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So Tired
it may be from ovemwork, but
the chances are its from an in-
sctive LIVER .
with a well gonducted LIVER
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without fatigue. =
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people are evil minded enough to think
that 1*—

don't got rid of that girlk”

i

i
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“Yes, sir-e-heh,
minds to that."
“And who do you mean by ‘we? "
. ¥The members of this congregation,"”
replied Btrong tmpatiently.
“"Am 1 to usderstand that you are
speaking for them?" There was a
deep frown between the young pas-
tor's eyes. He was begluning to be
perplexed.
“Yes, apd as dencon of this church.”
*Then ns dencon of this church you
tell the congregation for me that that
18 oy affalr”
“Your affalr,” shouted Btrong, “when
that girl 8 lvin' under the church's
roof, eatin® the charch's bread!”
“Just one moment! You don't quite
understand,
ehureh, and for that position I recelve
or am supposed to recelve a salary to
live on and this parsonage, rent free,
to llve In. Any guests that | may bave
bere are my guests and not guests of
the church. Remember lhm, please™
There was an embarrassing ellence.
The deacons recalled that the pastor's
salary was slightly in arrears. KElver-
son coughed meekly, Strong started.
“You keep out of thig, Elverson™ he
erled. *“I'm runnln’ this affulr, and |
ein't forgettn' my duty nor the par-
son's.”
*I shall epdeavor to do y duty as

We've made up our

I see 11" answered Douglus, turnlng
away and dismilssing the motter,

“Your duty In te your chureh,” thun-
dered Strong.

“You're right about that, Deacon
Btrong," nnswered Douglas, wheeling
about sharply, “and my duty to the

church s reason enough for my neting
exnctly og 1 ani ol 1o thls ense,"”

“Yq yopre daty to the church the only
reason you keep that glel here®

“No; there are other reasons.™

“1 thounght so" .

“Yon've heard her story—you must
have heard  She wns left with me by
an old elown who belonged In the el
cus where 8o worked. Before ho died
he asked me to look after her. Bhe
has no one else. 1 shall certalnly do
8o."

“That was when sho was hurt. Bhe's
well now and able to go buck where
ghe eame from. Do you expect us to
bave our young fulks mssoclatin’ with
a clrens ridin' giel ¥

*Bo, that's It!" cried the pastor, with
o pitylng look. “You think this child
t@ unfit for your homes because she
wns once in o cireus. For some rea-
gon cireus to you spells erime. ¥ou
call yourself o Christlan, Dencon
Btrong, and yet you {oslst that T send
n good, Innveent girl back to a life
which you say s ginful. I'm eshomed
of you, Strong—I'm ashamed of yout”

“That talk don't do no good with
me!” roared Btrong., [Me was desperats
at belng accusad of an un-Christian at-

titude,
*] aln't askiy’' you to send ber back

to the clrcus. I don’t eare where you
sond her, OGet her nwny from here;
that's all"e

“Not so long as she wishea to stay.”
“You won't?" Strong saw that be
most try a new attack. He came close
to Douglas and spoke with a marked
{nstnoation. “Lf you wos a friend to
the girl, you wouldn't wagt the whole

tion a-pointin’ o at ber*
em do you meanT

*] mean that you're livin' here alobe
with ber and it looks bad—bad for the

talkin'.”
“Are you trying to tell me that my

Douglas stopped. He could
pot frame the question. “1 don't be-
lieve 1" be concluded shortly.
#You'll be made to belleve it if yoo

*Do belleve 7 He turned
g man at his side. “Do
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I am minister of this

taught the meaulng of true Christian.
fty.* The deison wos plainly disape
polnted,

“Is it possible?' gaspcd Elverson
wenlly,

“Well, what are you goln’ to do
about It¥ nnked Btrong when he
could trust himself to Bpedk again,

“I ghainl do what Is best fur Misa Pol-
Iy, sald the pastor quletly, but firmly,

He turntd away to show that the
Interview was at an end. Strong fol-
lowed him. Douglas polnted to the
gnto with a meaning not to be mis-
taken. "Good afternoon, dencon.”

Strong hesitated. He looked at the
pastor, then at the gate, then at the
postor ngaln, *I'll go* he shouted,
"but It nlo't the end!” He slammed
the gato behind him,

“Quite 8o, qulte so," chirped Elver-
8on, ot having the slightest ldea of
what he was saying. Ile saw the
frigld expression on the pastor's face;
be counghed behind bis bot nnd fol-
lowed Stroug,

CHAPTER X,

UGLAS dropped wearily on to
the rustic bench. He sat with
drooped hend and unseelng
eyes. e did not hear Polly ns
she scurrled down the path, her arms
flled with autumn Jenves. She glane-
el at him, dropped the bright colored
follage and slipped quickly to the
pearest free.  “One, two, three for
Mr, John!" she cried as she patted the
huge brown trunk.

“ls thot you, Polly? ho asked ab-
sently.

"Now It's your turn to cateh me”
sho anld, Hogering vear the tree. The
postor was agaln lost In thought,
“Aren't you golng to play any moro?'
Thera was a shade of disappointment
in her voles, Bha came slowly to his
slde,

“Bit here, Polly,” he-answered grave-
Iy, polnting to o place on tho bench
™ want to talk to you."

“"Now I've done spomething wrong,"
sho pouted. 8ho gathered up her gar-
Innds and brought them to n place
pear his feet, Ignoring the seat at his
gide, "“You might just as well tell me
and get It over,”

"You couldn't do anything wrong"”
ho answered, looklng down at her,
*Oh, yes, 1 could, and I've done it
1 can seo It in your face. What is fti"
*{What have you there?' he asked,
trylng to galn time and not knowlng

was for your
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*Pro-mis-cnous,” she repeated halt-
mgly, “What does that menn ¥

“Indiscriminate.” e rubled  ble
forehead as he Baw tho puwmaled look
on her face. “Mixed op” he ex-
plained, moro sfmply.

“Our game wnsn't mixed up.” She
was thinking of the ope to which the
widow had objected. “Is It promleco-
ous to catch pomehtdy T

“It depends ipon whom you cateh,”
he answered, with g dry, whimsleal
smile.

“Well, I don't catch anybody but the
children,” Bhe looked up nt him with
serlons, Inquirlng eyes.

“Never mind, Polly Your gnmes
arcn't promtsenous ¥ Hhe did not hear
him. 8he was searching for ber book.

“Is this what you are looking for?"
be nsked, drawing the miselng artlele
from his pocket.

“Oh!"™ crled Polly, with n flush of em-
barrassment. “Mandy told you."

“You've been working a long time on
that.”

“l thought 1 might help you # I
learned everything you told me,” she
answered tinldly, “DBut I don't sup
pose 1 could™

“I ean never tell you how much you
belp me, Polly.”

“Do 17" she cried eagerly. "I ecap
belp more If you will only let me, 1
ean teach a bigger claes in Bunday
school now. [ got to the book of Ruth
todny."

“You d147* He pretended to be as-
tonished, He was anxious to encour-
age hor enthustasm,

"Um—hum|” she answered solemnly.
A dreamy look came Ioto her eyes.
“Do you remember the part that’yon
read to me the first day 1 camo®*  Ile
nodded. He was thinking how core
free they were that duy. How Impos-
&lble such problema as the present one
would have scemed then! “I kuoow
every bit of what you road by henrt.
It's our next Bunday school lesson.”

“Bo It 1"

*Do you think now that it would be
best for me to go away ?' Bho looked
up Into his troubled face,

*Weo'll see, wo'll ane,” ho murmured,
then trled to turn ber mind toward

!I *here thou diest will I dle' ™ Her
arms went out blindly,

“Oh, you won't send me away, will
you? she sobbed. *1 don't want to
lenrn nuything else just—except—from
you."  Bhe vcovered her face and
slipped, n little broken beap, at his
feet.

In an Instant the pestor's strong
arms were about her; hlg stalwart body
was supporting bher. 'You shan't go
awnay. 1 won't let you—1 won't! Do
you hear me, Polly? 1 wopn't!

Her breath was warm against bis
cheel.  ITe could feel ber tears, her
urmg about him, as she clung to him
belplessly, sobbing and quivering im
the shelter of his strong embrace.
“You are never golng to leave me—
never!"

A new purpose had come ito his
Hife, the renlisation of & new necedafty,
and he knew that the fght which ba
must hencceforth make for this olild
was the sawe that be must make for
himself.

CHAPTER XI
'S goln’ Into de Bundny school
room to take off dat 'ere wid-

I

the ateps,

ow's fnlshin' touches,” sakl
Mondy ws she came down

“All right!™ ealled Douglas. “Take
these with you. Derbnps they may
help” [HHe gathered up the garlands
which Polly had left on the ground.
His eyes werc shining. Heo looked
younger than Mnndy hnd ever seen
him,

Polly had turned ber back at the
sound of Mandy's volce and croased to
the elm tree, drylng her tears of hap-
ploess and trylng to control her newly
awnkened emotlons. Douglas felt In-
tuitively that she peeded this moment
for recovery, 8o he plied the leaves
and garlands bigh in Mandy's arms,
then ran into the house with the light
#tep of n boy.

“T got the set—sit—eettin’ room all
tidled up,” sald Mandy as she shot a
sly glance at Polly,

“Thot's good,” Tolly nnswered, fao-
ing Mandy at last and dimpling and
blushing gulitly.

“Mos" de soclable folks will mos*

lkely be hanglu' roun' de parsonage to-
ulght, ‘stead ob stayin' In do Bunday
school room, whar dey belongs. Las'
time dat "ere Widow Willoughby done
set roun' all ebeniy’ a-tellin' de par
son ns how folks could jes' eat off'n
her kitchen floor, an’' 1 ups an' tells her
ne how folks could pick up o good
sguar mea' off'm Mandy's floor too.
Guess she’ll be mighty careful what
sho says alore Mamdy tonight” Bhe
chuckled as she disappearcd down the
walk to the Bunday school room.

Ially stood motlonless where Mandy
had left her. Bhe hardly knew which

other things. “Come, now; let's flnd
out whether you do know vour Bunday

way fo turn. Bhe was happy, yet

HER ARNS

WENT OUT BLINDLY.
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80 a8 not to make you ashamed of mé,
Do you llke 'em¥’ he asked, looking
down approvingly at his new brown
clothea,

“Very much.” For the first time Jim
noticed the nufamillar manner of hor
speech. Ho began to feel self con-

“You moan G.an gan ain't never comin'
Iutek ™
sclona A yenr ngo she would bave
snld “You bet!™ Ile looked at bher
nwkwardly. Sbe burrled on; “Hasty
told me you were showing In Wnake-
e, | knew you'd cowme to see e
How's Darker and all the boys?' Bhe
stopped with a eateh In ber throat and
ndded more slowly, “I suppose every-
thing's diferent now that Toby Is
“lic'd 'a' lked to seen you afore he
casbied " Jim answered, “but maybe
It wos fusl ns well he didn't. You'd
hardly 'a’ knowed him toward the last,
he got o thin an' peeked like. e
wasn't the same after we lost you—
nobody woe, not even Binga®™
“Have you atill got Bingo™ abe aak-
od, through bor tears,
"Yep, we got him™ drawled Jim,
“but he alnt much good wo more.
Nomne of the other riders can get used
to his gait llke you was, There aln't
pobody with the show what can touch
you ridin’; there pever will be, Bay,
mebbe you think Barker won't let out
a yell when he sees you comin’ back.”
Jim was jrbilaot now, and bhe let out
a lttle yell of tis 'own at the mere
thought of ber return. He was too
excited to potice the look on Polly's
face. "Toby bad a notion before he
dled that you was nover a-comin’
tmek, but I told Lim I'd change all
thut ence I seen you, an' when Bar-
kor sont me over bere today to look
artor the advertisin' bo sald he guess-
od you'd had all you wanted o’ church
folks. ‘Jes' you bring her alevg to
Wakefleld,' be sald, ‘an’ tell ber that
ber pince is waltin' for ber, an' | will
too” He turned upen ['olly with sud-
den dedlslon. "Why, 1 feel jes' liko
pickin' you =p in my arms an' carryin’
o off pow."
“Walt, Jim!” Bhe put one tiny band
on his arm to restrain bim.
“] don't mean—not—today—mebbe,”
be stammered uncertalnly, “but we'll
back bere agbowin' next month.”
“Don't ok at we vow,” Polly an-
swored 88 the doglike eyes searched
ber face, “because | have to say some-
thing that is golug to hurt you, Jim."
‘re ocomly’, alp't you, Poll™
face was wrinkled and care-
trouble.
replied In
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feily.
back to the circus ¥’ deinanded Btrong.
Bhe opened her lips to reply, but be-
fore she could speak Strong assured
ber that the congregation wouldn't do
anything to stop her If she wished to
go. He saw the blank look on her
face. “Wae ain't tryin’ to pry Into none
of your private affairs,” he explained,
“but my daughbter saw you and that
there feller n-makin’ up to each other.
If you're calculatin’ to ran away with
him you'll save a heap of trouble for
the parson by doin' it quick.”
*The parson™
“¥You can't blame the congregation
for not wantin’ him to keep you here.
You got sense enough to mee how it
looks. He'd see It, too, If he wasn't
Just plain bullheaded. Well, he'd bet-
ter got over his stubbornness right
now. If he don't we'll get another min-
ister; that's all.™
“Another minister? Youdoa't mean™—
It was clear enough now. 8ha recalied
Douglas’ troubléd look of an hour ago.
Bhe remembered how he had nsked If
she couldn’t go away. It was this that
he meant when he promised not to
bor up, no matter what happened.
n an instant she was at the deacon's
side pleading and terrified. “Yom
wouldn't get another minlster! Ohb,
pleass, Deacon Strong, listen to me,
listen! You were right about Jim. [le
did come to get me, and | am golng
back to the clreus—only you won't
pend Mr. Douglon awny, you won't!
Bay you won't!” She was searching

his eyen for merey =l wnsn't hin
fault thnt T kept staying on He didn’t
know how to g ohd of cee e did
try. He tried wily tddny =

“Ho he's  cianl’ ronnl” sneered
Btrong

fro nr roxTinrED,]

The Wise Though Gantle Hoader.

In an armchalr of o Pulinan sook-
fog car on the way oust from lLouls
ville a polite but resourceful man was
trying hard to read a novel while his
pext nelghbor kept up a running fre
of chatter. With the light of a des.
perate resolvo In his eye, yet cloaking
determination with exquisite polite-
pess, tho roader presontly sald: “Iar
don ma, but my memory for names s
pot to bo depended upon.  Your name
fo"—

“Bhephord,” replied the volublé one
cheerfully

The ote siied conversation kept on
awhile longor, the light of desperate
resolve moanwhile burning Lrighter
and brighter, Then the reader ralsed
his eyes to a strapngor, bis pelghbold
across Lhe nisle, and suddenly
“What s your nnme, slr?

“Wanrd,” sald the stranger.

“Yoa, you, of coursol” cried the read.
er briskly, “Mr. Wand, let me iatro-
Mr. Rhephoerd.”
which simple but Ingenious ex-
the torreut of extrancous chat-

2

!

; Bigsfafs
2 M H

is

;:'Eg
i

-

2
X

grd
i
;
F
i
i

%

:
¥
;

if
%

£
'
i

|
;

:
g
¥
i
i
3

i
:
;
|
§

|

|
i

eadache

This time of the year
are signals of warning,
Take Taraxacum i
pound now. It A
ave youa Il of fe-
ver. It will late
ur bowels, set your
iver right, and cure
your indigestion. 3
A good Tonic.

An honest medicine.
LS

Jaraxacu
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If you are not the News an~
Osenver is. Subscribe for it at
once and it will keep you abreast

of the times. 5

Full Associated Pressdispatch-
es. All the news—f do- =
mestic, national, state and loeal
all the time.

Daily News and Observer $7
per year, 3.60 for 6 mos.

Weekly North Carolinian §1
per year, 50¢ for 6 mos. 3

NEWS & OBSERVER PUB.CO.,,
Rarmcn, N. C. L
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The North Carolinian and
Aramawcs Greaxzs will be
for one for Two Dollan ¢
in ndvance. Apnlyll'l‘ll
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