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SBYNOPSIS.

The scene at the opening of the story Is
fid In the iibrary of an old worn-out
southern planiation, known as the Har-
ony. The rrlurm is to be sold, and I#
history and that of the owners, the

uintards, in the subject of discussion by
onithan Crenshaw, & business man, &
stranger known wa  Hiladen,  and BHob
Ynacy, a farmer, when Hannibal Wayne
Hiuzard, & mysterious child of the old
southern famlly, mokes his appenranes

ancy tells how he adopted the boy Nn
thanlel Ferpris buys thoe Harony, but the
Quintards deny any knowledge of the
boy. Yaney to keep Hannibal. Captain
Murrell, n friend of’ the Quintards, np
ponrs and asks questions about the HPar-
ony. Trouble nt Berateh Hill, when Han-
nibal Is kidnaped by Dave Rount, Cap
nin Murrell's agent, Yancy overtnkes
Blount, gives him a theashing and securos
the boy, Yuney appesrs befora Souire
Dalainm, and s discharged with conts for
the plaintilf.  Betty Malroy, s friend of
the Ferrises, hus an encounter with Cap
taln Murrell, who forces his sttentions on
her, and (s rescued by Bruce Carrington
Betty mets out for her Tennessee home
Carrington tukes the same stage, Yoney
and Hannibal disappenr, with Murrell on
thelr tral), Hanolbal srrives at the homs
of Judge Blocum Price, The Judge recol
oizen In the boy. the grandson of an old
time friend urrell arrives at Judge's
pime, Cavendish famlly on raft rescue

gncy, who Ia apparently dend, Price
breaks jull. Betty and Carrington arrive
&t Helle Plain.  Hannibal's rifle dincloses
some startling things to the judge. Han
nibal and llnrl)r moet aga'n.  Murrall ar
rives In Belle Plain, In playing tor hig
stakes, Yancy awankes from long dream
lens sleep on bourd the raft. Judge Price
makes startling discoverton In lonkinkg up
land titles. Charley Norton, n young

Innter, who assists the judge, In mys
oriously sssaulted. Norton informs OCar
rington that Betty bas promised to moarry
him. Norton is “l’llt'l“uu!lv whot. More
lght on Murrell’'s plor.  He plans upris
Ing of negroes. Judge Price, with Hanni-
bul, vislin letty, and sho keeps the boy
ne n ocompunion. In a stroll Hetty tiakes
with Hannibwd they meet  Hews  Hicks,
daughter of the overseer, who WArns
Betty of  danger and counsels  her o
lenve Belle Plaln at once,  Hetty, terrl-
fledd, Acts on Bess' ndvies, and on their
wny thelr carriage It stoppid by Blosson,
the tavern Keoper, and n confedernte, and
Hetty and Hannibal are made prisonces

CHAPTER XIX (Continued).

A# they stumbled forward through
the thick obscurity he continued his
personal revelations, the present en:
terprise having roused whatever there
was of sentiment slumbering in his
soul. At last they came out on a
wide bayou; 8 white mist hung nbove
it, and on the low sbore leaf and
branch were dripping with the night
dews. Keeping close to the witer's
edge Hlosson led the way to a point
where & skiff was drawu up on the
bank. -

“Step In, ma'sm,” be sald, when bhe
had launched It

“I will go no farther!"” mald Hetry
in desperation. Bhe fellt an over-
mastering fear, the full horror of the
unknown lay hold of her, and ghe gave
A plercing cry for help, Slosson awung
about on his beel and selzed her Kor
& moment shd struggled to escape,
but the man's big hand pinioned her.

“No more of that!"” he warned, then
he recovered bimeell and laughed,
“You could yell tlll you was black in
the face, ma'nm, and there'd be no
one to hear you."

“Where are you taking me?' and
Betty's volce (altered between the
sudden sobs that choked her.

“Just across to Ueorge Hicke's"

“For what purpoge?"

“You'll know In plenty of time.”
And Slosson leered at her through the
darkness,

“Hannibal 1s to go with me?" asked
Betty tremulousiy.

“Bure!"” agreed Blosson affably.
“Your nigger, too—quite a party.”

Betty stepped into the skif. She
felt her hopes quicken—ahe was think.
ing of Bess; whatever the girl's mo-
tives, she had wished her to escape.
Bhe would wish it now more than
ever wmince the very thing she had
striven to prevent had happened.
Blosson seated himsell and took up
the oars, Bunker followed with Han.
nibal and they pushed off. No word
was spoken until they disembarked on
the opposite shore, when Slosson ad-
dressed Bunker.

“l reckon | can manage that young
rip-staver; you go back after SBherrod
and the nigger,” he said.

He conducted his captives up the
bank and they entered a clearing.
Looking across this Betty saw where
a c¢abin window framed a single
square of light. They advanced to-
ward this and presently the dark out-
line of the cabinet itself became dis-
tinguishable. A moment Iater Slos-
son paused, & door ylelded to his
band, and Betty and the boy were
thrust into the room where Murrell
had held his conference with Fentress
and Ware. The two women were now
its only occupants, and the mother,
gross and shapeless, turned an ex-
pressionless face on the Intruders;
but the daughter shrank into the
shadow, her burning glance ftixed on
Betty,

“"Here's yo' guests, old lady!" sald
Mr. Blosson. Mrs., Hicks rose from
the three-legged stool on which she
was sitting.

"Hand me the candle, Hess,” she
ordered.

At one side of the room was a steep
flight of stairs whioch gave access to
the loft overhead. Mrs. Hicks, by s
gesture, signitied that Betty and Han-
nibal were to uscend these stairs;
they did ko and found themselves on
& harrow landing inclosed by a par-
tition of rough planks; this partition
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“Here's Yo' Guests, Old Woman|”

wns plerced by a low door Mra.
Hicka, who had followed close at
thelr heels, handed the candle to Het-
Ly.

“In yonder'" she sald briefly, nod-
ding toward the door.

“Walt!" erled Hetty In a whisper.

“No,” sald the woman with an al-
most masculine surliness of tone. “I
got nothing to sny.” Bhe pushed them
into the attle, and, closing the door,
fastened it with u stout wooden bar.

eyond that door, which seemed to
have closed on every hope, Betty held
the tullow dip aloft, and by Its uncer-
taln and Hickering llght surveyed her
priron. The brielest glance sutficed.
The room contained two shake-down
beds and a stool, there was a window
in the gable, but a plece of heavy
plank was splked before it,

“Miss Retty, don't you be scared,”
whispered Hannibal. “When the judge
hears we'rs gone, him and Mr, Ma-
hafty will try to find us. They'll go
right off to Helle Plain—the judge 18
always wanting to do that, only Mr.
Mahaffy never lets mim—but now he
won't be able to stop him."

*Oh, Hannibal, Hannibal, what can
he do there—what can any one do
there?" And a dead pallor over-
sprend the girl's face. To speak of
the blind groping of her friends but
served to flx the horror of thelr situ-
ation in her mind.

“1 don't know, Miss Hetty, but the
judge Is always thinking of things to
do; seemn llke they was mostly things
no one else would ever think of.”

Betty had placed the candle on the
stool and seated hersell on one of the
beds. There was the murmur of
volees In the room below; she won
dered Il her fate was under considera.
tlon and what that fate was to be.
Hannibal, who had been examining
the window, returned to her slde

“Miss Betty, I we could just get
out of thia lott we could steal thelr
skiff and row down to the river; 1
reckon they got just the one boat;
the only way they could get to us
would be to swim out, and f they
done that we could pound 'em over
the head with the oars—the least lit-
tle thing sinks you when you're In
the water.” But this murderous fancy
of his falled to Interest Hetty.

Presently they heard Bherrod ana
Bunker come up from the shore with
Qeorge. Slosson joined them and
there was a briel discussion, then an
interval of sllence, and the sound ot
volces again as the three white men
moved back across the fleld In the
direction of the bayou. There suc-
ceeded A period of utter stiliness,
both in the cabin and in the clear-
Ing, a somber hush that plunged Het-
ty vyet deeper In despair. Wild
thoughts assalled her. thoughts against
which she #struggled with all the
strength of her will

In that hour of stress Hannibal was
sustained by his faith in the judge.
He saw his patron's powerful and
pleturesque intelligence applled to

solving the mystery of their disap-
pearance from Helle Plain; it was in-

concelvable that this could prove
otherwise than disastrous to Mr. Slos-
son, and he endeavored to share the
confidence he was (eeling with Hetty,
but there was something so forced
and unnatural in the girl's voice and
manner when she discussed his con-
Jectures that he quickly fell Into an
awed sllence. At laust, and It must
have been some time after midnight,
troubled slumbers clalmed him. No
moment of forgetfulness came to Het-
ty. She was waiting for what—she
did not know! The candle burnt low-
er and lower and finally went out and
she was left in darkness, but agnin
she was consclous of sounds from the
room below. At flirst it was only a
word or a sentence, then the guarded
speech became a steady monotone
that ran deep into the night. kKven-
tually this ceased and Hetty fancied
she heard sobs,

CHAPTER XX,
Murrell Bhows His Hand,

At length points of light began to
show through chinks In the logs. Han-
nibal roused and sat up, rubbing his
eyes with the buacks of his hands.

"Wasn't you able to sleep none?" he
inquired. Betty shook her head. He
looked at her with an expression of
troubled concern. “How soon do you

reckon the judge will know?" he
unked.
“Very soon now, dear." Hannibal

was greatly consoled by this opinion.

“Miss Betty, he will love to tind
us—"

“Hark! What was that?" for Hetty
had caught the distant splagh of oars
Hannibal found a chink in the logs
through which by dint of much squint
Ing he secured a partial view of the
bayou.

“They're fetching up a keel bont to
the shore, Mlss Betty—it's a whoop-
er!" he announced [letty's heart
sank;: she never doubted the purposa
for which that bont was brought Into
the bayou, or that it nearly concerned
herself.

Half an hour later Mrs Hicks ap
peared with thelr breakfast. It was
in vailn that Betlty attempted to en-
gage her In conversation, Eilther she
cherished some personal feeling or
dislike for her prisoner, or else the
situation In which she hersell was
pluced bad little o recommend it,
even to her dull mind, and her dis-
satisfaction was expressed In her at-
titude toward the girl.

Belty passed the long hours of
morning In dreary speculation con-
cerning whut was happening at Uelle
Plain. In the end she realized that
the day could go by and her absence
occaslion no alarm. Steve might rea-
sonably suppose George had driven
her Into Raleigh or to the Bowens’
and that she had kept the carriuge.
Finally all her hope centered on Judge
Price, He would expeet Hannibal dur-
ing the morning; perhaps when the
boy did uot arrive he would be tempt-
ed to go out to Helle Plain to dis-
cover the reason of his non-appear-

unce, She wondered what theories
would offer themselves to his In-
genlous mind, for she sensed some-
thing of that indomitable energy
which In the face of rebuffs and
Inughter carried him into the thick of
every sensation,

At noon Mrs. Hicks, as sullen as in
the morning, brought them their din-
ner. She had gearcely quitted the loft
when a shrill whistle plerced the si-
lence that hung above the clearing.
It was twice repeated, and the two
women were heard to go from the
cabin. Perhape half an hour elnpsed,
then a step became audible on the
packed earth of the dooryard, HSome
one entered the room below and be-
gnn to pecend the narrow stalrs, and
letty's fingers closed convulsively
about Hannibal's, This was nelther
Mrs. Hleks nor her daughter, nor
Rlosson with his clumsy shuffle, T'here
war a1 brief pause when the landing

tary; n hand Wfted the bar, the door
was thrown open, and Its space
framed the figure of a man. It was

John Murrell,
Standing there he regarded Hetty in

| llence, but a deep-seated fire glowed

In bis sunken eyes, The sense of pos-

| sesslon was reging through him, his

temples throbbed, a fever stirred his
blood. Love, such as It was, he umn-

| doubtedly relt for her, and even his

glant project, with all its monstrous
ramifications, waa lost glght of for the
moment. She wns the inspiration for
It all, the goal and reward for which
he struggled.

“Betty!™ the single word fell soltly
from his llps. He stepped into the
room, closing the door ag he did so,

The girl’'s eyes were dilating with a

tultive process of the mind,

but dealt only with conclusions, Mur-
rell
derver,
but he had

ambitions untll the common Judg- |

was reached, but it was only momen- |

| SOLACE IN HIS MISFORTUNE

mute borror, for by some swilt, in-
which |
nsked nothing of the logle of events,

stood revenled ms Norton's mur |
Perhaps-he read her thoughts, |

ments or the understanding of them !

no longer existed for him.
ty had loved Norton secemed inconse-

That Het-
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Entombed Miner Had at Least One
Pleasant Thought After Two
Days of Suffering.

Miners are among the most heroic
beside them, and they are schooled to
belleve that at any time they may
come face to face with death, There-
sult of this Is that they are humorous
In thelr boldness.

In one of the mines of Pennsylvania
there wam a cavein which imprisoned
n miner named Jack Thornton. The
accldent happened on Friday after
noon, and the fellow laboreré of the
entombed man set to work at once to
dig him out. It was not until Sunday
morning, however, that they reached
his prison chamber, and by this time
they were wondering whether he had
lbeen suffocated or starved to death,
One of them stuck his head through
the aperture made by the plcks of
‘he rescuers and called out:

“Jack, are you all right?"

“All right,” came the reply, and then
after a pause: “What day 18 this?

“Sunday!"” exclaimed the friend,

“Gee!" exclaimed Jack, “I'm glad of
that. That was one Saturday night
when those saloonkeepers didn’t get

lived In his degenerate my wages."—Popular Magazine.

They Are Overworked Now,
Four-year-old Dick had made an im-
portant discovery that his hair would

quential even; It was & memory to | pull out if enough force was exerted,
be swept away by the force of bis | and was absorbed In proving the fas

grenter passion.
smilingly, but back of the smile was
the menance of unleashed ilmpulse.

“Can't you flnd some word of wel-
come for me, BHetty?"
length, still softly,
thing of entreaty In his tone.

“Then it was you—not Tom--who |
had me brought here!” BShe could '
have thanked God bhad It been Tom,
whose hate was not to be feared as
she feared this man's love.

“Tom—no!" and Murrell laughed.
“You didu‘t think I'd give you up? @
am standing with a halter about my
neck, and all for your sake—who'd
risk as much for love of you?" He
eeemed to expand with savage pride
that this was so, and took a step to-
ward her,

“Don’'t come near me!"” cried Hetty.
Her eyes blazed, and she looked at'
him with loathing,

“You'll learn to be kinder,” he ex-
ulted. “You wouldn't see me at Helle
Plaln; what was left for me but to
have you brought here?"

While Murrell was speiking the sig-
nal that had told of his own presence |
on the opposite shore of the l.myoul
was heard again. This served to ar- |
rest his attention. A look of uncer-
tainty passed over his face, then he

So he watched aer | cinating find on his forelock.

Hia sls-
ter—aged seven—noted the proceed-

| jngs with round-eyed horror,

“Vickle! Dickie! she cried, “you

he usked at | musin't do that!”
still with some- !
{ eyniclsm of childhood,

“Why?" demanded Dickle, with the

“Because the Bible says that all
your halrs are numbered—and If you
pull any out you'll make a lot of extra
hookkeeping for the angels."

Simple Explanation,

To fllustrate a point that he was
making—that his was the race with a
future and not a race with a past—
Booker T. Washington told this little
story the other day.

He was standing by his door ome
morning when old Aunt Caroline went
br.

“Good morning, Aunt Caroline,” he
“Where are you going this morn-
ing?

“Lawzee, Mista' Wash'ton,” she
replled. 'I'se done been whar ['se

| gwine."—Kansas City Star.

No Soclal Tact.

At a club dance an enthusiastic
member approached a rather dull
member and sald to him:

“Bay, for heaven's sake go over and

made sn Impatient gesture as if he | talk to Miss Fryte. She ls sitting all

thought
him,

dismissed some
forced Iteelf upon
to Betty.

“You don’t ask what my purpose 1s |
where you are concerned; you have
no curlosity on that score?’ She en-
deavored to meet bis glance with a
glance as resolute, then ber e)‘ea|
sought the boy's upturned face. *i
am going to send you down river, Let-
ty. Later | shall join you in New Or
leans, and when | leave the country
you shall go with me—"

“Never!" gasped Betty.

“As my wife, or however you choose
to call it. I'll teach you what a man's
love 1a like,” he boasted, and extend-
ed his hand, Betty shrank from bhim,
and his hand fell at his slde. He
looked at her steadlly out of his deep-
sunk eyes, in which blazed the fires of
his passlon, and as he looked, her
face paled and flushed by turns, “You
may learn to be kind to me, Hetty,
he sald. "You may find it will De
worth your while.” Hetty made no
answer; she only gathered Hannlbal
closer to her slde. “Why not accept
what 1 have to offer, Betty?" Again
he went nearer her, and again she
shrank from him, but the madness of
his mood was in the ascendant. He
selzed her and drew her to him. Bhe
struggled to free herself, but his tin
gers tightened ahout her.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
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Cubans Fond of Railsins.

The life of Cuba is largely sustained
by raisins, its people consuming the
fruit more generally than any other
of the Bpanish-Awnerican colonles.

by herself.”
“But—but what shall 1 say to her?”
“Tell her how pretly she Is."”
“But she ain't pretty."
“Well, then, tell her how ugly the

| othe girls are. Aln't you got no so-
| clal tact?”

True to Mis Trust,

“Father,” asked the beautiful girl,
“did you bring home that material
for my new skirt?

llY“‘OI

“Where Is 1t

“Let me see? Whait now, Don't be
impatient! 1 didn't forget it. I'm
sure I've got It in one of my pockets,
somewhare.”

All women are more or less cred.
ulous, and some have faith in thelr
husbands.

Nothing so completely knocks a con.
trary man as to have you agree with

DR. PRICE'S

Cream

IS ABSOLUTELY HEALTHFUL

soda. It makes the foo
more delicious and whole-

The low priced, low
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nciple solel
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de
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Finance.
Stella—How do you suppose they
will finance a third party?
Bella—Don't know; 1 can't make
father pay for one.

Its Advantages,

“I think thg pillory ought to be re-
vived as punishment for this frenzled
financing."

“Why =0?"

“Because It provided a fitting penak
ty In stocks and bonds.”

Important Moth
Examine carefully every.Bttlo of

CASTORIA, a gafe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

Dears the

| Signature of

In Use For Over 30 Years,

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

The Moon's Offepring,
Looking out of the window one eve.
ning, little Marle saw the bright, full
moon in the eastern sky, and, appar-
ently, only a few Inches from It, the
beautiful Jupiter, shining almost as
brightly as the moon Itsell. Marle
gazed Intently at the spectacle for a
moment, and then, turning to her
mother, exclalmed:
“0Oh, mother, look!

lald an egg!”

The moon has

Making Cheese In Olden Days.

Cheese was ‘made by the old-time
farmers In the summer on the co-op-
erative plan by which four cattle gwn-
ers owning say 14 milch cows recelved
all the milk night and morning, ac-
cording to the dally yleld of thelr
little herd. Thus given two famllles
having five cows each, one with three
and one with one, supposing that the
average yleld per cow was the same,
iz two weeks two owners would make
five cheeses each; one would press
three, and one only one cheese, but
this one would be as good and as large
a3 any of the rest.—'"Nobility of the
Trades—The Farmer,” Charles Winss
low Hall, in National Magazine,

She Was a Duster.

Mra. Sutton advertised for a woman
to do general housework, and in aos
swer a colored girl called, announcing
that she had come for the position.

“Are you a good cook?" asked Mre,
Button.

“No, indeed, I don't cook,” was the
reply.

“Are you a good laundress?™

“I wouldn't do washin’ and ironin’y
it's tco bard on the hands”

“Can you sweep?” asked Mrs. Sut-
ton

“No,"” was the positive answer. “I'nd
nut strong enough”

“Well,” sald’ the lady of the house,
quite cxasperated, “may I as. whaj
you can do?”

“l dusts,” came the placid reply.—
Everybody's,

A Question or Names.

In some of the country districts ot
Ireland it is not an uncommon thing
to see carts with the owners’ names
chalked on to save the expense of
painting. Practical jokers delight in
rubbing out these signa to annoy the
owners.

A constabulary sergeant one day ao-
costed & countryman whose rame had
:?en thus wiped out unknown to

m.

“Is this your cart, my good man?™

“Ot course it is!"” was the reply.
'i'go you see anything the matter wid

“I observe,” sald the pompous po
liceman, “that your name Is o'blither
ated.” ¥

“Then ye're wrong."” quoth the coun-
tryman, who had mever come across
the long word before, “for me name's
O'TMaherty, and 1 don't care whe

him,

knows it."—Youth's Companion.

T
And didn't tell us if the bite

“He bit the hand that fed him" said Teddy of Big Bill,

Now had Toasties been the subject of Bill's voracious bite
He'd have come back for another with a keener appetite,
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had made the biter ill.
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