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Synopsis Chapter I—Folly, a child
of the cireus, is bronght ap by Toby,
a clown, and by a boss canvasmun
called “Muvver Jim” She learns to

ride Bingo, o circus horse, and _:.'rm\'r-'|uuuld." piped the whlow, with a meek,
to womanhood knowing no life -~.\.-!wnr:y|\.~d ale. She was always mar-

capt that of the cireus.

Chapter IT—A church near the eir- | ate attiinde for a widow. “He can't
, hlame me If the cholr 13 out of key to-
| marrow.”

+us lot interests Polly. Jim reproves
her for her reckless 3

Chapter 111-—Polly urges Bing
I.Ial‘l‘t'l'{‘(h’!l!vli ~|h‘|‘t] srd falls. Toby
and Jim earey the injured @irl to the
parsonage nearby,

"

CHAPTER IV,
T HE blare of the cireus band bad

been a sore temptation to Man-

evening. Again and again It

Mandy was honsekeeper for the KHev.
Jolin Douglas, but the unwashed sup-
per dishes did not trouble her as she
watched the lumbering elephauts;, the
restless llons, the loog necked girnffes
and the striped zebras that came and
went In the nearby circus lor. And
yet, 1o spite of her own curlosity, she
could not forgive her vagrant “worse
half,"" Hasty, who had been hured from
duty early in the day. Sbhe had once
dubbed bim Hasty In a spirit of derl-
gion, and the name had clung to him,

The sarcusm seemed doubly appropri- |

ate tonight, for be hod been away
gince 10 that morning, and It was now
past 9.

The young pastor for o time had en-
Joyed Mandy's tirades against her hus-
dand, but when she began calling
mhrilly out of fhe window to chance
acquaintances for news of him he slip-
ped quietly into the next room to fin-
Ish tomorrow’s sermon, Mandy renew-
od her operations at the window with
increased vigor when the pastor bhad
gone. She was barely saved from
pitchiing headforemost Into the lot by
the timely arrival of Deacon Strong’s
daughter, who managed with difleulty
to conneet the excited woman's feet
with the tloor.

“Foh de Lor' sake!" AMandy gosped:

as she stood pantlug for breath and
blinking at the prelty, young apple

faced Julla. *1 was suall most gone
dat time.” Then followed another out-
burst agalnst the delinguent Hasty.

But the dencon's daughter did not
bear. 1ler exes were alrendy wander-
Ing anxlously to the lzhte and the tin
kel of the little world besond the win-
dow,

This was not the first time today
that Mandy had found herself talking
to space.  Thore Had been o steady
strenm of callors ot the parsonoge
gince 11 that morning, hur she had
long ngo confided o the pastor thit
e suspectod thelr rensons,

HDoy comes [n hers a-trackin® apomy
fioors,” shie sald, “an® waskin® why
you ddan’t stop de circus from a-show-
in' nex” to de echurch an® den s-eranin®
dpr pecks out de winder till | ean'c
get no housework done.”

“That's only human nature” Doug-
Ing had answered, with o lough, bat
Mandy had declored that she Knew an-
other name for it and had mumbled
gomething about “hypocritters” ns she
selzed ber broom and begun to sweep
imaginary tracks from in front of the
door,

Many thnes she had made up her
niind to let the next callor know just
whiat she thought of “hypocritters,”
but her determivotlon was usvally
weakened by her still greater desire to
excite Inereased wonder In the faces
of her visltors,

Divided between these two locling-
tlons,. she gozed nt Julln now. Tho
ghining eyves of the deacon's daughter
conqguered, aod she launched forth into
wn eager deseription of how she bad
Just seen a “wonde ful striped apa-
mole’ with g “pow'fol long neck wulk
right out of the tent” and how he had
“come apart afore her very eyes” and
two men had slipped “right out of his
Ingldes.” Mandy was 20 carrled away
by her own eloquonce und so  husy
showing Julin the sights beyond the
window ihat she did pot hear Miss
Perkins, the thin lipped spinster, who
eutered, followed by the Widow Wil-
loughby, drageing her seven-yenr-old
won Willle by the hawd
The women were profesting bhecnuse
thofr eholr practice of “What Shall the
Harvest Be?' had been loterropted by
the vorequested accompaniment of the
“hoochee cooclies” from the nearby elr.
cus band,

“It's seandalous!” Migs Perking snap-
ped.  “Scandalous!  And  somebody
ought to stop 1t." SBhe glanced about

T e ke s

ks '"i"lf there Isn't Julln Strong a-leaning

dy Jones all afternoon and | wijle for her argument with Julia,
| The glow from the red powder outside
hnd dragged her from her work to the ' 1)« window was posiiively alarming.

smdy window, from which she could |
see the wonders so tantalizingly near. '
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with an unmlstakable alf of grievance i
nt the closmd doors, feellug that the
pastor was undoubledly behind one of
them when he ought to be out taking
action against the things that her soul
nbominated.

“Well, 'm sure I've done all that T,

tyred.  She considersd It an approprl

“Mercy me!"” Interrupted the splnster.

TIgUL out of that Winaow G-looking ac
the circus, and her pa o deacon of the
church, and this the house of the pass
tor! It's shocking! 1 must go to her™
“Ma, let me see, too,” begged Willle
ug he tonggal ot bis mother's skirts.
Mra, Willoughby lhesitated. Miss
Perking was certaluly taking a long

“Dear me!™ she sald. *“1 wonder Iif
there can be a fire” And with this
pretext  for Investigution she, o,
Jolped the Httle group at the window,

A few moments later, when Douglas
entered for a fresh supply of paper,
the backs of the company were Lo
ward him, He crossd fo the study |
table without disturbing his visitors
and smiled to himself at the eager
way In which they were hanging out
of the window.

Dougiag wes a sturdy young man of
eight amd twenty, frank and boyish in
manner, contldent and light hearted in
spirit.  He had seemed (oo young to
the deacons when he was appolioted to
thelr churel, aud his Keen enjoyment
of ontdoor games and other henlthful
spurts robbed him of & certaln digonity
In thelr eyes. Some of the women of
the congregation had been fnecllned to
slde with the deacons, for it hurt their
vanity that the pastor fonmd so many
other inrerests when be might bave
been sitting v dark, stuffy rooms dis-
cuseing theology with them, but Doug-
Ing had been elther unconscious of or
Indifferent to thelr resentment and
bad gone on his way with a cheery nod |
amd an nneonguerable conviction of
right that had only left them flounder-
ing. He lotendd to quit the room
now unnoticed, but was ocfortunate
ehough to upset a chinlr ns he turned
from the tnble. This brought a chorus
of exelamntions from the women, who, l
chattering. rushed quickly toward him.

“What do you think of my naughty
hay, Willie¥" simpered the widow.
“Ie dragged me gquite to the window.”

Douglas glanced nmusedly first at |
the five foor slx widow and then ut |

the helpless redd haired orchin by her |

glde, bot he made no comment beyond |
offeriug a chalr to each of the women, |

“Our cholr practive had to be entire. |
Iy discontinuel.” declared Miss Per- |
Kins sonrly as she accepted the prof-
fered chalr, adjusted her skirts for o
stay amd glaneed definutly ar the par-
son, who b dotifully seated hlmself |
nedar the tnhle, |

“Lam gure T hive as troe an ear as
anybidy,” whimpered the widow, with ‘
an Injured air,  “But I defy any one
to lead *What Shall the Harvest Be?
fo an accompaniment like that” She
Jerked her hand in the direction of the
window. The band was again playing
the “hoeochee coochee.”

“Never mind about the cholr prac-
tee,” sald Donglis, with a smile, It
18 soul, not skill, that our congregation
| needs In Its miusle. As for that music
| out there, It is not without its compen-
|s.'mun,-|. Why, the small boys would
| ruther hear that band than the Bnest
c¢hureh organ in the world.”

“And the small boys would rather
see the circus than to hear you preach, |
most likely,” snapped Mliss Porkina,
It wes ndding insult to Injury for him
to try to cousole her,

“Of conrse they would, and so would
gomme of the grownups If they'd only
fell the truth about IL" said Douglas,
Inughing,

“What!" exelnlmend Miss Perkins.

“Why not? asked Douglas. 1 am
sure I don't know whnt they do inside
the teots, but the parnde looked very
promisiug.”

“The parade!™ the two women och-
otd o one brenth.  “IMd you see the
parade?”

“Yeu, indeem),” sald Douglns enthas)-
astleally,  “Hut it dldo't compire with
the one T snw ot tlie oge of elght.”
He turned his hend to one slle aml
looked Into space with a reminiscent
smile, The widow's red haired boy
erept close to him, 4

“The Shetlopd  ponles seemed a8
smdl a8 mlea he continned dreamily,
“the elephants huge as mountaing, the
great enlope wofted my sonl to the
very skies, wud 1 followed that parade
right Into the clreus lot,”

'wid lim. Mars John, did yo' ebber

||l.m1:|‘ll from one to the other, expedct-

“Did you seed inslde de tenti” Wik

L
He asked eagerly,

“1 didn't hoave enough money for
that,” Douglns answered frankly, Ile
turned to the small boy and pinched
his ear. "There was sad disappolnt

( )

la the poung pastor's arms was a white,
spangled burden of huwmanity.
ment In the yvoungster's face, but he
brightened again when the parson cou-
fessed thar be “peeped.” ]

“A parson peepiog!™ eried the thin |
lipped Aliss Perkins. |

“l wuas not o parson then” corrected |
Douglas good naturedly.

“You were golng (o be” pumlsh‘d..
the spinster. {

“T had to be a boy first In splte of
that fact.”

The sudden appearance of Hasty
proved a diversion. e was looking
very sheepish.

“Hyar he Is, Mars John; look at
him!™ sald Mandy.

“Hasty, where have you (been all
day ¥ demanded Douglas severely.

Hasty fumbled with his hat and
sparred for time. “DId yo' suy whar's
I been, gah?*

“Dat's whit he done nst yo'," Mandy
prompted threateningly.

1 bin ‘cefved, Mars John,” declared
Hasty solemnly. Mandy snorted fn.
credulously. Douglos walted.

“A gemmen in de ecircus done tole
me dis mawnin® dat ef I carry water
fo' de el'phants he'll ot me in de el
cus fo' nuffin’, an® 1 mnke a 7greement

seed an el'phant deink?" he asked,
rolling Lis eyes, John shook his hend.

“Well, salb, lie jes’ put dat trunk a
his'n Into de pall jes' once an'—swish—
wnter gone.'

Douglas lnughed, and Mandy
tered sullenly

“Well, sal,” contlnued Hasty, “1 totp
water fo' dem el’'phante all doy long,
an” when I cum ronn' to gee de clreas
de gemmoen won't let e . An® when
1 try to ernwl under Jd¢ tent dey pulls
me out by de lalgs an' benls me." e

"PICIPO ‘3IPIF IQIYXHT TTAMTO ‘T NHOL

Ing sympathy.

“Barves you right.” was Mandy's
ynfeellng reply. “If yo's g0 anxlons 0o
be n-totin® water, fes' yo' come along
outshle avd tote same fo' Mandy.”

1 ecan't do no o' carryin’, Mandy,”
protested Hasiy. “I's hurted fn moh
arm."”

“What burt yvo'y"”

“Tger.”

“A tiger? exclalmed the women In
unfron,

(Ta he continned,)
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Stenography. Typewriting, |
Bookkeeping, Mathematics,
Penmanship, Business Cor-
respondence, Legal Forms
and Commercial Law by

expert teachers. Terms |

very reasonable. No busi-

ness college methods. -
Afternoon Session 3:30 '

to 6 p. m.
Night session, 7 to 9:30
p. m,

Apply 135 Bartlett Street,
Opposite High School
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How Many
Trips

Over the
Washboard?

HAT question worries yon when your nicer things
begin to show the wear and tear of rubbing,
But rubbing is bound to be hard on clothes—it
wears away the board in a year!
Throw away your washboard|
Treat your clothes rightl
Try the Coffield Power Washer. It washes entirely
without rubbing. No imitation washboard inside, like
other machines, Nothing to wear or tear your clothes,
Pays ﬁ itself many times over by the saving on the

clothes.

Let us put it in your home and do your washing
for you. Examine it. Examine its work. ou won't

Tet us take it back after that.

City water runs il while you rinse and hang oul,

IT you are still doing your washing by hand, wast
ing your energy and strength, or are using one of
the old style washing machines, we would suggest that
you call at once and inspeect

Coftield
Power
Washer

You will find a pretty good cut of it in this ad, buf
it does not show the beauty and simplicity of the mo
tor which operates the machine.

=
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No Labos on Your Part

It washes while you rinse and hang out, and the
expense is less than 5 cents a week, Sent on free
*trial if desived.

Medford
Hardware Co.
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