BYNOPSIS,

The acene at the openlng of the atory Is
nid n the Nbrary of an  old worn-out
southern plantation, known as the Bar-
ny. The place Is to be sold, and [ts

Itory mnd that of the oawners, the

uintards, Is the subject of discussion by
onathan Crenshnaw, 4 business uumh "
strapger known as  Bladen, and ob

ancy, a farmer, when IHannibal Wa!n'-;

naard, a mymsterious child of the o
southern family, mnakes his appearance.

ancy talls how he adopted the boy. Nln-
thaniel Ferris buys the Barony, but the
Quintards deny sny knowledge of the

boy. Yancy to keep Hannibal. Captain
Murrell, a friend n’ the Quintards, ap-
mt the Har-

ars and asks questions n
0‘:)‘. Trouble ll%vrnh*h Hill, when Han-
nibal Is kidnaped by Dave Hlount, Cap-
taln Murrell's agent, Yancy overtnkas

louni, gives him a thrashing and securss
the boy. Yancy nrpo.-an before Baqulrs
Balanm, and s dischurged with costs for
the plaintiff. Betty Malroy, n friend o
the g--rrlnu. hias an encounter with Cap.
tain Murrell, who forces his attentions on
her. and Ia rescued by Bruce Carrington.
Betty sots out for her Tennemses home,
varrington takes the samo siage. Yancy
and Hannibal disappear, with Murrell on
their trall. Hannibal arrives at the home
of iudn Blocum Price. The Judge recok-
of Judge Blocum Price. The Judge ncof
niges in the boy, the grandson of an old

e friend, urrell arrives at Judge's
ome. Cavendish family on raft rescue
ancy, who s apparently dead. Price
breaks jall. Betty and Carrington arrive
at Belle Plain. Hannibal's rifle discloses
some startling things to the jJudge, Han-
nibal and Hetty meet again, Murrell ar-
rivea In Belle Plain  Is playing for big
takes. Yuncy awakes from qu’ drt-.um-
fc- aleep on K....m the raft, Judge Price
akes startling discoveriea in looking up
and titles. Charley Norton, & young
lanter, who ussists the judge, (s mys-
”srlnullr nasanlted, Norton Informs Car-
ringlon that Betty hus promised to marry
him. Norton is mysterloualy shot, More
light on Murrell's plot. He plans upris-
ing of negroea. Judge Price, with Hannl-
bal, vislts Betty, and she keecpn the boy
as a companion,

CHAPTER XVIil (Continued).

“Miss Hetty, he's just like my Uncle
Bob was—he ain‘t afrald of nothing!
He totes them plstols of his—loaded
—{f you notice good Yyou can see
where they bulge out his coat!” Han-
nibal's eyes, very round and Dbig,
looked up Ioto hers.

“Is he as poor as he seems, Han-
nibalT™ inquired Hetty

“HHe never has no money, Mias et
ty, but | don't reckon he', what a
body would call pore"

It might bhave bafMled a far more
muture Intelligence than Hannibal's
to comprehend Lthose pecullar process-
o8 by which the judge sustained bim-
self and bls intimate fellowshlp with
adversity—that It was his magnifi
cence of mind which made the
aqualor of his dally life seem merely
& passing phase—but the boy had
managed to polut & delicate distine
tion, and HBetty grasped something of
the hope and iaith which never quite
died out In Blocum Price’s Indomita
ble breast

“But you always have enough to
ent, dear?” she guestioned anxiousty.
Hannibal promptly reassured her on
this point. “You wouldn't let me
think anything that was@ot true, Han-
nibal—you are guite sure you bave
nvver been hungry?™

“Never, Mias Detty; nbonest!”

Betty gave a sigh of rellef. Sne
bad been reprosching herself for her
neglect of the child; she had meant
to do 80 much for him and had done
nothing! Now it was too late for her
personally to Interest herself In his
behalf, yet before she left for the east
she would provide for him. |If she
bad felt It was possible to trust the
Judge she would have made him her
agent, but even In his best aspect he
seumned a dublous dependence Tom,
for quite different reasons, wea equai-
ly out of the question. Bhe thought
of Mr, Mahafty,

"What kind of & man is Mr. Ma-
bhafty, Hannibal?"

“He's an awful nice man, Miss Het-
ty, only he never lets on; a body's
gut to find it out for his own self—
be ain't ke the judge.”

“Does he—drink, too,
questioned Betty.

“Oh, yes, when he can get the
lcker, he does” It was evident that
Hunulbal was cheerfully tolerant of
thin wenkness on the part of the
austere Mahafty. By thia time Betty
wa2 ready to weep over the child,
with his knowledge of shabby vice,
ana bis fresh young faith in those old
tatterdemalions.

"But, no matter what they do, they
fare very, very kind to you?!" she cou-
tnued tremulously.

“Yes, ma'am—why,
they're lovely men!™

"And do you ever hear the things
spoken of you learned about at Mrs.
Ferris' Bunday-school?"

“When the Judge 18 drunk he talks
a heap about 'em. [t's beautiful to
hear him then; you'd love It, Miss
Betty," and Hannlbal smiled up sweat-
Iy Into her [ace.

“Does he have you go to Sunday-
school in Ralelgh?

The boy shook his head,

"l ain't got no clothes that's fitten
t0 Wear, nor no pennies to give, but
the judge, he 'lows that as soon as he
cAh make a ralse | got to go, and he's
learning me my letters—but we ain't
& book. Miss Betty, | reckon It'd
stump you fome to guess how he's
fixed It for me to learn?"

“He's drawn the letters for you, 1s
that the wuy? In spite of herselr,
Betty wus expertencing a certain re-

Hannibal ™

Miss Beuy,

| Manuffy were concerned,
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They were
doubtless bad enough, but they could
have been worse,

“No, ma'am; he done soaked the
label off one of Mr. Pegloe's whisky
bottles and pasted it on the wall just
as high as my chin, so’s | can see it
good, and he's learning me thata-
way! Maybe you've seen the Kind of
bottle | mean—Pegloe's Missiusippl
Pllot; Pure Corn Whisky?" But l-|ln-
nlbul's bright Iittle face fell. He was
quick to see that the educational ays-
tem devized by the judge did not im-
press Hetty at all favorably, She drew
himi into her arms.

“You shall have my books—the
books 1 learned to read out of when |
wus a little girl, Hannibal!"

“I'like learning from the label pret:
ty well,” sald Hannibal loyally.

“But youw'll llke the books better,
dear, when you see them, | know just
where they are, for | happened on
them on a shelf In the library only
the other day."

After they had found and examined
the books and Hannibal had gruding-
ly admitted that they might posseas
certaln points of advantage over the
label, he and Hety went out for a
walk,
the sun was sinking behind the wall
of the forest that rose along the Ar-
kansus coast. Thelr steps had led
them to the terrace—where they
stood looking off Into the west It
was here that Hetty had sald good-by
o Bruce Carrington—it might have
been months ago, and it was only
days. BShe thought of Charley—
Charley, with his youth and bope and
high courage—unwittingly enough she
had led him on to his death! A sob
rose In her throat,

Haunibal looked up Into her face.
The memory of his own loss was
never very long absent from his
mind, and Miss Betty had been the

It was now late afternoon and | his face cleared.

victim of a similarly sinister tragedy.

“You Needn't Be Afrald, | Got

He recalled those first awful days of
lonellness through which he had lived,
when there was no Uncle Bob—soft
voleed, &milllug and Infinitely com-
panifonable,

“Why, Hannibal, you are erying-—
what about, dear?’ asked Hetty sud:
denly

“No, ma'am; 1 ain't erying,” sald
Hannlbal stoutly, but his wet lashes
gave the lie o his words,

“Are you homesick—do you wish to

B0 back to the judge and Mr. Ma
hafty ?"

“No, ma'am-—it ain't that—1 was
Just thinking—-"

“Thinking about what, dear?”

“About my Uncle Bob" 'The swmall

fuce was very wistiul,

"Oh—uand you still
much, Hannlbal?"*

“1 bet | do—1 reckon anvbody who
knew Uncle Bob would never get over
missing him; they just couldn't, Miss
Hetty! The. judge !s mighty kind,
and o0 18 Mr. Mahaffy—they're uwiul
kind, Miss Detty, and it geems like

misa him so

Yulsion of fegling where the Judge and

they get kinder all the tlme—but
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with Unele Bob, when he llked you,
he just lald Himzelf out to let ycu
know ft!*

"That does make a great differ
ence, doesn’t IL?" agreed BDetty sadly,
and two piteous tearful eyes were
bent upon him.

“Don't you reckon If Uncle Bob is
allve, Ilke the judge says, and he's
ever golng to find me, he had ought
to be here by now?" continued Han-
nibal anxiously.

“But It hasn't been such a great
while, Hannlbal; fit's only that so
much bhas bhappened to you. If he
wns very badly hurt it may have been
weeks belore he could travel; and
then when he could, perhaps he went
back to that tavern to try to learn
what bad become of you. HBut we
may be quite certaln he will never
abandon his search untll he has made
every possible effort to find you,
dear! That means he will sooner or
Iater come to west l'ennessee, for
there will always be the hope that
you have found your wiy here.”

"Sometimes | get mighty tired wait-
ing, Miss Betty,” confessed the boy.
“Beems llke ] just couldn't wait no
longer—" He sighed gently, and then
“You reckon he'll
come most any time, don't you, Miss
Detty 7"

“Yes, Hannibal; any day or hour!"™

“"Whoop!" muttered Hannibal soft-
ly under his breath. Presently he
asked: "Where does that branch take
you to?" He nodded toward the
bayou at the foot of the terraced bluff.

"It empties Into the river,” an-
swered Detty.

Hannibal saw a small skiff beached
among the cottonwoods that grew
along the water's edge and hls eyes
lighted up Instantly. He had a juvenile
passion for boats

“Why, you got a boat, ain't you,
Miss Detty?' This was a charming
and an lmportant discovery.
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Something Important to Say.”

“Would you like to go down to it?"
inquired Betty,

“Deed | would!
any, Miss Betry?”

“1 don't know about that.
boats usually leak, Hannibal?"

“Why, you ailn't ever been out row- |
Ing her, Miss Hetty, have you?—and
there aln’'t no bettor fun than rowing
a bout'" They had started down the
puth

*“l used to think that, too, Hanni-
bul; bow do you suppose it |8 thuat
when pepple grow up they forget all |
about the really nice things they
might do?" !

“"What use I8 she If you don't go |
rowing In her?" persisted Hannibal.

“Oh, but it 18 used. Mr. Tom uses |
it in crossing to the other side where
they are clearing land tor cotton. It
saves bim @ long walk or ride about |
the head of the bayou.™

“Like | should take you out in her,
Miss Betty ?" deninnded Hannlbal with
palpliating anxlety |

They had entered the scattering |

Imes she leak

m |

tmber when Betty paused suddealy |

with a startled exclamation, and Han-
nibal felt her fingers close convul
sively about his. The sound she bhna
heard might have been only the rust-
ling of the wind among the branches
overhead In that shadowy silence, but
Hetty's nerves, the plucld nerves of
youth and perfect heaith, were shat:
tered

“Didn’t you hear something, Han:
nibal?" she whispered fearfully,

For answer Hannibal polnted mys-
terlously, and glancing in the direc-
tion he indicated, Betty saw a woman
advancing along the path towart
them. The look of alarm slowly died
out of hie eyes.

“l think It's the overseer's nlece,”
she told Hannibal, and they kept on
toward the boat,

The girl came rapidly up the path,
which closely followed the irregular
line of the shore In Its windings
Once she was seen -to stop and glance
back over her shoulder, her attitude
intent and listening, then she hurried
forward again. Just at the boat the
three met.

“Good evening!" sald Beity pleas
antly,

The girl made no reply to this; she
merely regarded Betty with a fixed
stare. At length she broke the si-
lence abruptly.

“l got something | want to say to
you—you know who | am, | reckon?”
She was a girl of about Betty's own
age, with a certain dark, sullen beau-
ty and that physical attraction which
Tom, In spite of his vexed mood, had
taken note of earlier in the day.

“"You are Bess Hicks," sald Betty.

“"Make the boy go back toward the
house a spell—I got something | want
to say to you." Betty hesitated. She
was offended by the girl's manner,
which was as rude as her speech, "l
ain't going to burt you-—you needn't
be afrald of me. | got something im-
portant to say—send him off, | tell
you; there ain’t no time to lose!" The
girl stamped her foot impatiently.

Betty made a sign to Hannibal and
he passed slowly back anlong the path.
He went unwillingly, and he kept his
bead turned that he might see what
was done, even If he were not to hear
what was sald.

“That will do, Hannibal—wait thera
—don't go any farther!” Betty called
after him when he huad reached a
point sufficlently distant to be oub or
hearing of a conversation carrled on
in an ordinary tone. “Now, what i8
it? Speak qulckly If you have any-
thing to tell me!"

“I got a heap to say,” answered the
girl with a scowl., Her manner wuas
still flerce and repellunt, and she gave
Betty a certaln jealous regard out of
her black eyes which the latter was
at'a loss to explain. “"Where's Mr.
Tom?" she demanded.

*“Tom? Why, about the place, |
suppose—in his office, perhaps.” BSo
it had to do with Tom. . Betty
felt sudden disgust with the situation.

*No, he ain't about the place, eith-
er! He done struck out for Mewphis
two hours after sun-up, and what's
more, he ain't coming back qore to-

night—" 'T'here was & moment of gi-
lence. The girl looked about appre-
hensgively. She continued, fixing her

black eyes on Betty: “"You're here
alone at Helle Plain—you know what
happened when Mr, Tom started lor
Memphis last time—I reckon you-all
ain't forgot that!"

Betty felt a pallor steal over her
face. She rested a hand that shook
on the trunk of a tree to steady her-
self. The girl laughed shortly.

“Don’'t be so scared; | reckon Helle
Plain’'s as good as his Il anything
happened to you?”

By a great effort BHetty galbned &
measure of control over herself. She
took A step nearer and looked the girl
steadily in the face

“Perhaps you will stop this sort of
talk, and tell me what is going to
happen to me—if you know?" she said
quletly.

“Why do you reckon Mr, Norton
was shot? | can tell you why—it
wase all along of you—that was why!"
The girl's furtive glance, which
gearched and watched the gathering
shadows, came back as it always did
to Betty's pale face. “You ain't no
gafer than he was, | tell you!"” and
she sucked in her breath sharply be
tween her full red lips,

“What do you mean?"
Betty.

“Do you reckon you're sale here in
the big house alone? Why do you
reckon Mr. Tom cleared out for Mem-
phis? It was because he couldn't be
around and have anything happen to
you—that was why!" and the girl
sank her voice to a whisper. "You
quit Belle Pluin now—tonlght—just as
goon as you can!"

“This {8 absurd—you are trying to
frighten me!"

“Did they stop with trylug to (rigot.
an Charley Norton?" demanded HMHess,
with harsh Insistence.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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HOMES OF AUTHORS

Some Live Within the Haunts
They Write Of.

But Arnold Bennett Pictures the Blaok
Midlands from Fontalnebleau; Hall
Caine Surveys lsle of Man
From Greeba Castle.

London. London may be the lite-
rary center of the British Isles, but
oup leading authors prefer to live and
work somewhere on the clrcumfer-
ence. Most of the novelisis, at any
rate. escape beyond reach of the mo-
tor-buses. Some of them have cho-
sen to breathe the wtmosphere of
thelr own books. J. M. Barrle's postal
nddress Ia Kirrlemuir, which is the
name (hat map-makers give to
Thrums. Thomas Hardy and Sir Ar
thur Quiller-Couch likewise dwell
Aamong their own people, the one In
Wessex and the other In the Delecta-
ble Duchy. Hall Calne surveys the
Isle of Man from the windows, or pos.
#ibly the battlements and loopholes,
of Greeba Castle, Others are widely
scattered over the shires. Rider Hag
gard I8 a country squire in Norfolk.
Mrs, Steel lives in North Wales, Mau:
rice Hewlett at Sallsbury, Mrs. Hum:
phry Ward In Herts, J. K. Jerome and
G. K. Chesterton In Bucks, Joseph
Conrad in Kent, and W. W. Jacobs in
Kasex.

No one would ever guess wheie Ar
nold Bennett has been making hise
home for some years, His studles ol
life In the Black Country of the Kng
lish Midlands have been written af
Fontalnebleaun! Though only a day's |
journey distant, he has thus been
practically as much in exile from his
Five Towns as Stevenson was from
Edinburgh when In Samoa. He has
now finally put aside all temptations
to belong to other nations, and has

Rider Haggard's Beautiful Home.

tanken a house at Rottingdean, in Sus-
#¢x. That county has already more
than fits fair share of distinguished
writers; notably Henry James at Rye,
Rudyard Kipling at Burwash, and Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle at Crowborough. |

SCHOOL GIRL IS HEROINEi

8he Plunges Into River From Boal
and Saves Her Teacher
From Drowning.

Flemington, N. J.—Miss Catherine
Breslin, teacher of the Grove public
school, near BStanton, was rescued
from drowning In the south branch of
the Raritan river by one of the puplls,
Mary Everitt, daughter of Alfred Ev-
eritt, of Rowland's Mills,

Miss Breslin took her pupils on an
outing and wus enjoying the boating
when, while reaching for an overhang-
Ing tree, ehe lost her balance and fell
backward into the water.

Miss Everitt plunged Into the river,
grasped ber teachar as she was going
down and uassisted her to shore.

SPARROW CAUSES BAD FALL

Attacks Painter, Who Tumbles Fifty
Feet From a Scaffold and
Breaks His Arm,

Lawrenceburg, Ind.--An English
sparrow mother bird, worked up to a
glate of exciteraent, made & flerce at-
tack on W, Holman Morton, aged 36
years, a painter, when he destroyed
fts nest built under the esves of the
hullding which he wos painting. The
bird etruck Morton several thmes on
the hend and attemptad the plek hia
eveg out,  He struek ot the gparrow
and, losing his balance, alighted on
the cement pavement, fifty feet below,
esonping with a broken left nrm and
n sprafnel right ankle. A number of
spectators witnessed the strange at.
tn k and aceldent,

Aims at Burglar and Hiis Gost.

Ledi, N. J—Chlef of Pollee Dacls
daw o hurglar elimbing a ladder load-
I to the bedroom window of Rohert
DBoogrh. He blaozed WWARY with hils re
valver, but Instead of hltting the thief,
e gtruck Plus Ball, tne pet goat of
Jaomes R, Martive, which wug peace-
fully sleeping fu the Lok yord,

| sible 10 tell safferers nll wo sbould lik

MENACE IN SPITTING EVIL

Allegation Is Made That the Habit la
Responsible for 85 Per Cent of
Consumption Cases.

“Ninety-five per cent of our com
sumption,” says the North Carolina
state board of health, “comes from
careless spitting, coughing and sneez
Ing," particularly on the part of the
consumptive. but also from people
who are apparently healthy, "Spit I
frequently laden with deadly disease
Eerme, partieularly that of consump
tiven,

“When one coughs, spits or sneezes,
f great multitude of tiny drops of
spittle are violently expelled from the
mouth and nose. The largest of there
drops can be readily seen. A large
number of smaller droplets can be
found If u mirror or plece of glass 18
held before the face when coulh"‘la

Or gneezing. A tremendous quantit

of still smaller droplets are dl

charged In the form of an Invisibld
spray or mist, which floats about i
the alr for some time. Sclentists
have found that when a man coughs,
Apits or sneezes In a large hall or
room where the air 1s qulet, these
tiny, Invisible germ-laden droplets
will float In the alir for a distance of
25 to 100 feet, These tiny droplets,

‘in the form of mist or spray, may be

breathed in by other people, or they
may wmettle on objects with which
they come into Intimate contaet, such
as food and clothing. Viewed in thias
light, such conduct is at least {m-
polite. Furthermore, it s dangerous
to the public at large to have careless
people actually coughing, sneezing and
spitting germ-laden matter Into thelir
faces, even If it Is Invisible and In
the form of fine mist.”

What Difference Did It Make?

Walking behind some colored girls,
homeward bound from school, in a
Missour! town once upon & time, a
visltor overheard the following un-
blughing and giggling, rich-volced and
sparklingeyed assertion of Individu-
ality from one of them: “Yeh, she
kep' me in, but I don' know Inny mo’
'bout Caesar now 'n 1 did befo' han'
An' ef she kep' me In twel Gabriel
blows hia horn | wudden know an’ [
wudden care, What diffunce It make
to me whut ol' man Caesar done away
yandeh befo' de waw!"—Evening Post,

When Your Eyes Need Care

Try Murine Eye Remedy. No Bmarting—Feels
Fine—Acts Qulekly. ry it for Red, Wealk,
Watery Eyes and Granuinted Eyelids. INius
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A Matter of Names.
“What I8 the difference between
pomme de terre and potato?” “About
two dollars.”"—Harvard Lampoon.

Perhepe there I no marriage In
heaven because the angels know bet-
ter.,

Garfleld Tea purifies the blood and clears
the complexion. Drink before retiring.

The man who has something to sell

| 18 always an optimist,
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A WONDERFUL DISCOVERY.

In this nge of research nnd exporimont, nil patare
I8 runsucked h;thrm-wnnn-furthawmruuundﬂnp-
Npessof man, Belenes has indeed made glantstrid
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The Dr, Benj. F. Bailey Sanalorium
Lincoln, Nebraska
Its brick and stone bulldings so taste-
fully furnished and thoroughly equipped,
In the beautiful park of 25 acres, with
staff of experience and a nursing corpa
of unusual meriy, offers you moest pers
fect hospital results, yet always pre-
serves the atmosphera of a delightful
country HOME. Write for particulars

.




