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S8YNOPSIS,

——

Frean arrlves at  Hamilton Gregory's
tiome In Littleburg, but finds him absent
conducting the chole at & camp meeling.
Hhe repalrs  thither In search of him,
lmmrl'm durlng the service and is asked t
onye,
achools, escorts Fran from the teni,
tells her Gregory s o wealthy man,
deoply Interested In charitv work, and a
pillar of the church. Ashton becomes
wreatly Interested in Fran and while tak-
Ing leave of her, holds her hand and is
ween by Bapphira Clinton, sister of Rob-
ort Clinton, chairman of the =chool board
¥ran tells Grﬂmrg' she wants a home
with him. Grace Nolr, Gregory's private
wocretary, takes a violent disllke to Fran
and advises her to go away at once.
I"'ran_ hints at a tweniy-year-old secret,
and Gregory in itation asks Srace to
feave the room. Fran relates the story
of how Qregory married a vouny girl at
Hpriongfield  while attending college and
then descrted her. Fran is the child of
that marriage, CGregory had married his
present wife three yveurs before the death
of Fran's mother. Fran tekes a liking to
Mrs. Gregory., Gregory explains  that
K#an is the dapghter of a very dear friend
who is dead. Fran agrees to the story,
Mra. Gregory Insists on her making her
home with them and takes her to her
arme,  Fran declares the secretary must
ko, Grace begins nagging tactics in an
affort (o drive Wran from the Gregory
home. Abbolt, while taking n walk alone
at midnight, finds Fran on a brides tell-
ing her fortune by carde, She tells Ab-
botl that she Is the famous lion tamer,
Fran Nonparell. She tired of circus life
and sought a home. Grace tells of see-
ing Fran come home after midnight with
A man, She guesses part of the story
and surprises the rest from Abbolt. Sihe
tecides to ask  Bob Clinton 10 go to
Bpringfield to Investigate Fran's story.
Fran enlists Abbott in her battle against
Grace. Fran offers her services to Greg-

ary as secretary during the temporary

ahsence of Grace. The latter. hearing of
Fran's purpose, returns and interrupts o
touching  scene hetween father and

daughter. Fran goes fshing with Mrs
Gregory’s brother. Abbott., whose reten-
tlon as superintendent, is to be decided
that day, finds her sitting alone In a
bugry. He joing her and s discovered by
Minton and his al=ter.

CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

Fran snatched up the whip. and
iraned over as if to lash the empty
shafts. She had suddeniy become the
child dgain. “We must drive out of
Sure-Enough Country, now. Time to get
back to the Make-Believe World.” She
stood up, and the lap robe fell zbout
tier like green waves from which
aprings a laughing nymph,

Abbott still felt stunned. The crash
of an ideal arouses the echo-—"is
there ne truth in the world?” But yves
—["ran was here, Fran the adorable

“Fran,” he pleaded, “don’t drive out
of Sure-Enough Country. Wait long
enough for me to tell you wha* vou
are to me."

“I know what T am to you” Fran
relorted—"Git ap!”

“But what am I to you? Don’t darive
#0 [ast—the trees are racing, past like
mad. 1 won't leave Sure-Eough Coun-
try until I've told you all—"

“You shall! No, I'li not let yvou take
this whip—"

“1 will take it—let go—Fran! Lless
ad darling Fran—"'

She gripped the whip tightly. He

“We Must Drive Out of Sure Enough
Country, Now."

could not loosen her hold. bual he
could keep her hand in his, which was
just as well. Still, a semblance of
struggling was called for, and that is
wky the sound of approaching wheels
was drowned in laughter,

“Here we are!™ Fran cried wickedly
—“Make-Believe World of Every-Day,
and some of its inhabitants | %

Abboct Ashton, superintendent I?r:
S
i

) &28
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On the front seat of the surrey were |

Migs Sapphira and Bob Clinton. On
the back seat was Simon Jeflerson
whose hairy hand gripped a balter
fastened to a riderless horse; the very
horse which should have been between
the shafts of the Gregory buggy

Miss Saeshira stared at Abbott,
specchless, So this is what he had
meant by wanting the air unstrained
by window-screens. Studying, indeed!
Abbott, in his turn, stared speuchless-
ly at the led horse, ¢

Bob Clinton drew rein, and grasped
his hay-colored mustache, inadequate
to the situation. He glanced reproach-
fully at Abbott; the young fellow must
know that .his fate was to be decided
this very night.

Abbott could not take his fill of the
sight of Simon Jéfferson whom he had
fancied not far away, eyes glued on
cork, hands in pockets to escape mos-
quitoes, sun on back, serenely fishing.
He had supposed the horse grazing
near by, enjoying semi-freedom with
his grass. Now it seem far other-
wige, Miss Sapphira h even had
him telephone Bob to bring her hither.
With his own hands he had dug his
pitfail,

Fran, suddenly aware of her ridicu-
lous attitude, sat down and began to
laugh.

Bob Clinton inquired:
drive, Abb2"

Miss Sapphira set her heavy foot
upon her brother’s unseemly jocular-
itv. “Unfertunately,” said Miss Sap-
phira, speaking with cold eiviiity:
“Mr. Jefferson had to come clear to
town before he could recapture the
horse. We were giving him a lift, and
had no idea—no idea that we should
find—should come upon— We are
sorry to intrude.” Had her life de-
pended on it, Miss Sapphira could not
have withheld a final touch—"Pos-
gibly yon were not looking for Mr. Jef-
ferson to come back so soon.”

“Why,” answered Abbott, stepping
to the ground, “hardly so soon.” At
uny rate, he feit that nothing was to
be gained by staying in the buggy. “Is
that the horse that belengs to this
bugey? Lot me hiteh'it up, Mr. Simon.”

*“This has been a terrible experience
for me,” growled Simon. All the sume,
he let Abbott do the work but not as
if he meant to repay him with grati-
tude.

“What was the matter with your
horse, anyway " Abbott cheerfuiiy in-
quired. -

Simon looked at him sourly. “Dudn't
Fran tell you that the horse got scared
at her throwing rocks at my cork.
and broke from the tree where I'd
fastened it, abd bolted for town?™

“Mr. Simon,” said Fran innocently,
“I don’t believe the horse was men-
tioned once, while you were gone.”

“It would be interesting to know
what was,” remarked Robert with
humor so dry that apparently it choked
him; he fell to coughing huskily.

Aiiss Sapohira gave him a look while
he was struggling In his second par
oxysm. It healed him by suggestion.

“Turn,” said Miss Sapphira with be-
coming - gravity. Robert, still under
the influence of her thought-wave, sol-
emnly drove her from the scene.

When the last buckle was clasped—
“l1 came out here for a quiet peaceable
fishing,” said Simon. “I've spent mv
time huniing horses, aad being afraid
something might happen to Fran ™

“Mr. Ashton took care of me,” Fran
said reassuringly.

Simon cried explosively, “And who
took care of him?" He glimbed in be-
side Fran and begrudgingly offered Ab-
bott the imaginary space of a third
occupant; but Abbott declared his
preference for strolling.
| “This has been a hard day for my
heart,” Simon grumbled., as he
snatched up the whip vindictively.

The bugey rolled away. B
<"Mine, '00,” Abbott called after them
emphatically.

"Takmg a

A surrey had come down the srmﬁm
used road—had Miss Sapphira (ol

towed Abbott in order to discover him |

with Fran? The suspicion was not

| Fran looked back at him. from cver
{ the lowered top. He saw her hand go
! to her bosom. then something fluttered

in the air and fell in the Erassy road.

just, but his conscience seemud (o | He darted after it as if it were a clue,
turn color—or was-it his face? In fact, | showing the way to the princess’ oas.
¥ran and Abbott were both rather red | tle, ¢

—caused, possibly, by their atr.:g:glei
it

over the whip.

Perhaps it was. He pounced upon

A\ JOHN BRECKENRIDGE ELLIS
g £6%  1USTRATIONS BY
';}yamqu-rtYfmxs

-7 (COPYRIGHT 1912
== BOBBS-MERRILLCO)

54

5

—

CHAPTER XVI.
A Tamer of Lions,

The life of a household progresses,
usually by insensible gradations, to-
ward some great event, some climax,
for the building of which each day has
furnished its grain of sand. Today,
Hamilton Gregory and Grace Noir
were in the library, with nothing to
indicate the approach of the great mo-
ment in their lives. It was Grace's
impatience to drive Fran away «ven
before Robert Clinton should bring
the secret from Springfield, that pre-
cipitated matters.

“May 1 speak to you, Mr. Gregory?"
She rose from the typewriter, slightly
pdle from sudden resolution.

Gregory never missed & movement
of his secretary, but now he lifted his
head ostensibly, to make his observa-
tion official.

“It’s about Mr. Clinton,” said Grace
in a low voice, feeling her way to “that
Fran." /

He laid down his pen with a frown.
Suddenly Lis missions in New York
and Chicago became dead weights.
Why Grace's “Mr. Clinton" instead of
her customary “Brother Clinton?" It
seemed to equip the school director
with formidable powers Gregory has-
tened to put him where he belonged.

“Oh! Something about Bob?" he
asked casually.
Her look was steady, her voice

humble: *“Yes."

Her humility touched him profound-
ly. Knowing how anshakable were
her resolutions, he made a desperate
attempt to divert her mind: “That is
settled. Miss Grace, and it's too late
now to alter the decision, for the
school board has already voted us a
new superintendent—he has been sent
his notification. Abbott Ashton is out
of it, and it's all his fault. Bob was
the only one to stand up for him, but
he wasn't streng enough to hold his
friend above the wave of popular opin-
ifon. Don't ask me to imer\-igw Bob
for Abbott Ashton.”

Grace calmly waited for this funlity
to pass; then with an air suggesting,
“Now, shall we talk sensibly?” she re-
sumed. I approve the action of the
school board. 1t did well in dismiss-
ing Professor Ashton. May I ask sbout
Mr. Clinton? . He urges me to :narry
him at once.”

“Nonsense!” he exclaimed.

“It is not monsense,” Grace calmly

responded. "“He thinks 1 could make
him a better man.

We would work |
among the very poor in the Chicago |to lift them, and tried again.

“Yes, for me . . . don't’ care
how much 1 suffer, or whether 1 suf-
fer at all—I mean my work, if it suf-
fers. If I lose vou, Grace—"

“Oh, you will always have Fran.”

“Fran!” be ejaculated: “So you
don’t care, Grace It seews in-
credible because [ care g0 much.
Grace!" His accent was that of utter
dcspair. “How can I lose you since
you are everything? What would be
left to live for? Nobody else sympa-
thizes with my aims. Who but you un-
derstands? Oh, nobody will ever sym-
pathize—ever care—"

“But, Mr, Gregory!” she began, con-
fused. Her face had grown white.

“Grace!"” he caught her hand, expect-
ing it to be snatched away—the hand
he had hourly admired at its work; he
could feel its warmth, caress its shape-
liness—and it did not resist. It trem-
bled.

.He was afraid to press it at first,
lest it be wrenched free; and then, the
next moment, he was clasping 1. con-
vulsively. For the first time In her
life, Grace did not meet his eyes

“Grace!” he panted, not knowing
what he was saying, “vou care, |1 see
you care for me—don't you?"

“No,"” she whispered. Her lips were
dry, her eyes wide, her bosom heaving.
Boundaries hitherto unchangeable.
were suddenly submerged. Desperate-
ly, as if for her life, she souzht to
cling to such floating landmarks as
duty, conscience, virtue—but they were
drifting madly beyond reach.

“But yon can't love him, can you?"
Gregory asked brokenly.

Grace, with closed eyes, shook her
head—what harm could there be in

that confession?

“You won't go away, will you,
Grace?” he pleaded, drawing her
closer.

She shook her head, lips still part-
ed, eyes still closed.

“Speak to me, Grace.

will never leave me.”
" Her lips trembled, then he heard a
faint “Never!" Instantly neck and
brow were crimsoned; her face, al-
ways superb, became enchanting. The
dignity of the queen was lost in the
woman's greater charm.

“Because you love me'!” cried Greg-
ory wildly. *I know vou do, now, I
know you do!" His arm was about
her. “You will never leave me be-
cause you love me. Jlook at me,
Grace!”

It seemed that her eyelids were held
down by tyrannous thumbs. She tried
Her

Tell me vou

setilements; maybe in one of your| face was irradiated by the sunrise

own missions.

contact with evil, than 1 can here
with a person like Fran always clog-
ging my efforts.”

He started up. “Gerace! You go
away '—And—and leave me and my
work?v .

“Let Fran fill my position. You
think she's the daugliter bf vour boy-
hood friend—it would give her posi-
tion and independence.”

“No one can ever fill your place”

Gregory claimed, with violence His
cheeks burned, lambent flames
gleamed in his brown eyes. The ef-
fect was startlingly beautiful. At such

ing, and it but an infinite longing. the
glow of passion refined his face, al-
ways delicately sensitive. The vision
of Grace, in giving herself to another,
like a devouring fire consumed tnose
temporary supports that held him
above the shifting sands of his inner
natuve.

“Grace! But Grace!'
marry him!”

Because she found his beauty appeal-
ing to her as never before. her voice
was the colder: “Anyone's place can
be filled.”

“You don’t care!™ he cried ont des-
perately.

“For Mr. Clinton? Yes, | admire his
persistence in seeking God, and his
wish to work for mankind. God comes
easier to some than to otkers, and J
believe 1 could help—"

Gregory, aghast at her measured
tone, interrupted: “But | mean that
vou don’t care—don't care for me.”

“For—" she began abruptly. tnen

You wuldn“

~—1it was the queen of hearts.

adled in an odd whisper, “for you ™"

SCIENTISTS TELL OF THE SEA jto freese at the bottom béfore it does | —Presto!

Who Admires Nature.

i

{at the surface.

| At that depth waves are not felt.
' The force of waves is in proportion
‘to their height. It is said that the |
| street, the
;“’ sisters, and

imﬂ yard.
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there you have the incredi.

| ents of the romance.

|  That's the way it happened ix

| case of eighteen-yearold lllta.lacot::
Hundred and Tweifth |

of 8 West One

prettiest of a bevy of pret-

“Billy” Wallace, a

I often wonder if I
couldn't do more good by perscnal!

glow of a master passion. Swiftly he
kissed her lips, and as she remained
motionless, he kissed her again and

again.
Suddeniy she exclaimed blindly:
“Oh, my God!” Then she threw her

arms about him, as he drew ber to his
bosom.

It was at that moment, as if KFate
herself had timed the interrupiion.
that Fran entered.

There was a violent movement Of
mutual repulsion on the part of Hamil-
ton Gregory and his secretary. Fran
stwod very still, the sharpness of her
profile defined, with the keeaness of

{eyves and a slight grayness about the
exalted moments, thinking no evil be-

cause ceasing to think, grown all feel-!

lips that made her look oddly small
and old.

Fran was a dash of water upon
raging fire, The effect was not extin-
guishment, but choking vapors. Be
wildered, lost Lo old self-consciousness,
it was necessary for Grace to readjust
herself not oaly to these two, but to
herself as well

Fran turmed upon her father. and
pointed toward his desk. “Stand
there!” she said, scarcely above a
whisper.

Gregory burst forth in blind wrath:
“How dare you enter the room in this
manner? You shall leave this bouse
at once, and for ever. . 1 should
have driven you out long age. Do vou
hear me? Go!”

Fran's arm was still
“Stand there!” she repeated.

Quivering in helpless fury. bhe
stumbled to his desk, and leaned up-
on it. His face burned; that of Grace

extended.

Grace did not move.

Fran's eyes resembled cold stones
with jagged points as her steady arm
pointed: “Go! Stand where [ tell
you to stand. Oh, I have tamed lions
before today. You needn’t look at me
so—I1'm not afraid of your teeth.”

Grace's fear was not inspired by
dread of exposure, but by the reaiiza-
tion that she had done whit she could
not have forgiven in another. But for
the supreme momeut she might never
have realized the real nature of her
feeling for her employer. She stood
appalled and humiliated, yet her spirit
rose in hot revolt because it was Fran

She glared at her defiantly.

*“Yes,” said Fran somberly, “that’s
my profession, loph-taming. I'm the
‘World-Famous Fran Nonpareil.' Go
to your typewriter, GGrace Noir, 1 say—
Go!™

Grace could not speak without fill-
ing every word with concentrated
hate: *“You wicked little spy., your
evil nature won't let you see anything
but evil in the fruits of your eaves-
dropping. You misjudge simply be-
cause it would be impessible for you
to understand.” :

1 ago.” Fran looked from one to the
{ other with a dark face.

“l urnderstand nothing of what you
imagine you know,” Grace said stam-
meringly. “I haven’t ' committed a
crimee Stop looking at me as if I had
—+o you hear?” Her tone was pas-

sionate: *“I am what I have always
been—" Did she say that to reassure
herself? “What do you mean, Fran?

I command you to put your suspicions
in words.”’

“l have had them roar at me before
today,” cried Fran. “What I mean is
that you're to leave the hcuse this
day.”

“1 shall not ieave this house, unless
Mr, Gregory orders it. It would be ad-
mitting that I've done wrong. and I am
what I have always been. What you
saw I will say this much, that
; it shall never happen again. But roth-
| ing has happened that you think, little
| impostor, with your evil mind . >
I am whai | have always been. And
I'm going to prove that you are an im-
postor in a very short time.”

Fran turned to Hamilton Gresgory.
“Tell her to go,” she said threatening-
“Tell her she must Order it. You

| 1y.

must go, and she needn't show her

1‘ \;J .r
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“But You Can't Love Him, Can You?”
Gregory Asked Brokenly.

claws at me. 1 don't go into the cage
without my whip. Tell her to go.”

He turned upon Fran, pushed to ut-
ter desperation. “No—you shall go!™
he said between clenched teeth.

“Yes!" -exclaimed Grace. It was a
hiss of triumphant hate.
{ Fran lost control over herseli “Do
| vou think, knowing what I know, that
ill'stand quietly by and see you dis
grace vour wife a&s you disgraced
P Do you think I'll let you have
this Grace Noir for your ” to
be the third— Do you think I've come
out of your past.ife to fold my hands?
i1 tell you plainly that I'll ruin you
with that secret before I'll let ¥you
have this womgn.”

d'!;ﬁ BE CONTINUED.:
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who had found her in Gregory's arms. |

“l see by your face that you under- l
stand—pity you hadn't waked up long .

| know what I mean when I say she |

i

Cattle Being Fattened on Forage From Which Farmers Will Derive High
Prices.

(By M. COVERDELIL.)

Through that thief of time, pro-
crastination, carelessness, and a zeal
to keep every hoof of live stock pos-
sible—ninety-nine out of every one
hundred farmers overstock their pas-
ture lands, and by the time the most
trying portion of the season comes
on, their stock are without sufficient
pasturage to keep them in even fair
shape, and while the detrimental ef-
fect of such management {3 most no-
ticeable on dairy cows, it i8 prac-
tically the same with all other stock.[
since it stunts them in their growth
by depriving them of proper nourish-|
ment for a most important part of
the season.

Another very discouraging feature
of such a course, is, live stock that
thus have been deprived of ample pas-
turage during the summer season,
will be in poor condition to meet the‘
rigors of winter, for, once they fall
off-in flesh at this season, there is not
apt to be any more Iluxuriant
growth of grass spring up that year,
with the result that the animals not
only are unfit to start through the
winter, but they will consume more
high-priced grain and roughage, and
yet not regain the loss of flesh sus-
tained by poor or insufficient pastur-
1ge at the proper season. |

It is imperative, then, that the
farmer do one of two things: Dispose
of his live stock till he has only what |
his pasturage will keep in  prime
shape through the entire season with-
out taxing it to the limit, or continue |
to sow forage crops to supplement his
pasture till the latter part of July. To
those who think this too late to sow
such crops, we would state that we
have sown as late as August 5, and
the crop not only made a good'
erowth for pasturage, but reached a
height that made it a most desirable
winter roughage. With proper man-
agement, such as crop might be wuril-
ized for light grazing early in the
fall: then mown for roughage, but, of |
~ourse, one must be governed in each
cate by conditions.

One of the most commendable fea-
tures of sowing crops for late sum-
mer and early fall pasturage, fs, that
in many cases they can be grown
where some other crop has failed
carlier in the season, or the first|
growth hkas ripened and been re-'
moved from the field. Where wheat
ar any other small grain shows that
it will not make a firstclass grain-
zrop, it should be harvested just as
spon as possible—either bound or
mown and stacked for winter rough- |
age. The field may then be sown any |
of several crops, and will produce an
abundance of excellent grazing in a
very short time. Spots which were
too wet or too dry at regular plant-
ing-time may be utilized to a good
advantage in this manner. One can
sven well afford to cut & few rows
of corn near the pasture-lot, toss it'
over the fence to the stock, and sow
some sort of a catchcrop on the|
ground from which it was taken.!
Then, there is sure to be some parts
of such pasturage left in the soil, and
this will serve as a fertilizer to off- |
set the double drain on the land

As to the different sorts of crops,
that may be sown for this late pas-
turage, one must be partly govermed
by such agencies as weather condi-
tions, conservative handling of the
soil, rapidity of the crop's growth, ete
Dats will make a rapid growth and
fine pasturage, but if the lateness of
the season makes it risky to sow them
an account of early frost falling, they
chould not be sown, as frost mins
them the first time it touches them
to any great extent. Millet wouid
not develop quite as rapidly as onu,:
but it is not so pervious to the dam-/
aging effect of frost, and for this rea-'
son it is liable to prove quite satis-
factory in the majority of cases
Cane and kaffir corn are aiso excl- |
lent for pasturage, but should be!
sown or drilled very thick. so that,
the plants will grow up in a crowd-
ed condition, which causes them m!
be small, tender and juicy for pas- |
will make a qt!eki

good pasturage, but both

| roborates these statements.

{dril and the other with

growth that will admit of their being
used as a supplementary green feed
during the shortage in pasture, and
where this method is practiced, such
spats or fields should be chosen as
near to the regular pasture lands as
possible, so that the product may be
cut or pulled and thrown over the
fence to the animals, without Laul
ing it out. This will in many cases
prove more satisfactory than any
other plan, since one can feed prac

| tically the same amount évery day,

and by gauging this amount accord
ing to the number of live stock he is
pasturing, the condition of the pas
ture growth, etc., this supplementary
feed may be made to last much long-
er than if the animals were given
free range of it

UNUSUAL SUCCESS
IN RAISING PLANTS

Beefsteak Fed Occasionally to
Ferns and Palms Brings
Good Results.

{By ALICE MAY DOUGLAS)
A friend who has unusual success

in raising ferns and palms has given
me her secret. She feeds them beef-
steak occasionally. About every six
weeks she plants a bit of raw meat
close to the roots and it is literally
eaten up.

Some of our potted ferns were droop-
ing so I hastened to try the new plant
food. A single dose of the steak
brought them back to health and their
growth since has been sorprizing
Then in pure curiosity I experimented
with some outdoor ferns last summer,
and after a few weeks | dugz up the
place to see how the meat and plant
were getting on topsther. 1 found
the decaying steak cluched
by innumerable roots that had en-
twined themselves about it like s=o
much wire. How bungry the;
seemed. :

It is said 10 be a common thing
for people living along the gulf coast
to feed oysters to their ferns and
palms. This would be somewhat ex-
pensive for mus poor inland people.
but they frequently buy a load of
shell-fish as we buy coal, simply dump-
ing them in a pile in the back yard
and keeping them alive by occasional
dousing with salt water.

Watering the plants with unsalted
beef tea has also been successfully
tried by my neighbor. Hearing these
things, “How little we know of our
hcuse-mates, the fern family! Who
would have dreamed that they, too.
have carniverous tastes? Could they
have caught it dwelling so near our
dining tables.”

Lirerally

Advantages of Press Drill.

During the past two years we have
frequently called attention to the ne-
cessity of thoroughly compacting the
ground for wheat—and, in fact, any
crop—especially when the season
promises to be dry. The last balletin
of the Jowa experiment station cor
Adjoining
plats were seeded to winter wheat
and giver similar treatment, except
that one was seeded witk a common
a press
drill. Threshing returns ehowed thst
the plat seeded with a press drill
vielded at the rate of 54'% busheis per
acre, while the common drilled plat
vielded only 44 bushels A similar
test in 1854 gave 2 vield of 48 bush-
els for the press drill and 30 for the
common drill The press drill com-
pacts the soil oFer the seed, the mois-
ture is retained, and a more vigorous
plant resuits

Soil Renevation.

The cowpea is 3 wonderfu! repo
vator of soil, the value of which is not
vet gemerally recognized, even in the
south, where it has been most largely
grown and experimented with. At the

I




