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Bapphira was on the green veranda.
Miss Sapphirs, recognizing Gregory,
waved a dolemn greeting, and he felt
reassured—for he was always afrald
Robert would “tell.” He pushed hls
WAy nearer,

“Is Misa Nolr here? Gregory osked
'n a strained volee; the confusion hid

#But | Have Been Dying to Be Near
You, to Talk to You."

the odd catch his voles had suffered
n aver the name,
“No. #'s down-town—but not at
any show, you may be sure. She's loft
lato at the store because—I guess
you've heard Abbott Ashton has been
away a long time."
“l have heard nothing of the young
man," Gregory replled stiy,
! “Well, he's been off two or three

weeks somewhere, nobody knows um-
less it's Bob, and Bob won't tell any-
thing any more. Abbott wrote he'd
be home tonight, and Bob drove over

ra‘t
g
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to Simmtown to meet him In the sur-
rey, #o Migs Grace is alone down
there—" Bhe nodded ponderously,

“Alone!" he exclaimed involantarily.

“Yes—1 look for Bob and Abbott
now Jjust any minute.” She added,
eylng the erowd—"I saw Fran on the
stroet, long and merry ago!” Her ac-
cent was that of condemnation. Like
a rock she sat, letting the flekle pop-
ulace drift by to minstrel show and
agnake den. The severity of her double
chin sald they might all go thither—
she would not.
This wns also Gregory's point of
view; and even in his joy at finding
the coast clear, he paused to say, "1
am gorry that Fran seems to have lost
all reason over thig carnival company.
If she would show half as much inter-
eat In her soul's welfare—"
He left the sentence unfinished, The
thought of Grace had grown supreme
—{t seamed to {lluminate some wide
and splendid road into a glorious fu-
ture,
The bookkeoper's desk was in a gal-
lery near the celling of the Clinton
grocery store; one Jlooked thence,
through a picket-fence, down upon the
only floor. Doubtless Graece, thus iook-
ing, saw him coming. When he reached
her slde, he was breathless, partly
from the struggle through ‘he masses,
principally from excitément of fancled
security,
Bhe was posting up the ledger, and
made no sign of rocoguition until he

]

“Mr, Olinton is not here,” she sald
remotely. “Can 1 do anything for
you?r”

He admired her calm courtesy. If
at the same time she could have been
reserved aud ylelding he would have
found the Impossible combinatio -
fect. Because it was impoesibls, he
wae determined to preserve her an-
gello purity in Imagination, and to re-
store her womanly charm to actual
being,

“How can you receive me so coldly,”
be sald impulsively, “when I've mot
#een you for weeks?"

“You see me at church,” she an-
swered impersonally,

“But T have been dying to be near
you, to talk to you—" ,
“Btop!"” sha held up her hand, “You
should know that Mr., Clinton and 1
."_-ll

"Grace!"” he groaned.

Bhe whispered, her face suddenly
growing pale, “Are engaged.” The
tete-a-tete was beyond her supposed
strength,

"Engaged!" he echoed, as If she had
pronounced one of the world’s great
tragedlos. “Then you will glve your-
self to that man—yourself, Grace, that
beautiful self—and without love? It's
a erime! Don't commit the horrible
blunder that's rulned my Ife. See
what wretchedness has come to me—"
“Then you think,” very slowly, “that
1 ought to let Fran ruin my whole life
because your wife has ruined yours?
Then you think that after 1 have been
driven out of the house to make room
for Fran, that I ought to stay single
because you married unwisely?"
“Grace, don't say you are driven
out.”

“What do you call it? A resigna
ton 1"

“Grace!—we have only a few mo-
ments to be alone. For pity's sake,
look at me kindly and use another
tone—a tone like the dear days when
you were by my side, . . . We may
never be together again.”

She looked at him with the same re-
pollsnl &xpreselon, aand spoke in tho
samo bitter tone: “"Wael, suppose we're
not? You and that Fran will be to-
gether.”

In Lis reallzation that it was Fran,
and Fran alone, who separated them,
Gregory passed loto a state of Anger,
to which his love added recklesaness.
“Grace, bate me If you must, but you
shall not misunderstand me!™

She laughed. “Please dont ask me
to understand you, Mr. Gregory, while
you hide the only secret to your um-
derstanding. Don’t come to me with
pretonded liking when what you call
‘mystorious  business interests at
Bpringfield’ drive me from your door,
and keep Fran at my deak.”

He Interposed In a low, poassionate
volee. "I am resolved that you should

Fe

know everything.
daughter.”
She gave no sign save a sudden
compression of the mouth; neverthe
less, her surprise was extreme. Her
mind flashed along the wires of the
past and returned {lluminated to the
present entanglement,
He thought her merely stunned, and
burst forth: “I tell you, Fran is my
child, Now you know why I'm com-
pelled to do what she wants. That's
the secret Bob brought from Spring-
fleld. That's the secret Abbott Ash-
ton hung over my head—the traitor! :
after I'd befriended him! All of my
ungrateful friends have conspired to
ruin me, to force you from me by this
secrel. DPut you know It now, and I've
escaped its danger. You know It!”
“And does your wife know 1"
“Would I tell her, and not tell you?
It's you I've tried to shield. I married
Josephine Derry, and Fran s our
child. You know Fran. Well, her
mother was just like her—frivolous,
caring only for things of the world—
irreligious. And 1 was just a boy—a
mere college youth, When I realized
the awful mistake I'd made, I thought
it best Lo go away and let her live her
own llife. Years after, I put all that
behind me, and came to Littleburg.
I married Mrs, Gregory and 1 wanted
to put all my past life away—clear
away—and live a good open life, Then
you came, Then I found put I'd never
known what love meant” It means &
fellowship of souls, love does; it has
nothiog to do with the physical man.
It means just your soul and mine, . . .
and it's too late!"
Grace, with hands locked upon her
open ledger, stared straight before
her, as if turned to stona. The little
fenced-in box, hanging high above ea-
ger shoppers, was as a peaceful haven
in a storm of raging nolses., From
without, gusts of merriment shrieked
and whistled, while above them
boomed the raucous cries of showmen,
drowned In thelr turn by the inde-
fatigable brass-band. The atmosephere
of the bookkeeper's loft was a wedge
of allence, splitting a solldarity of tu-
mult,
Gregory covered his face with his
hands. “Do you desplse me, you pure
angel of beauty? Oh, say you don't
utterly despise me. I've not breathed
this secret to any living soul but you,
you whom I love with the madness of
despalr. My heart 18 broken. Tell
me what T can do.”
At last Grace spoke in a thin tone:
“Where ia that woman
“Ftan’s mother?”
She did not reply; he ought to know
whom she meant,
“She died a few years ago—but I
thought her dead when I married Mrs,
Gregory. 1 didn't mean any wrong
to my wife, | wanted everything legal,
and supposed it was, I thought every-
thing was all right until that awful
night—when Fran came, There'd been
no divorce, so Fran kept the secret—
not on my account, oh, no, no, not on
her father’'s account! She gave me
no conslderation. It was on account
of Mrs, Gregory,”
"Which Mrs. Gregory?"
“You know Mrs. Gregory.”
“Can 1 belléve that?" Grace asked,
with a chilled smile. “You belleve
Fran really cares for your wife? You
think any daughter conld care for the
woman who has stolen her juother's
rightful place?”
“But Fran won't have the truth de-
clared; If It weren't for her, Bob would
have told you long ago."
“Suppose I were in Fran's place—
would I have kept the secret to spare
man or woman? Nol! Fran doesn't
care a penny for your wife. She
ocouldn't. It would be monstrous—un-
natural. But she's always hated me,
That's why she acts as she does—to
triumph over me. 1 mee it all. That
is the reason she won't have the truth
declared—she doesn't want me to
know that you are—are free™

Grace started up from the desk, her
face deathly whita. She was totter
Ing, but when Grogory would have
leaped to her side, she whispered,
"They would ses us.” Suddenly her
face became crimson. He caught his
breath, speachless before her imperial
lovellness,

“Mr, Gregory!” her eyes were burn-

Fran—ipg my own

. (COPYRIGHT 1912

BOBBS -MERRILL CO.)
N

ing Into his, "bave you told me all the
recrat ™

“Yes—nall"

“Then Mr, Clinton deceived me!"
“He agreed to hide everything, If
I'd send you away.”

"Oh, I see! Ho even he Is one of
Fran's allies. Never mind—did you
#say Lhat when you married the second
time, your first wife was living, and
had never been divoreced?”

“But Grace—denr Grace! 1 thought
It all right. I belloved—"
She dild not seem to hear him.

"Then she is not your wife,” she eald
in & low whisper.

“8he belleves—"
“8he believes!” Her voice rose
scornfully. "And so that ls the fact

Fran wanted hidden; you are not real-
Iy bound to Mrs. (regory.”

“Not legally—but—"

“In what way, then?"

“Why, in no regular way—I mean—
but don't you see, there could be no
marriage to make It binding, without
telling her—"

“You are not hound at all,”” Grace in-
terrupted. “You are free—as free as
alr—as free as | am. Are you deter-
mined not to understand me? Hince
you are free, there is no obsatacle, in
Heaven or on earth, to your wishes,"
His passage from despalr to sudden
hope was so violent that he grasped
the desk for support. “What?—Then?
—You—you—Grace, would you — But
-__fl

“You are free,” sald Grace,
since Mr. Clinton's treachery,
not consider myself bound.”
“Grace!"™ he cried wildly, “Grace—
star of my soul—go with me, go with
me, fly with me in a week—darling.
Let us arrange It for tomorrow."
“No, 1 will not go with you, unless
you take me now."

“Now? Immediately?” he gasped,
bewildered.

“Without once turuing back,” she
raturned. “There's a traln In some-
thing like an hour."”

“For ever? He was dellrious.
“And you are to be mine—QGrace, you
are to be mine—my very own!”

“Yes. But you are never to see
Fran again."

“Do 1 want to ses her again? Bat
Grace, if we stay here until train-
time, Bob will come and—er—and find
us—I] don't want to meet Bob."
“Then iet us go. There are such
crowds on the streets that we can eas-
lly lose ourselves.”

“Bob will hunt for you, Grace, if
he gets back with Abbott before our
train leaves. Miss Sapphira sald she
was looking far him any minute, and
that was a good while ago.”

"It you can’t keep him from finding
me,” Grace sald, “let him find. 1 do
not conslder that I am acting In the
wrong. This i{s the beginning of our
llves," she finlshed, with sudden joy.
“And if Bob sees me with you, Grace,

“and
1 do

after what he knows, you can guess
that something very unpleasant
would—"

Grace drew back, tc look searching-
ly into his face. "Mr. Gregory,” she
sald slowly, “you maks difficulties.”
He met her eyes, and his blood
danced. "1 make dificulties? No!
Grace, you have made me the happlest
mah In the world. Yes, our llves be-
gin with this night—our real lives.
Girace, you're the best woman that
aver lived!"

CHAPTER XXI.
Flight.

To reach the station, they must al-
ther penetrate the heart of the town,
or follow the dark streets of the out-
skirts. In the latter cass, thelr asso-
clation would arouse surprise and
comment, but in the throng reasonabie
safety might be expected,

After the first Intense moment of
exultation, both began to fear a pos-
siblesearch. Grace apparently dread-
ed discovery am shrinkingly as if her
conscience were not clear, and Greg-
ory, In the midst of his own perturba-
tlon, found it Ineongruous that she
who was always right, wanted to hide.
But Grace's hand was upon his arm,
and the crowd pressed them close to-
gether—and she was always beauti-
ful and divinely formed. The pros-
pect of complete possession filled him
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{That Used In the Supreme Court Prob-
ably the Oldest Connected With
the Government.

It is & tiny little book, only five and
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preme court has taken the oath of
alleglance when accepting his appoint.
ment to our highest tribunal. More
than that, every attorney who has
practiced before the Supreme ocourt
glnce that date—1800—has pledged his
alleglance over the little volume All,
with one exception also, and that ex-
ception was Daniel Webster.

It Is told even yet of the Bupreme
court of that day that Mr. Webster's
fame as an orator had so preceded him
that on the occaslon when he came
to argue his first case before the court
the clerk, Mr. Caldwell, In his eager
ness to hear the great speaker, forgot
to administer the oath —Christian
Herald, -

Where Old Cans Go.

“Waeall, what does becoma of all these
cans?” was asked the authority,

“*They are,” he replied, “relncarnat-
od, so to speak, and become, in fact,
A& new tin can, but mostly a window
welght.” Them he explained how the
old tin cans are gathered up and hurl-
ed Into a furnace, and how the thin
veneer of tin, which 1s merely the out
er covering, s separatod as a melted
produet from the steal, whioh forms
the real basis for the can. The tin
la far more valuable than the steel,
and It Is used over and over again for
covering cans. The steel part, when
melted, becomes a solid chunk; in
fuot, the solidest chunk In the whole
slesl family. Window welghts must
be small, but hefiy; hence the use of
steel from tin cans.

Orator Slightly Mixed,

A former senator of the United
Btates was addressing a meeting in
his home town to celebrate the appro-
priation by the legislature of funds
for the erection of a new state capl-
tol. “My fellow citisens,” sald he,

with ecstasy, while Grace herselt
yielded to the loge that had outgrown
all other principles of conduct.

They galned the street before the
court-house which by courtesy passed
under themame of “the city square.”
Grace's hand grew tenee on Gregory's
iarm—"Look!"

Her whisper was lost In the wind,
but Gregory, following her frightened
glance, saw Robert Clinton elbowing
hie way through the crowd, forcing
his progress bluntly, or jovially, nc-
cording to the nature of obstruction.
He did not see them and, by dodging,
thay escapod,

The nearness of danger had paled
Grace’s cheeks. Gregory accepted his
own trembling as natural, but Grace's
evident fear acted upon his nebulous
state of mind in a way to condense
jumbled emotions and deceptive long-
Ings Into something like real thought.
If they were In the right, why did
they feal such axpansive rellef wheh
the crowd swept them from the side-
walk to bear them far away from
Robert Clinton?

The merry-goround, its very musie
traveling In a circle, clashed its slem-
whistlings and organ, wallings against
a drum-and-trombone band, while these
distinct strata of sound were cut
across by an outcropping of grapho-
phones and megaphones. Always out
of sympathy with such displays, but
now more than/ever repalled by them,
Grace and Gregory hurried away to
find themselves penned in a court,
surrounded on all sides by strident
cries of “barkers,” cracking reports
from target-practice, fusillades at the
“doll-babies,” clanging fars  from
strength-testers and the like: while
from this horrid field of misguided en-
ergy, there was no outlet save the nar-
row entrance they had unwittingly
used.

“Horrible!” exclalmed Grace, half-
stumbliug over the tent-ropes that
entangled the ground. “We must get
out of this.”

It was not easy to turn about, so
dense was the crowd.

Scarcely had they accomplished the
maneuver when Grace exclaimed be
low her breath, “There he is!"

Bure enough, Robert Clinfon stood
at the narrowest point of their way

“l Don't Think He Has Seen Ua."

He was cllnging to an upright, am
while thus lifted above the heads o
the multitude, sought o scan ever
faco,

“] don’t think he has scen us," mul
tered Hamlilton Gregory, instinctively
lowering his head.

“We ean't get out now,” Grace
lamented. "“No, he hasn't seen us—
yel, But that's the only place of—ot
oscape—and he keops looking so curd
oualy—he must have been to the store,
He knows I'm away. He may have
gone to the house"

It was because every slde-show of
the carnival company had insisted om
ocoupying epace around the court-
house, and because this space was
meager, that the country folk and ex-
curslonists and townsmen showed ia
such compressed numbers at every
turn. In reality, however, they wers
by no means countless; and if Rob
ert's eagle glance continued to travel
from face to face, with that madden
ing thoroughness—

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

WHERE HER THOUGHTS WERE

Woman's Ideas Eminently Practical,
Though Not Quite Following Hus-
band's Reading.

The husband was reading a newspa-
per account to his wife. Now and
then he paused and asked a question.
The nature of her replies made him
doubt that she was listening closely.
He accused her of having thoughts
elsewhere, and she Indignantly retort-
od that she had heard every word.

He continued reading for a few min.
utes and then glanced at her, From
the faraway look in her eyes he knew
her thoughts were not upon the item
he was reading. So, turniug the sheet
as an exouse for the pause, he con
tinued as follows:

“Last night, at about two o'clock In

“we will bulld here the greatest spi-

s

birth to six elephants. A high wind
at the same hour that a goat gave
then came up and killed three dead
h es and a wooden clgar Indiag

i

question® suddenly,

snld:

“1 think that's a splendid bargain
Henry. You had better get a hald
dozen, for your stock of shirts Is low*
—Puock.

Old-Time Coffee Drinking.

date walcomed as a rival to alcohols
liquors. Writing in 1660, ahortly afies
ita introduction into England, Howel
makes the comment that “this coffy
drink hath caused a great sobriely
amonget all nations; formerly clerks

What do you think of that, dear? hy | pounced that he could not stop the

She gave a lttle start, amiled and '

|
Coffee, like tea, was from an ears

EMPHIS, TENN.—Memphis be-

Heves It has solved the problem
of the bachelor and the baby. It's
the simplest thing in the world. Mem-
phis just makes the bachelora suppoert
the bables.

The bachelors are taxed and the
money is turned over to a bachelor's
baby club to maintain a summer hos-
pital for sick bables and their moth-
ers and to provide milk and other
wise assist the bables during the hot
summer months.

The amount of the tax Is determinecd
by the “Income, ellgibility and general
attractivenees of sald bachelor, due
deductions being made for overwelght,
baldness, loss of one eye and general
disposition.” The usunl tax assessed,
however, I8 85, And here's the why
It's collected:

The law provides that "no unmar-
rled male arriving at the age of 21
vears shall be allowed on the streets
of Memphis after nine o'cloek p. m.,
or to court, visit or accompany an
unmarried woman to any place of
amugement,” unless he has pald the
tax,

He must present a bachelor's license
on demand of any married woman,

married man or police officer. If he
can't, or won't, he's liable to a floe
of §6 to $60.

“It's all nonsense,” eald some of
the surly ones at frst. “They can't
collect the tax, elther” But Jim
Rawlings and J. A. Relchman, origina-
tors of the |dea, showed them.

In less than two days' time several
of the most prominent attorneys and
business men in the eity had been
arrested on warrants eworn out by
the wholesale. They were hauled be-
fore a police judge and fined double
the amount of the tax. Soon every
body was paying cheerfully.

Statistics In the hande of the Mem-
phis bealth officers had showed thal
| & great many {nfants died every sum-
mer through the lack of fresh alr and
pure milk.

The solution of this yroblem was a
| baby eanitarfum. The clubhouse of
the tristate falr was conflscated.
Money, lots of It, was spent Iln screen-
ing, cleaning, decorating and furnish-
ing the pretty bullding.

Once upon a time the broad veran-
| das of this structure held the bril
llant crowds that flocked to Memphis
from all over the nation to see the
races.

But now the women of fashion have
given way to the tralned nurse. The
thoroughbreds have disappeared be-
fore a herd of Holsteins and Jerseys.
The French poodles and toy dogs are
no more, for the bables have come
into their own. The racehorse men

| vanished, and the doctors took thelr
places.

Auto, Kicked and Abused,

HICAGO.—In spite of himself, Bal-

ser T. Dahl, 2922 North Whipple
street owns an automobile. Waorse
than that, he possesees it.

“And thers is an uncomfortable dif-
ference,” Mr. Dahl sald the other night,
"between merely owning the thing and
nctually possessing it. If I had noth-
fng but a bill of sale and a clear title
I ecould lock up the papers and forget
them. But there by the kitchen door
stands the rusty old scow itseH, hide-
ous and mocking.”

Dahl spent 12 hours the day before
In a valn endeavor to, get rid of the
car. At daybreak, while his neigh-
bors slept, he went forth on his mis-
slon of losing the pesky machine.
Twelve miles he drove—straight out
into the country. Carefully he peered
around. Apparently there was no one
watching. Cautlously Dahl glld through
the door of the machine, Then he
kicked |t In the slats and ran for
cover,

Three hours later, his clothes
splashed with mud from short outs
through the pastures, his bair full of
burs and his temper in shreds, the
erstwhile owner of a motor car ap-
peared at his own domicile.
lie took and falnted.

One look.

Refuses to Be Deserted

Four bluecoats confronted him, “We
haven't got the thieves yet, boss,
but the machine Is at the station
house and there ain’t any need for
you to faint any more."”

“l don't want the machine,” feebly
protestéd Dahl,

“Can't help it responded the one
in blue. *“Under the law we can't
accept it, and It's up to you to go and
get that benzine buggy."

Dahl went

In the meantime, the machine, evi-
dently vexed by its experience in be-
ing dragged brutally to a common po-
lice station by a pair oxen, refused
to respond to Dahl's frantle efforts ta
restore the spark of life to a dead en.
glne.

It took an hour to start the engifte
—but Dahl still has the machine at his
home.

Policeman Hostage in the Hands of an Enemy

LEVELAND,
things have come to pass since

0O.—Many strange
the Fourteenth precinct police sta-
tion, colloquially yelept the Collin-
wood station, was located near a lit-
tle clump of woods at Hayden and
ldarose avenues, in a nice secluded
spot, where burglars, tramps and oth-
er marauders could not easily find it
and say harsh things to the policemen,
but the “last straw” hes arrived

A great army of emigrant Melano-
plus Spretus, with several regiments
of Malapoplus Femur Rubrum, num-
pering 96,600,000 by the estimates of
fergeants Batchelor and O'Hara,
took possesgion of the station and the

flelds all about 1{9 other day. After
& desperate battle the police retired

in  confuslon and chagrin deten
mined, however, to recapture their
stronghold.

Sergeant O'Hara was missing when
the roll was callod some distance
away on Idarose avenue and it is
feared he is held a prisoner in the
station house by the invaders, As
nearly as the police can make out
they appear to be of both the Acri-
digse and Locustidae tribe. Despite
thelr formidable names, they are
really nothing more ferocious than the
common garden or Kansas varlety of
grasshoppers.

Sergeant Batchelor was at the desk
when the advance guard of the grass-
hopper army wilked it

“It sounded llke a march,” sald the
sergeant. “In marched several million
grasshoppers. A detachment hopped
upon the desk and made themselves
busy with things. It seemed they
woere trying to get me to understand
they had taken po#session. ] called
for reinforcemants, but it was too
lnte”

Chauffeur Runs Car Into

ONTGOMERY, ALA.—Thoughts of |

being arrested just because one
falled to turn on the lights on his au-
tomobile are not pleasant ones—espe-
clally to Henry Smith, colored.
Henry has had the experience and
knows whereof he speaks. FPolleemen

who make the arrests do not like the |

idea of being given a joy ride into &
curb, either. 8o the “arrests” and
the “arrested” each has & story to tell.

Patrolman Dan Dees found an auto-
mobile on the street which did not
have the lights turned on. Henry
Smith, negro chauffeur, was arrested
and ordered to drive to the police sta-
tion, Patrolman Dees belng honored
with a free ride. Henry started to
ward the station and suddenly an-

CAr

Instead of trylng to stop, though,
Henry turned on the “faster” throttle,
and the car sped away, going about
40 miles an hour. Although command
ed to stop, Henry refused, and tha po-
Heeman struck him on the head with

e

Fleminga Bullt Up English Town.

Rochdale, England, lald the foun-
dation of its prosperity in the reign
of Edward II1., when a body of Flem.
{sh emigrants took up thelr abode
there and Introduced thelr craft as
clothlers. Rochdale, In the time of
Queen Ellzabeth, had become so fa-
mous for its woolen manufacturers
that the “aulnager,” the officlal ap-
pointed by the queen to measure all
woolen cloth made for sale, had to
appoint a special deputy there to keep
pace with its masufacture and see
that the crown was not robbed of Its

Curb to Escape Arrest

That made the driver mad

his club.

“For that, I'll run you into the curb,™
he sald, and he turned the machine
The car ran Into the sldewalk, and In
ventories of the damage made after

the wreck showed the following: One
polliceman’s finger nall missing; two
knees belonging to a policeman badly

skinned and brulsed; one Henry
Smith at large; one marathon runner
bound for the land where no pollce
men grow.

When Polliceman Dees recovered
composure after the wreck he heard

Henry say “good night” as he turned

the corner into Dexter avenue
i e e e e e
Effect of Music on Animals.
| A unigue musleal experience has
been conducted recently In France,
| It was resolved to lostitute concerts
for animals for the purpose of obsery

ing the effects of musle upon them
The results of the observations made
establishied the fact that disconnected
tones on stringed Instruments ereated
| no effect upon horses beyond causing
! some of the animals to manifest slgns
| of impatience, but when a melody was
| played the horses turned toward the
players, pricked up their ears and
showed plainly the pleasure they expe
rienced.
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