she might think
g0

him, turned to the lad in disgrace, and
placed her hand upon his stubborn
arm. “Have you a mother?" she
asked wistfully.

“Yeh,” mumbled the lad, astonished
at finding himsell addressed, not as
an ink-stalned busk of humanity, but
as an understanding soul

jug to him as if unconscious of the
presence of two listening men, “but 1
had one, a few years ago—and, oh, il

but was not long silent. *1 don't like
a-b-c and d-ef, she observed with
more energy than she had hitherto dis.
plaved. “They're equal to each crher,
but I don't know why, and [ den't dare,
because it doesn’t seem [0 matter.
Nothing interests me unless [t has
something to do with living. These
angles and lines are nothing to me;
what 1 care for is this time I'm vast
ing, ¢itting in a stuffy old room, \vhile

|

up impetaously.
“git down!” Abbott commanded
“FFran!"” exclaimed Robert
stamping hia foot, *“sit down!”
Fran sank back upon the bench.
“] suspect,” said Abbott mildly

| tried In acts—deeds.

“Fran,” Abbott Interposed severely,
“attend to your weork.”
Fran bent her head over the desk, |

the good big world Is enjoying itself
just outside the window.” She sturted

Clinton,

“that they have put you in classes too
i | that boy,

rooms,” Fran explained, “T want to be
vntll 1 came |

seems 80 long since she died, Jakey—
three yvears is a pretty long time 10 be
without a mother. And you can’t think
| what a fault-blindest, spoilingest, ciun-
| diest mother she was. I'm glad yours
| is living, for you still have the chance
to make her proud and happy.

No matter how fine | may turn out—
do yvon reckon I'll ever be admircd by
anybody, Jakey? Huh! 1 guess not.

to enjoy it. Won't you tell Profeasar
Asghton that you are sorry?"

“Fran—" Abbotl began.

Fran made a mouth at him. 1 dow't
belong to your school any more,” she
informed bhim. “Mr. School Director
can tall you the name of what be can
do to me; he'll find it classified auder
the E's.”

After this expiosion, she iurned
agaln to the lod: *“! saw you punch
Jakey, and | heard you say

far advanced. We must ry you
another room—" vou dido't, and yet it wes o good
“But I dou't want to be tried in|punch. What made you deny it?

Punched aren't bad Ideas. If | conld
strike out like you did, I'd wait tll |

here. T'd never been to school z day | 58w & man bullying a weaker oav, and
| im my life,” she went on In a conliden- | 1'a stand up te him Fran inaped
izl tone, T agrecd Lo attend lh-a“.gi-m--i impulsively to her feot, and d =“"_"
1 imagined gchool ought 1o have syme | her atp—"and I'd let her land? Panch

. the reader to cast his hat to the ceil-

I'm Jakey's | black eyes. It
friend, and I'd be yours, Fran—hon- | Fran could project past experiences
But how's a school |
You | ception. At her, “When mother died.”
All we want of you| Abbott saw the girl weeping beside

¥ran, after one long glowing look at |

“] haven't,” said Fran softly, talk-!

But if { wore, mother wouldn't be hare |

delivery of a speech which, if served
upon printed page, would never prompt

ing, No mere print under bold head-
lines did Abbott read, but rather the
changing lights and shadows in great
was marvelous how

upon the screen of the listener's per-

the death-bed.
don't belong to anybody,

When sghe sighed, “1
" the school

director felt like c¢rying: “Then be-
long o mel™
Fran now completed her work, She

rose from the immovable Jakey and
came over o Abbott Ashton, with
meckly folded hands.

He found the magic of the moon-
light-hour returning., She had mel-

“Oh, let's go home,” cried Fran im
patiently. “Let’'s all of us skip out ol
this chalky old basement-smelly place
and breathe the pure air of life.”

She darted toward the door, ther
looked back. Sadness had vanishec
from her face, to give place to & sud
den glow. The late afterncon-sur
shone full upon her, and she held he:
lashes apart, quite unblinded by its
intensity. She seemed suddenly 1l
lumined, not only from withouf, bui
from within.

Abbott selzed his hat. Robert Clin
ton had already snatched up his. Jake)

squeezed his eap In ap agitated hand
All four hurried out into the hall as i
moved by the same spring.

Unluckily, as they passed the hall
window, ¥Fran looked out. Her eyet
were cavght by a group seated ou the
verapda of the Clinton boarding house
There wére Miss Sapphira Clinton
Miss Grace Nolr, and several mothers
gipping afternoon tea. In an insrant
Fran had grasped the plot. That cloug
of witnesses was banked against the
green weather-boarding, to behold ber

ignominy.
“Mr. Clinton,"” said Fran, all sweat

lowed — glowed — softened—woman-
{zed—Abbott could not find the word
for it.
ress not to be defined—a something

YOUR MIND ON YOUR WORK

Man Who Makes Good Ils One Who
Can Shut Out of Mind All but
One Thing.

The man who makes good 18 Lhe
man who can shut out of his mind ail
but one thing. An unsuccessful prin-
cipal of a school ouce said that every
teacher ought to be able to do three
things at once. Of course, he was
wrong. The teacher who does one
\8ing at a time aod- does it well Is
giving the pupil the best possible ob-
ject lesson In concentration. We
have to learn to think clearly amid
distracting noises, to go forward on &
strait and narrow way without diver-
sions and excursions that waste our
(ime and our substance, and to keep
at work regardless of the “tired” feel-
ing, the “spring” feellng, and whether
the fishing is good or oot When the
eoft breege comes In at (he window
we stiffen the moral fiber against its
allurement We must pin our atten-
tion firmiy to tha turgid and dry
géometry of a legal brief, or the ser
rled figures of the daybook or the
| husy system of & mercantile establish-
| ment, and let other thought
turn &% the end

every

awall

She quivered with an exqguisite.

af ofiice |

ness, all allurement. “I am going &
ask of you a first favor. I left my hal
up in Miss Bull's room and—"

“1 will get it.," said Abbott promptly
CONTINUED.)

(TO BE

hours. You may have heard a great
lawyer In actlon in a crowded court
room. What was the secret of his
power? It was that he would not let
the jury's attention or the witness
tongue wander from the relevant
facts, He kept insistently to the
straight ling that §s the shortest dis
tance from point to point, He curt
ly dismissed all that was super
fluous, Immaterial and calculated to
blur ithe salient outlines of the mal
ter in conlroversy.

Anesthetized Rejection Slip.

Elizabeth Jordan sald that with al
the manuscripts the late Margaret E
Sangster had occasion to return, no
one ever carried a heartache with it

She saw evervone who wanted to seq
her, receiving all callers, She wat
greatly intergsted in young writers
And when they had no writing giit
tactfully shé would set them going or
in eome otheér direction. Perhaps som«
woman who had brought her poor lit
tle efforts to Mre. Sangster could bake
sweetmeais, though she couldn’|
writee Then would Mrs, Sangste
work sround among the club wolne!
she knew untll she got sufficient or

 LIVER; BOWELS

No sick headache, biliousness,

bad taste or constipation
by morning.

Get & 10-cent box.

Are you keeping your bowels, liver,
and stomach clean, pure and fresh
with’ Cascarets, or merely forclog a
passageway every few .days with
Beits, Cathartic Pills, or Ofl or
Purgative Waters? Kow :

Stop baving a bowel wash-day. LAt
Cascarets thoroughly cleanse and reg-
ulate the stomach, remove the sodd
and fermenting food and foul gases,
take the excess bile from the liver
and carry out of the system all the
constipated waste matter and polsons
in the howels,

A Cascaret to-night will make you
feel great by morning. They work
while you sleep—never gripe, elcken .
or cause any Inconvenience, and cost
only 10 cents a box from your store.
Milllons of men and women take a
Cascaret mow and then and mnever
have Headache, Billousness, Coated
Tongue, Indigestion, Sour Stomach or
Constipation, Adv.

Most Any Time.

The scene s set.

A country road, trees, sky, summer
homes, a lake in the distancéd, A
steam rallway line crosses the road
at right angles. :

Enter, up the road, an automobile,
well loaded and running at high -
speed,

Enter at the far right an express
train.

Both automobile gnd train are rush-
ing toward the crossing.

Owner of automobile to chauffeur:
“Can you make 1t1"

The chauffeur, speeding up:
I can make {t!"

He dossn't.—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

HAIR CAME OUT IN BUNCHES

Route No. 3, Box 20A, Broken Ar
row, Okla—"My trouble began with
an itching of the scalp of my head.
My scalp at first became covered with
flakes of dandruft which caused mé to
scratch and this caused a breaking
out here and there on the scalp. It
became so irritated until I could not
rest at night and my hair would come

“8““

“out in bunches and becams short and

rough.

“Everything 1 used would cause it
to grow woree and it continued that
way for about three or four years.
While reading the paper 1 saw the
advertisement of Cuticura Soap and
Ointment and sent for a sample. It
proved so good that I decided to get
gome more. [ used them as directed
and in two weeks 1 saw & good ef-
fect. Now my hair is8 longer and
looks better than I have ever known
it to be. I give all the eredit of my
cure of scalp trouble to the Cuticura
Soap and Ointment.” (Signed) Mra.
Ella Sleffleld, Nov, 30, 1812,

Cuticura Soap and Ointment gold
throughout the world, Sample of each

free,with 32-p. Skin Book. Address post- —

card “Cutlcura, Dept, L, Boston."—Adv,

Sadder Still.

Discussing a recent political scan- -
dal, in which an official was accused
of dishonesty, Richard Harding Da-
vis, lunching with a number of theat-
rical stargs at a [ashionable roof gar-
den in New York, sald, with a sigh:

“He is a man 1 would have thought
incapable of baseness. It Is sad to
think that every man has his price”

“Yes,” sald a comedian, “but a sad-
der fact still is that half the tirne he
can't get It"

THINK OF THE MILLIONS
that have boen relieved in the past 76
vears by Wright's Indian Vegetable
Pills and decide whether they are not
worth a ftrial. They regulate the
bowels, stimulate the liver and purlfy
the blood. Adv.

Their First Tiff.

“I'm sorry I ever married wou!"™
shrieked the bride, on ihe ocecasion of
their first quarrel

“You ought to be!™ retorted the
groom, really angry and bitter for the
first time. “You beat some nice girl
out of a good husband.”

important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy {o
infantg and children, and see that I,L'

Bears the
YTk

Signature of
In Use For Over 30 Years,
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castorim

Easily Seen,
“"Have the Jinxes a fambyv skeles
tont" A~
“Yes, nnd she's wearing one of thege
silhonette gowns, too." — Liverpool
Merceury,

Against a Stone Wall.

“My poor man, you ara the picture
of dejection,” sympathetically deciar
ed the prison visitor.

“"And a framed plcture, at that,
added the convict.—Buffalo Express,

The world production of tin last
yvear was 114,196 tons, as compared
with 166,828 tons the year before.

For the treatment of colds, sore throat,
ete., Dean's Mentholated Cough Drops give
eure relief—5¢ at all good Dmggists,

man employment—Chyistige Hernig

ders for sweelmeats o give that wo |

Pollteness opens many doors, but
they are ususlly self closing,
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