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SYNOPSIS,

Fran srrives at Hamilton CGrezory's
Fome In Littleburg, but finds him abeent
conducting the cholr at & camp meeting
Fhe repalrs thither In search of him,
lsughs during the service and is asked to
leave. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
schools, escorts Fran from the tent. He
tells her Gregory Is a wealthy man,
deeply Interested In eharity work, and A
pillar of the church Ashton becomes
greatly Interested in Fran and while tak-
Ing leave of her, holds her hand and =
seen by Sapphira Clinton. sister of Rﬂh-|
ert Clinton, chalrman of the schoeol board

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

He was sorry for her; at the same
time he was subject to the reaction
of hia exhausting labors as song
leader. “Then,” he said, with tired
resignation, “if you'll follow me, I'll
take yon where you can spend the
night, and tomorrow, I'll try to find

you work."”
“Work!” She laughed. “Oh, thank
soul!"” Her sccent was that of repu-

diation. Work, indeed!
He drew back in surprise and dis-

pleasure,
“You didn't upderstand me,” she
resumed. “What 1 want s a home. |

don't want to follow you anywhere.
This is where I want to stay.”

“You cannot stay here,” he an-
swered with a slight smile at the pre-
sumptuous request, “but I'm willing to
pay for a room at the hotal—"

At this moment the door was opened
by the young woman who, some hours
earlier, had responded to Fran's
knocking., Footsteps upon the porch
had told of Gregory's return.

The lady who was not Mrs. Gregory
was 80 pleased to see the gentleman
who was Mr. Gregory—they had not
met since the evening meal—that, at
firset, she was unaware of the black
shadow; and Mr. Gregory, in spite of
his perplexity, forgot the shadow also,
s0 cheered was he by the glimpse of
his secretary as she stood in the
brightly lighted hall. Such moments
of delighted recognition are infinitesi-
mal when a third person, however
shadowy, is present; yet had the world
been there, this exchange of glances
must have taken place!

Fran did not understand—her very
wisdem blinded her as with too great
light. S8She had seen so much of the
world that, on f{inding a tree bearing
apples, she at once classified it as an
apple tree. To Gregory, Grace Noir
was but a charming and conscienticus
syvmpathizer In his life-work, the at-
moephere in which he breathed freest
Ha had not breathed {reely for half a
dozen hours—no wonder he was glad
to see her. To Grace Noir. Hamilton
Gregory was but a benefactor to man-
kind, & man of lofty ideals whom It
was a privilege to aid, and since she
knew that her very eyes gave him
strength, no wonder she was glad to
see him.

Could Fran have read their thoughts,
she would not have found the slight-

eat consciousness of any shade of evil |

in their sympathetic comradeship. As
ghe could read only their faces, she
disliked miore than ever the tall, young,
and splendidly formed secretary.

“On!" sald Grace with restraint,
discovering Fran.

“Yas," Fran sald with her elfich
smile, “back again.”
Jrst without the portal Hamilton

& Don't Want to Follow You Any-
where, This Is Where | Want to
Stay."”

Gregory paused irresolutely., He did
pot know what course to pursue, so he
repeated vacantly, I sam willlng to
pay—"

Fran Interrupted flippantly: “1 have
all the money | want™ Then she
pasged swiftly into the hall, rudely

brushing past the secretary

Gregory could only follow. He spoke
to Grace in a low voice, telling all he
knew of the night wanderer Her
attitude called for explanations, but
he would have given them snyway, in
that low, confidential murmur. He
did not know why it was—or seek o

know—but whenever he spoke (o0
Grace, it was natural to use a low
topne, a8 If moduoisting hiz toueh to

wensitive strings—as if the harmony-‘

5
]
)

resulting from the interplay of their
souls called for the soft pedal,

“What is to be done?” Grace in-
quired. Her attitude of reserve to-
wiird Gregory which Fran's presence
had Inspired, melted to potential help-
fulness; at the same time her dislike

| for the girl solidified.

“What do you advise?”
asked his secretary gently.

Grace cast a disdainful look at Fran
Then she turned to her employer and
her deliclously curved face changed
most charmingly. *I think,” she re-
sponded with a faint shake of rebuke
for his Jeniency, “that you should not
need my adviee in this matter.” Why
should he stand apparently helpless
before this small bundle of arrogant
impudence?

Gregory turned upon Fran with af
fected harshness. “You must go." He
was annoyed that Grace should imag-
ine him weak.

Fran's face hardened. It became an
ax of stone, sharpened at each end,
with eyves, nose and mouth in a nar-
row line of cold defiance. To Grace
the acute wedge of white forehead.
gleaming its way to the roots of the
black hair, and the sharp chin ecut-
ting its way down from the tightly
drawn mouth, spoke only of cunning.
She regarded Fran as a fox, brought
to bay.

Fran spoke with calm deliberation:
“l am not going away.”

“T would advise you,” sald Graece,
looking down at her from under droop-
Ing lids, “to go at once, for a storm is
rising. Do you want to be caught in
the rain?"

Gregory

Fran looked up at Grace, undaunt- |

ed. "1 want to speak to Mr. Greg-
ory. If you are the manager of this
house, he and 1 can go outdoors. |
don't mind gettlng wet. 1've been in
all kinds of weather.”

Grace looked at Gregory.
lences were effective weapons.

“l have no secrets from this lady,”
he said, looking into Grace’s eyes, en-
swering her sllence. *“What do you
want to say to me, child?"

Fran shrugged her slioulders, always
looking at Grace, while neither of the
others looked at her. “Very
then, of course {t doesn’t matter to
me, but 1 thought it might to Mr
Gregory. Since he hdsn't uny secrets
from you, of course he has told you
that one of nearly twenty years ago—"

It was not the rumble of distant
thunder, but a strange exclamation
from the man that interrupted her; it
was some such cry as human crea
tures may have uttered before the
crystallizing of recurring experiences
into the terms of speech.

Fran gave qunick, relentless blows
“0Of course he has told you all about
his Springfeld MHfe—"

“Silence!" shouted Gregory, quiver-
ing from head to foot. The word was
like an imprecation, and for a time it
kept hissing between his locked testh

“And of course,” Fran continued,
tilting up her chin as if to drive in
the words, “since vou know all of his

Her sl

| geerets—aull of them—you have natu-

rally been told the most Important
And so you know that when he
boarding with his cousin in

one.
was

Springfield and attending the college | her lips were dry.

thers, something like twenty
ago—"

“Leave us!" Gregory cried, waving

JUATE

a vivlent arm at his secretary, as ir|. unsatisfied.
to sweap her beyond the possibility

of overhearing another word.

“l.eave you—wlith her?" Grace stam- |

mered, too amazed by his attitude to
feel offendad.

“Yes, ves, yes! Go at once!”™ He
seemed the vietim of some mysteriocus
terror.

Grace compressed her full lips till
they were thinned to a white line
“Do you mean forever?”

“Oh, Grace-—1 beg your pardon—
Miss Grace—] don't mean that, of
couirse. What ecould I do without you?
Nothing, nothing, Grace—you are the
goul of my work: Don't look at me 8o
cruelly.”

“Then you just mean,"” Grace said
steadily, “for me to go away for a
little while 7

“Omnly half an hour; that's all. Only

hall an hour, and then c¢ome back to
me, and | will explain.”

“You needn’t go at all, on my ac-
eount,” observed Fran, with a twist
of her mouth. “It's nothing o me

;. whether you go or stay."

“She has learned a =ecret,” Gregory

stammersd, “that vitally affecta—af-
fects some people—some Iriends of
mine, 1 must talk to her about—
about that secret, Just for a little
while., Half an hour, Miss Grace, that
is all. That 18 really all—then come

You understand that it's
on account of the secret that 1
you to leave us. You understand that
I would never send you away {rom ins«
if I hbad my way, don't you, Grage?"
“1 understand that you want me to
go now,” Grace Noir

back to me.
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well, |

repliecd unre
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sponsive. She ascended the stairway,
at each step seeming to mount that
much the higher into an atmosphere
of righteous remoteness.

No one who separated Gregory from
his secretary could enjoy his tolera-
tion, but Fran nad struck far below
the surface of likings and dislikings.
She had turned back the covering o)
conventionality to lay bare the quiver
ing heartstrings of life ltself. There
was no time to hesitate. The stone
ax which on other ocecaglons might be
a laughing, elfish face was now held
ready for battle,

“Hadn't we better go in a room
where we can talk privatelyv?" brun
asked. "I don't like this hall, That
woman would just as soon listen over
the banistere as not. I've seen lots of
people like her, and I understand her
kind.”

CHAPTER V.,
We Reap What We Sow.

If anyvthing could have prejudiced
Hamllton Gregory against Fran's inter-
ests it would have been her slighting
allusion to the one who typified his

“My Geod!" Groaned the Man.

most exalted ideals as “that woman."
But Fran was to him nothing but an
agent bricging out of the past a re-
cret he had preserved for almost twen-
ty years, This stranger knew of his
vouthful folly, and she must be pre-
vented from communieating it to oth-
ers

It was from no sense of aroused con-
science that he hastened to lead her
to the front room. In this crisis, some-
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years, and at last the time eame for | to

ane

graduation. Shall I go on?
He fought desperately for self-pres-
ervation. “What is there in all this?”
“You had
time.” Fran sald coldly; “married se-

ago. BShe was only eighteen.
graduation you were 10 go to New
York, break the news to your father,
come back to Springfleld for your
wife, and acknowledge her. You grad-
uated; yon went to your father. Did
vou come back?"

“My God!" groaned the man. Sp
she knew everything; must he admit
it? *“What is all this to you?!" he
burst forth., "Who and what are you.
anyway—and why do you come here
with your story? If it were true—"

“True!" egaid Fran bitterly. “If
vou've forgotten, why not go to
Springfield and ask the first old citl-
zen you meet? Or you might write
to some one you used to know. and
inquire, If you prefer, I'll send for
one of your old professors, and pay
his expenses. They took a good deal
of interest in the young ecollege stu-
dent who married and neglected Jo-
sephine Derry. They haven't forgot-
ten it, if you have,”

“You don't know,” he gasped, “that
there's a penalty for coming to
people's houses to {hreaten them with
supposed facts in their lives. You
don’t know that the jails are ready to
punish blackmailing, for you are only
a little girl and don't understand such
thinge. 1 give you warning. Although
you are in short dresses—"

“Yes,"” remarked Fran dryly, “1

thought that would be an advantage |

to yvou. It ought to make things
eagier,"
“How an advantage to me? [asier?

What have 1 to do with you?”

“l thought,"” Fran said coldly, “that
it would be easier for you to take me
into the house a8 a little girl than as
a grown woman. You'll remembesr |
told you I've come here to stay.”

“To- stay!" he echoed, shrinking
back. “You?"

“Yes,” ehe sald, all the cooler for
his attitude of repulsion. "I want a
home., Yes, I'm going to stay. 1 want
to bhelong to somebody."

He eried out desperately, “But what
am I to do? This will ruin me—ah,

it's true, all you've said—I don’t deny |

it. But 1 tell vou, girl, yvou will ruin

me, Is all the work of my life to
be overturned? 1 shall go mad."
“No, vyou won't,” Fran calmly as-

sured him. “You'll do what every one
has to do, soomner or luater—face the
situation. You're a little late getting
to it, but it was coming all the time,

thing other than shuddering recoll
from haunting deeds was imperative;
unlovely specters must be made to |

vanish.
He tried desperately 1o cover his
dreaa under & voice of harshness:

"“What have yvou to say to ma?”

Fran had lost the insolent compos-
ure which the secretary had inspired.
Now that she was alone with Hamil-
ton Gregory, it seemed impossible to
speak, She clasped and unclasped her
hands. She opened her mouth, but
The wind had
risen, and as It went moaning past
the window, it seemed to speak of the
vearning ot years passing in the night,
At last came the words,
muflled, frightened—*1 know all about
i

“All about what, child?” He had
lost his harshness. His voiee was al-
most coaxing, as if entreating the

mercy of ignorance,

Fran gasped, “l know all about {1—
I know—" Bhe was terrified by the
thought that perhaps she would not
he able to tell him. 8She leaned heav-
ily upon a table with hand turned
backward, whitening her finger-tips
by the weight thrown on them,

“About what?" he repeated with the
caution of one who fears. He could
not doubt the genuineness of her emo-
tion; but he would not accept her
stutemant of its cause until he must

“Oh,” cried Fran, catching a tem
pestuous breath, uneven, violent, * you
know what I mean—that!"™

The dew glistened on his brow, but
he doggedly stood on the defensive.
“You are indefinite,"” he muttered, try-
ing to appear bold.

She knew he did not understand be-
cause he would not, and now she real
|zed that he would, if possible, deny.
Pretense and sham alwayvs hardened
her. “Then,” ghe said slowly, "1 will
be definite
it would have

been hetter for vou to

tell me, Your early home was In New
York, but vou had a cousin living in
Springfield, where there was a very
voiyd college Your parents wers anx-
long 1o gel i away from the temp
atons of g city notll you were
o ng S0 you were sont to live

our cou nd attend vu!l--gw
1on wore wiih him three or

You can let me llve here g8 an adopt-
ed orphan, or any way you pleuse,
The important fact to me s that I'm
going to live here.
to make it hard for you, truly I don't”

“Don’'t you?"
but with tremendous pressure of de
sire, “Then, for God's sake, go back!
Go back to—to wherever you came
from. I'll pay all expenses, You shall
have all you want—""

But 1 don't want |

He spoke not loudly, |

“All T want,"” Fran responded. "is n |

that's something people
Get used to the thought of
that will make It

home, and
can't buy.
my staying here:
easy."”

L

“Easy!” he ejaculated. *“Then Iit's
your purpose to compel me to glve
you sheller becuuse of this secret-—
vou mean to ruin me. I'l not be able
gecount for you, and they will
guestion—my wile will want to know,
and—and others as well"

“Now, now," gald Fran, with sudden

married, in the mean- [ gentleness, “don’t be so excited, don't
[ take it so hard,
cretly, That was about nineteen years | I'll know how to keep from exposing | redeemed people (v. 2).
Atter | you.

Let them question

But I do want to belong to some-
body, and after ['ve been here a
while, and you begin to like me, I'll
tell you everything. 1 knew the Jo-
sephine Derry that you degerted—she
ritised me, and 1 know she loved you
to the end. Didn't you ever care for
her, not even at the first, when you
got her to keep your marriage secret

until you could speak to your father |

face to face? You must have loved
her then. Amd she's the best friend
[ ever had., Since she dled I've wan-
dered—and—and 1 want a home.”

The long loneliness of yeara found
expression In her eager voice and
pleading eyves, but he was ftoo en-
grossed with his own misfortunes to
heed her emotion. “Didn’t T go back
to Springfield?” he cried out “Of
courge I did, 1 made {nquiries for
her; that's why 1 went back—to find
out what had become of her. 1'd been
gone only three years, yes, only three
years, but, good heavens, how | had
suffered! I was g0 changed that no-
body knew me.” FHe paused, appalled
at the recollection. “I have always
had a terrible capacity for suffering.
[ tell you, it was my duty to go back
to find her, and I went back. I would
have acknowledged her as my wife. 1
would have lived with her. I'd have
done right by her, though it had killed
me. Can I say more than that?"

“T am glad you weut back.,” said
Fran softly. “She never knew It 1
am so glad that you did—even that.”

“Yes, | dld go back,” he said, more
firmly. “But she was gone. [ tell
vou all this because you say she was
your best friend.”

“A while ago you asked me who I
am—and what—"

“1t doesn’t matter,” he interjected.
“You were her friend; that is all I
care to know. T went back to Spring-
field, after three years—but she was
BOna.
cast her off, and she had disappeared.
It seems that eghe'd made friends
with a class of people who were not—
who were not—respectable.”

Fran's eyes shone brightly. "Oh,
they were net,” she agreed, “they
were not at all what von would call
respectable,. They were not relig-
jous."

“So I was told,” he resumed, a little
uncertainly., “There was no way for
me to find her.”

“Her?" cried Fran; “you keep on
saying ‘her’ Do you mean—?"

He hesitated. “She had chosen her
part—to live with those people—I left
her to lead the life that pleased her.
That's why I never went back to
Springfield again. I've taken up my
life in my own way, and left her--your
riend—"

"Yes, call her that,” ecried Fran,
holding up her head. “I am proud of
that title. [ glory In it. And in this
house—"'

“l1 have made my offer,” he Inter-
rupted decidedly. *“1'll provide fer yon
anywhera bat in this house."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

CAT ENJGYED THE COMEDY

But of the Four Principals Involved,
Tom Was the Only One That
Had a Laugh Coming.

This is the tale of a cat with a
sense ol humor,

Mrse, Youngwife went tp an east end
butcher shop the other day. When
she entered, the greeting was a high-
pitched shriek, Naturally she shrieked,
too, and then looked to zee what the
trouble was. Mrs. Butcher, in charge
of the shop in her husband's absense,
stood on a small box. Before her stood
a large black cat, a gleam of fun in
his yellow eyes and a mouse In his
mouth,

A moment the tableau held.
the cat walked away and Mrs

I will tell you the things |

four |

started fearfully behind the counter.
The eat followed her and dropped the
mouse at her feet Two screams, the
flutier of s=kirts. and Mrs. Butcher
agaln was safe on the box, and Mrs
Youngwife sat on the counter, her feet
sticking stralght out, her skirts gath.
ered tightly about her ankles,

The mouse ran a foot or two and
the cat had it agaln, and agaln walked
away. Mrs Duleher atepped off the
box, pitked it up and, carrying her

ark of refuge with her, ngain Griad

\

]

Then *

Butcher ?

1
)
]
|

"0 go behind the counter, Again the
cat followed, and the play was enacted
4s before,

It went on that way for about ten
minutes, when the delivery boy came
whistling In. He was hailed as a de-
lverer

“"Huh!™ he grunted. He seized the
cat and ecasl it out, the feéline jaws
stil! gripping her prey.—Indlanapolis
Ne'ws,

Bluebottie Heaven.

n the Ameriean Magazine there
weA  an amusing story entitled
“Tiue Honor of the Bluebottles.” Aunt
Lucinda Blusbottle of Boston ran into
8 young man, who used a bad word.
2uant Luecinda goes on:

“The young man’s language was not
;ofined. He said he'd be damned, and
hat Is exactly what will happen to
yim, I am sure, for whatever else
weaven may be, | am convineced i1 will
not be volgar."

To Be Rigidly Exaect.

Regstaff—I hear you are doing gome
writing for one of tha popular maga-
Zines

Fercollum—That’'s elightly exag-
gerated; I haven't beea able to get my
stufl into any but the—er—unpopulays
pnes yel

I was told that her uncle had |
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Department, The Moody Bible Institute,
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LESSON FOR SEPTEMBER 7

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.

LES8SON TEXT-Ex. 20:1-1L

GOLDEN TEXT--"Thou shait love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart. and
with all thy soul, and with 5\11 thy
strength, and with all thy mind. '—Luke
10:27.

The decalogue divides itself into
two parts; the first has to do with

man and his relations to God, the sec-
| ond deals with man and his relations

with men. We consider today the
first part. From Deut. 5:22, 23 we

learn that the words of these eternal
principles were spoken to the whole
assembly from the midst of the burn-
ing mountain and that they stand
apart from the Mosaic law. It was
!God himself who spake (v. 1) to this
Afterwards
| he wrote them with his own finger on
| tablet of stone, Deut. 5:23. This law
was done away with in Christ (Col.
‘ 2:14, 16, 17; 2 Cor. 3:7, 11) but never-
theless each one of these commands,
excepting the fourth is relterated In
the New Testament, emphasizing the
eternal fixedness of their principles.
The principle of a day of rest one day
in seven has not, however, been sel
aside, as we shall gee hereafter. The
purpose of the law is to bring to men
| the knowledge of sin and thereby to
lead them to Christ, Rom. 5:20, 7:T,
13; Gal. 3:10, 24. John the beloved,
tells us “that his commandments are
not grievous,” Men who understand
the epirit of the decalogue know that
every commandment tends to make
| better citizens, better paronts, better
children, in fact to enable one to live
gatisfactorily with himself and his
| nelghbors and his God.
l Pinnacles of Thought.
l. The First Commandment, vv, 13,
Instinctively one thinks of two other
pinnacles of religious thought, “In the
beginning God.” Gen. 1:1, and the
first two words of the disciples’ pray-
| er, “Our Father,” Matt. 6:9. Eternity
| alone can furnigh us a measurement e
| sufficiently great to enable us fully to
| comprehend the fulness of thle
| thought. God the creator, law giver,

father. In the beginning, at thie
mountain and in his son, teaching us
of his character.

Up to this time everything had been
done for the Israelites, Hereafter they
must keep the law in order to obtain

| life, Rob. 10:5; Gal. 3:12, 1In this
| Gospel dispensation we obtain life as
an enabling agent whereby to perform
or to keep the law, Eph. 2:1, 8:10, The
Christian’s higher law is Christ him-
self, Inasmuch as the righteousness of
the law fis fulfilled in the Christian
who walks after the spirit, Rom. 8:4.
The foundation of all of this is to
“have no other gods before (or he-
sgide) me,"” Matt. 4:10,
| 1L The Second Commandment, vv.
| 46. This Is negative In that we shall
not attempt any visible representation
or likeness of God, and positive In
that we shall not bow down in wor-
ship nor serve any such likeness. The
| wigdom of this is only too evident
when we carefully study the degener-
acy of all forms of heathen religions.
| The creation of man's hands is wor
shiped in lieu of the creature sup-
posed to be represented. God did
sanction images, Ex. 37:7, 17.20; 1
Kings 7:25, The service of art in the
matter of religlon is freely acknowl-
edged but neverthelegs it ls attended
by grave danger as i8 evidenced by
Roman Catholic observances in many
| parts of the world. True worship must
worship in spirit the God who is spir-
it, John 4:24; Phil, 3:3 R. V. He must
be supreme In our hearts and our af-
| fections, The perpetuity of either
blessing or enrse for the observance
or violation of this edict may at first
seem to be rather harsh. Yet we must
consider that posterity is the continua-
tion of one's self. We do what our
fathers did, Heb. T7:9, 10. God has
however made a mereiful provision
whereby we may turn the misery of
gin into a blessing, Ez. 18:2, 10, 20 and
Rom. 8:28. Let us rather emphasize
the converse of this law of haredity,
viz,, that the blessing is likewise per
petuated, “to a thousand generations,'
fDeut. 7:9; Ps. 105:8, Rom, 11:28, 5:20,
Must Be Sincere.
1. The Third Commandment, v. 7.
Here is demanded absolute sincerity -
by all in the use of the divine name (’
and thus forbids all forms of blas-
phemy. This covers much more than
ordinary wvulgar profanity. The flip-
pant and sacrilegious use of divine
terme and phrases; the use, whether
in prayer or pralse of divine names
and expresslons which are not a part o
of our life experience is a form of
blasphemy. Vain, empty, false usage
lof God's name is blasphemous. A
| proper reverence towards God is fun-
damental to any true love for God.
IV. The Fourth Commandment, vv. !
811, Attention has been called to the
fact that nowhere does it say the
seventh day of the week, though that
s what the Israelites observed. This
is the Sabbath of Jehovah. While this
was speclally designated for the Jeyl
(Deut. 5:1, 13, 15), and not literalis
binding upon the Christian (Col. 2:186,
17), yet it has underneath it a Ereat,
wise and beneficent princlple, man's
need for rest one day in seven. Phys-
ically and nervously he needs rest
and quiet; spiritually he needs the
rest and refreshment thus provided.
"t was a mereciful provision for man




