S8YNOPSIS.

Fran arrives at Hamlilton Gregory's
home In Littleburg, but finds him absent
conducling the cholr at a camp meeting.

¢ repairs thither In search of bhim,

hs during the service and ls asked. to
Jeave. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
moheols, escorts Fran from the tent. He
tells her Gri—;mr( ts a wealthy man,
deeply interested {n charity work, and a
plllar of the church. Ashton becomes
tly Interested In Fran and while tak-
leave of her., holds her hand and Is
®een by Sapphira Clinton, sister of Rob-
ert Clinton, chalrman of the school board,
Fran tells Gregory she wants n  home
with him. Grace Noir, Gregory's private
secretary, takes a violent dislike to Fran
and advisds her to ge away at once,
hints at & twenty-vear-old secret,
Gregory In agitation asks Grace 1o
e the room. riin relates the story
ow Gregory married a young girl at
14 while attending college and
deserted her. Fran s the child of
rriage. Gregory had marrled his
t wife three vears hefore the death
Fran's mother, Fran takes a Hking to

Oregory. Gregory explains that
is the Gnu&lner of & very dear friend
18 dead. ran agrees to the story.

ry Insists on her making her
with them and taKes her< to her

Fran declares the secretary must
race beging nagging taoties In an
20 drive Fran from the Gregory
Abbott, while taking a walk alone

ht, finds Fran on a bridge tell-

her fortune by cards. She tells Ab-

that she s the famous lion tamer,

i Nonpareil. She tired of circus life

&nd sought a home. Grace tells of see-

Ing Fran come home after midnight with

::ll. Bhe guesses part of the story

surprises the rest from Abbott. Bhe

to msk Bob Clinton to go to

1d to Investigate Fran's story.

enlints Abbett in her battle against

Fran tul!'l!e.'r'sdln.lr ser\i;lces to Greg-

ory as secretary durlng the temporary

absence of Grace. The ?'atter. hearing of
"tlli:l
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purpoese, returns and Interrupts a
ing scene between father and
ter. Grace tells Gregory she in-
ta marry Clinton and quit his serv-
He declares that he cannot contlnue

A work without her. Carried away by

passion, he takes her In his arms. n

alkn In on them. and declares that

Grace must leave the house at once. To

Gregorys  consternation he learna of

CHnton's mission to Springfield. Clinton

returns from Springfleld and, at Fran's re-

guest, Ashton urgest him not to disclose
what he has learned. On Abbott’s assur-
ance that Grace will leave Gregory at once,

Clinton agrees to keop silent. Driven in-

to a corner by the threat of exposure,

Gre ¥ Is forced to dismiss Grace. Grace

is offered the job of bookkeeper In Clin-

tom's grocery store. Gregory declares he
will kil himself {f she marries Clinton.
gory's infatuation Jeads him to seek

Grace st the grocery. He finds her alone

mand tella her the story of his past. Grace

Ppoints out that as he married the pres-

ent Mrs. Gregory before the denat of

¥ran's mother, he s not now legally mar-
wled. They decide to floe Bt once,

CHAPTER XX|.—Continued.
“We'd better separate,” Gregory

pos*=ely whispered. “We'll meet at

b L 'I'}_"

f he sees us, what would be
Anyway, he'll have to know
gmbrrow everybody will know
l’pmt'.'grmwf No,” said Grace, overcom-

slight Indecision, “the important
'8 not to be stopped, whoever
me this way."

! ut there's no chance out, that
way,” Gregory returned, with the ob-
stinacy of the weak. “And if he does
sea us, it won't do to be seeming to
try to hide."

“But we are hiding,"” Grace sald defi-
mitely.- “Possibly we can keep moving
isbout, and he will go away.”

“Why should we hide, anyhow ?” de-

nded Gregory, with sudden show of
Bpirit.

To that, she made no reply. If he
fdidn't know, what was the use to tell

i ?

j Gregory moved on, but glanced back
‘pver his shoulder. “Now, he's getting
Bown,” he said in agitation. “He's
making his way right toward us.

All right, let him come!"

“In here—quick!"” cried Grace, drag-
ging him to one side. Quick!™

A voice stopped them with, “Your
tickets, please.”

“Oh, no,” wailed Gregory, “not into
g show, Grace. We can't go into a
ghow. It's—it's impossible.”

Bhie spoke rapldly: “We must. We'll

gafe In there, because no one would
suppose we'd go Into such a
nee.”

“But Grace,” sald Gregory firmly,

1 cannot—I will not go Into & show.”

The voice addressed him again:
k'8 first-class in every particular,

y. There is nothing here to bring
blush of shame to the cheek of the
gt fastidious, See those flerce man-
ng llonsg that have been captured
he remotest jungles of Africa—"
pregory looked back

obert Clinton was drawing nearer,
vet he had not discovered them,
his eyes, grown flercer and more
atlent, were never at rest,

ith a groan, Gregory thrust some
hey into the showman's hand, and
mnd Grace mingled with the noisy
t-seers flocking under the black

ge?

CHAPTER XXIL

v The Street Fair.
ttleburg was trembling under the

#ul din of a carnival too big for it,

3 Abbott Ashton, after his weeks
‘ﬂlencu returned to find himsell at
milton Gregory's door, Ha discoy-

} old Mrs. Jefferson in the front
—this July night—because old

8 Is on no friendly terms with fall-
dew; but every window was open.

B "Oome in,” she cried, delighted at
= gt of his handsome, smiling lace—
bad heen smiling most of the time

ng his drive from Simmtown with

prt Clinton. “Hero 1 sit by

window, where sometimes 1 {magine 1
hear a faint, far-away sound. I judge
it's from some carnival band. Take
this chalr =and listen attentively;
your ears are younger—now!"

Abbott did not get all of this be
cause of the QGargantuan roar that
swept throcugh the window, but he
gravely tilted his head, then took the
proffered ear-trumpet: “Youn sware
right,” he sald, “I hear something.”

“It’s the street fair,” she announced
triumphantly, “But sometimes it's
louder. How fine you look, Abbott—
just as
hurt you for disappearing without
leaving a clue to the mystery. You
neddn’t be looking around, sir—Fran
isn't here.”

“l wonder where ghe 1s?" Abbott
smiled. "I'm dreadfully impatient to
tell her the good news. Mrs. Jeffer-
son, I'm to teach In a college—It's a
much bigger thing than the position 1
lost here. And I have a chance to
work out some ideas that I know Fran
will like. I used to think that every-
thing ought to be left precisely as it
is, because it's been that way so long
—I mean the-church; and schools;
and—and society. But I've made up
my mind that nothing is right, unless
it works right.”

Mrs. Jefferson listened in desperate
eagerness, “A watch?” she hazarded.

“Exactly,” he responded hastily. "It
a watch doesn't run, what's the use of
its being pretty? And if churches de-
velop a gift of tongue instead of char-
acter, what's the value of their pray-
ers and songs? And I've conecluded
that if schools don’t teach us how to
live, they have the wrong kind of
springs and wheels. Where is Fran,
Mrs. Jefferson?”

“8till,” she temporized, “we ecan't
get along without watches, Abbott,”

“No, nor schools, nor churches. But
they must have good works. Is Fran
down at the fair, do you think?”

The other bent toward him stealth-
fly. "Agk where Mrs. Gregory 1s,” she
sald, wonderfully significant.

“Well?"

“Abbott, listen:
ing!”

“Visiting!" Abbott was surprised.

“Yes, visiting, she that hasn’t been
off this place to visit a soul for ages.
I tell you, boy, times have changed,
here. Maybe you think nobody'd be
left at home to visit; but Fran has
found that there is a woman in town
that she used to know, and the woman
has a mighty sick child, and Lucy
has gone to git by it, so the mother
can rest. Think of that, Abbott, think
of Lucy going anywhere. My! Have
you heard that we've lost a secretary
at this place? 1 mean the future Mrs,
Bob. Yes, she's gone. 'I'd as soon
have thought of the courthouse being
plcked up and set in the parlor.”

Mrs, Jefferson drew back and said
succinetly: “Fran did 11"

Her ecap quivered as she leaned for-
ward again. "“Get her to tell you all
about it We darsen’t speak about it

She's gone a-visit-

Her ﬁandclanp Was So Hearty That
He Was Slightly Disconcerted.
We
she's

much because of the nelghbors,
conspired, Fran and I Yes,
down at the carnival, you boy!"

Abbott hastily departed. Later he
found himself in a cloud-burst of con-
fettl, on the “ecity square” and when
he had cleared his eyes of the red and
white snow, he saw Fran disappear
ing like a bit of crimson glass at the
bottom of a human kaleidoscope. Fran
had thrown the confetti, then fled—
how much brighter she was than all
the other ghifting units of humanity.

He fought his way toward her de-
terminedly, finding she was about to
be submerged. Was she actually try-
ing to elude him;

“Fran!” he cried reproachfully as

the |

e reéached her side. "How have you
the heart to run away from me after
I've bean lost for weeks? Nobody
knew 1'd ever be found™

if your conscience doesn't |

Fran gave up flight, and stopped to
look at him. A smile slipped from the
corner of one eye, to pet taught at the
corner of her demaure -mouth. “When
you disappeared, vou left me yoursell.
A friend always does. I've had you all
the time.”

Abbott glowed. *8till, it isn't exact-
ly the same as If 1 had been able to
touch your hand. Suppose we shake
hands, little friend; what do you
say?”

“l don't say anything,” Fran retort-
ed; "I just shake.”

Her handclasp was so hearty that
he was slightly disconcerted. Was her
friendship so great that It left no room
in her heart for something greater.

“l want to talk to you, Fran, talk
and talk, oh, just about all the long
night through! Come, let me take
you back home—"

“Home? Me? Ridiculous! Bul I'l
tell you the best place that ever was,
for the kind of talking you and I
want to do to each other. Abbott, It
won't matter to you—will it?—at what
place 1 say to meet me, at about half-
past nine ?"

“Why, Fran! It’s not elght o’clock,”
Abbott remonstrated, glancing toward
the courthouse clock to find it stopped,
and then consulting his wateh. "Do
you think I am going to wait till—"

“T1l1 half-past nine,” saild Fran, non-
chalantly. *“Very well, then.”

“But what will we do In the mean-
time, If we're not to talk till—"

“We?"' she mocked him. *“Listen,
Abbott, don't look so cross. I've a
friend in town with a sick daughter,
and she's a real friend so I must go
to help her, a while."

He was both mystlfied and disap-
pointed. “I didn't Xnow you had any
such friends In Littleburg,” he remon-
strated, remembering how unkind
tongues had set the village =against
her.

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

He could only stare at her in dumb
amagement.

“All right, then,” she sald with the
greatest cheerfulness, "at half-past
nine. You understand the date—nine-
thirty. Of course you wouldn’t have
me desert a friend In trouble. Where
shall we meet, Abbott—at nine-thirty ?
Shall we say, at the Snake-Eater's?

“Qo, Fran,” he exclaimed, “T'll wait
for you as long as I must, even If it's
the eternity of nine-thirty; and I'd go
anywhere in the world to meet you,
even to tHe den of the Snake-Eater.”

“That's the way for a friend’ to
talk!"™ she declared, suddenly radiant
—a full Fran-sun, now, instead of the
slender penetrating Fran-beam.,

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

Abbott called—"But [ can’t promise
to talk to you as a friend, when we
meet—I mean, just as a friend.”

Fran looked back at him, still daz-
z.dng. 1 only ask you to treat me as
well,” she sald with assumed humility,
“as we are told we ought to treat our
—enemlies."

CHAPTER XXIIL
The Conqueror,

After the extingulshment of the
Fran-beam, Abbott wanted to be :1109@,
to meditate on stellar and solar bright-
ness, but in this voclferous wilderness,
reflactlon was impossible, One could
not even escape recognition, one could
not even detach oneself from a Simon
Jefferson.

“Got back to town again, hey?” said
Stmon. That was enough about Ab-
bott; Simon passed at once to a more
interesting theme: "Taken In the
Lion Show, yet?"

“I'm just waiting for nine-thirty.

. - 1 have an engagement'” Fu-
tile words, indeed, since it was now
only eight o'clock.

“You come with me, then, I know
all the ropes. Hey! Oh, yes, | 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. 'Tisn't like going to church, one
bit. Preaching makes me feel op-
pressed, and that's what scares me—
feeling oppressed.” He rubbed his griz-
zled hair nervously. "“Jast for fear
somebody’'d go tell, I've had to sneak
into all these shows like I'd been a

| thief in the night.”

Simon urged Abbott along in the di-
rection taken, but a few minutes be
fore, by Hamlilton Gregory and Grace
Noir. “You see,”  Blmon panted,
“when the girl fell off the trapeze—
heard about that, hey? Mother was
overjoyed, thinking I'd missed the
slckening sight. But bless your soul!
—1 was right at the front, hanglng on
to the ralling, and I saw it all. Why,
ghe pretty near fell on ma. Her foot
slipped just *so—" Bimon extended
his leg with geome agility.
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"Was she killed?' Abbott asked,
concealing his astonishment over Si-
moen's evident acquaintance with the
black tent before which they bad
paused.

“Well," 8imon reluctantly conceded,
“p-n-no, she wasn't to, say killed—but
dreadfully bruised up, Abbott, very
painful. I saw it all; this earnival has
put new life into me—here! Get your
ticket in a jiffy, or all the seats’ll be
taken. You can’t stand there llka that
—give me your guarter, 1 know how
to jump In and get first place. That
ticket agent knows me; I've been in
five times.”

From a high platform beforg the
black tent, a voice came through a
megaphone: “The Big Show. The
Big Show. See those snormous lions
riding In baby carriages while La Gon-
izettl makes other lions dance the
fandango to her violin. See those—"

“Here, Abbott, follow!" called the
breathless Simon Jefferson, "Of course
we'll see what's there—no use listen-
Ing to him, like an introduction in a
novel of Scott's telling it all first. You
follow me.”

Abbott laughed aloud at Simon's
ability as they pushed their way un-
der the tent.

“Ub-hub, pow see that!" groaned
Simon reproachfully, as he looked
about. “Every egeat taken. 1 tell vou,
you've got to lift your feet to get into
this show. Waell, hang on to the rope
—don't let anybody gouge vou out of
standing room."

At least two-thirds of the space un-
der the tent was taken up by tiers of
seats formed of thin, and apparently
fragile, blue planks, springy Lo the
foot and deafening to the ear. From
hardened ground to fringed tent-ceil-
ing, these overlapping rows of narrow
boards were brimming with men, wom-
en and children who, tenacious of
their holdings, seemed each to con-
tain in his pockets the feet of him who
sat fmmediately behind.

The seats faced an immense cage
which rose almost to the roof. As yet,
it was empty, but smaller adjoining
cages promised an animated arena
when the signal should be given.

Gregory and Grace Noir had sought
refuge on the highest seat, where they
might overlook the crowd; here, with
heads bent forward as if to avold the
canvas, they hoped to escape observa-
tlon. Thanks to the influx of country
folk, Littleburg citizens were rarely
to be seen at such shows until a later
and more fashionable hour. Gregory
was relieved to find his topmost plank
filled with strangers.

“All goes well,” he said, pressing
Grace's hand. “Nobody will find out
that we have been In here.”

"Watch for Mr. Clinton,” Grace
counsgeled cautfously. *“If he comes
in, stoop lower.”

“They're all strangers, Grace, Provi-
dence ig with us—there's Simon Jeffer-
son!" He was too amazed to think of
concealment.

“Hush! Yes—and Abbott Ashton.”

Gregory pulled his hat over his
eyes.

Into the tent streamed a fresh body
of sight-seers, Slmon, ewinging to the
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Visitor From Costa Rica Tells Story
Which Some People Might Find
it Hard to Believe,

At last the existence of the banana
hound has been shown to be a fact!

A man who just arrived in this
country from Port Limon, Costa Rica,
not only knows all about the banana
hound, but has a drove of them him-
self. The gentleman {8 Hezekiah
Spottiswood, and for many years the
owner of & banana plantation in Costa
Rica.

“Is the banana hound a new discov-
ery up here?" he asked in surprise.
“My word, how singular! Why, we al-
waye have them. They are a very es-
sentinl adjunet to a banana planta
tion; Indispensable almost, I should
say. What is the breed? They are
A ¢ross between a pointer and & South
Amerlcan tapir.

“It's a very necessary thing to know
when to pick the banapas from the
trees, you know. When they have at-
tained a certain shade of green, then
%s the time. Now it's yvery difficult to
have a man so thoroughly up in color
that he can determine this matter
That is where the . banana hound
| comes In. He trots the groves with
a man behind him, and secents the
bunches which should be picked. He

| stood motionless, staring

TRULY A VALUABLE HOUND|

rope that was stretched in front of the
big cage, grumbled at being elbowed
by weary mothers and broad-chested
farmers,

The band entered and squatted upon
blue boxes in one corner. Showy red
coats were removed In deference to
sweltering heat, and melody presided
in undress, Three bears, two clowns
and a bicycle sharpened interest in
what was to come, whetting the mind
upon jokes blunter than the intelll-
gence of the audlence. Even the band
ceased playing though that had not
seemed possible; its depressing an-
dantinos had not only subdued the
bears, rendering them as harmless as
kittens, but had mournfully depressed
the audience.

Into this atmosphere of tamed Inert-
ness, suddenly flashed a little figure
whose quivering vitality communi-
cated electrie thrills, Even the clowns
moved lese llke tfeadmill horses, as
they took their stations at the smaller
cages, walting to lift the gates that
would admit the restless lions inte the
central cage.

The form that had appeared—one
knew not whence—was that of a slight
woman, dressed In a short skirt of
blue, and bodice of white eatin. The
trimmings which ran in sll directions,
were rich in pendants of gold and
rubies. Above all, there was the al-
luring mystery of a c¢rimson mask
which effectually hid the woman's
face,

8imon whispered Into Abbott’'s al-
ways unready ear: “That isn't La
Gonlzetti. Wonder what this means?
La Gonizettl {8 much more of a wom-
an than this one, and she doesn’t wear
a mask, or much of anything else. La
Gonizettl doesn't care who sees her.
Why, this 18 nothing but a mere—I
tell you now, if she ain't on to her job,
I mean to have my money back' Bi
mon glowered.

Abbott stared in great perplexity.
“Then who is she?” he exclaimed “S)
mon—doesn’t she remind you ol—of
some one we know?"

“Naw. She’s got on La Gonizettl’s
dress, and her volce has the show-
girl's clangy-tin-panny-whangdoodle,
but that's all I recognize.”

Abbott wondered that Slmon falled
to notice the similarity between the
show-girl’'s movements and those of
Fran. This woman had Fran's form.
To be sure the volce was entirely dif
ferent, but the rapidity and decisive
ness of action, and the air of authority,
were Fran's very own. However, the
show-girl’'s hands were as dark us an
Italian's, while Fran's were—well, not
so dark, at any rate,

Abbott's brow did relax. Ha
at every
thing before him with painful Intent
Less.

TUp near

not

the roof, Gregory and
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TEXT—Belng confident of this
thing, that ho which hath bhegun a g:s
wurk.in you will perfect it until the
of Jesus Christ,

very

The blessed as-
surance pro-
claimed in the text
i Indeed an evan-
gel for the new
year; it opens a
door into a large
place, In which
Christ s every-
thing to the soul;
and ~its appropria-
tion will mean a
happy New Year
for. saint and sin-
ner.

Two recent ex-
periences have
fixed the text in
my mind and heart for the work and
need of the year. One day I was in
the office of a Christian business man
and when he told me of his up-and-
down experiences and his fear of fall-
ure I gave him this verse and asked
him to put it on his desk. Before the
day was over I was engaging in per-
sonal work in an evangeligtic meeting,
and to a-man who sald he was afraid
to confess Christ for fear he could not
hold out, I sald, Take Philippians 1:6,
and count on God holding out. He
made the venture on faith, and finde
Christ meeting every need with suffi-
clent grace.

How Can | Get Through?

How many Christlans are fearful
and doubtful about the continuance
and completion of that new life which
began in them when they took Christ
asg thelr Bavior, To them the Christian
life i¢ not only difficult, it 1s a daily
struggle, and a dally fear of collapse
and defeat. They began well, but
something has hindered them, or they
stand in dread of some spiritual ca-
lamity. Service for Christ is irkeome.
Frayer has little meaning and less
blessing or power. The Bible is neg-
lected or forgotten. Joy has fled from
the soul, and gladness from the life,
B8ome days are bright and others
gloomy. Some days are happy, but on
others you wonder whether God is still.
alive. You begin to guestion the real-
ity of your convemrsion, you wonder
how you will ever get through, and
you despair of winning heaven at last.

Remember the assurance of the text.
It takes two to llve the Christian life—
Christ and the bellever; and every day
you may have all of him you need.
Always remember that the Christian

| life Is not a matter of attainment, but

obtainment—take it from Christ. This
is & truth that needs to be magnified.
When God moves into the heart of a
man, and a man ylelds up his life tn
the instruction and guidance of Ged,
God will take him through. There may
be disappolntments—days when every-
thing goes wrong; there may be temp-
tations —days when the devil preseants
the strongest and most alluring ap-
peals to eyegate or ear-gate or to
other avenues of the life, seeking to
get your consent fo some enticement
and to bring you into subjection to the

Grace scarcely observed the entranca | powers of darkness; there wiil be days

of the Hontamer. Secured ‘rom
espial, absorbed in each other, they
were able, thanks to the surrounding

| of sorrow—days when friends fail you,

when loved ones leave you, when you
look into an open grace and réach out

clamor of volces, to discuss thelr fu | after help; there will be days when

ture plans with some degree of conil | you

dence.

Simon told Abbott—"Anyway, mne
amateur would rub up against those
beasts, 8o I guess it's all right. They
ain't but two lions; bill saye ten;
man that wrote the bill was the othey
elght, I reckon.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

B Gelled

stands in front of the tree and gives
a long moan, which sounds familiar to
the siren at SBandy Hook. Then he
points to a particular bunch with his
tail.

“The scent of the hound is unerring.
It has never been known to fail

“And you never heard of them?”

No Joy Visit,

A Glasgow journalist who was cares
less of his personal appearance was
nssigned to write something about a
show at a leading Glasgow theater,
He presented his card at a box-office.

The maanger came out and loocked
at the disheveled visitor dublously,

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

‘Do you think I'd come to your
theater for amusement?” asked the
Jjournalist as he stalked out—Satur-
day Evening Post.

Paris Dress Expert.

In Paris the authors have a woman
who sets them right as to the dress of
the women they write about She
tells them whether they have used the
right words to describe the dress and
whether the colors that are fashion-
oble are named. The woman who does
this is always asonymous, and no one
but herself and the author is aware
of her existence. : nd

doubt—when you think your
Christian life I8 a thing of no conse-
guence to yourself and no contribution
to the cause of Christ of the coming
of his kingdom. But—and be sure of'
this—God will see that he wing in the
end. This s hias wlill; this is what he
loves to do; this is what he has begun,
in you; and pothing fs too hard for
him—he will perfect 1t. Always he
is working to perfeet In us the very
image of Jesus Christ,

In all our need we may count upon
the persistence, patience and perfec-
tion of Christ's work,

The All-Sufficieht Savior.

The text is also an evangel for the
ginner, and he who hesitates to begin
ihe Christian life may be assured here
and now that “he which hath begun

will perfect.” All he walits for
Is your falth, your surrender, your
obedience; then you will enter upon a
new year which by the grace of the
mighty God of Jacob will go on into
an eternal life, and this life is in his
Bon. He says, “My son, give me thine
heart.” When you do that he will
enter in and take possession of that
throne and from it rule every region
of the life Just so far as you yield it
to him. Do not hesitate to do it. You
will find Christ an all-suficlent Savior.
As your substitute he will deal with
the guilt of sin; as your Righteousness
he will deal with the defllement of
sin; and as your Lord he will deal
with the power of sin. Nothing is too
hard for God.

There is a three-foid card in the
New Year evangel 1. Prophecy—
*Untll the day of Christ”"—when you
will be complete in him, 2. Promise—
“He which hath begun a good work In
you will perfect it." God will not rest
until his work is donme; and when it is
done he will call It good. 3. Persua-
slon—"Being confident of this very
thing.” Mgay you have the confideno®
which says. "] know when 1 have be-
lieved, und am persuaded that he is
able to keep that which 1 have coms
mitted unto him, againat that day.*




