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the Mysterious Horseman inte

the apirited action of this new
Blue Ribbon serial ** The Wanted Man,™
by Harria Dichson, ond breathlessly
theresfter you follow avery develope
ment in this novel of intrigue, adven-
ture, and mystary, Pictura to yoursell
a long standing feud between southern
families; the woodland rendesvous of
two Fascinating women with a hand.
some equeatrian; a political apheaval in
far off Salamanca, Central America—
and you have soma idea of the pictur
Dickson's

B REATHLESSLY you gallop with

enque background of Mr.
story,

Dexpite ita thrills, or, rather, wight
along with them, Mr, Dickson haz writ-
ten the new serial in a light and amus-
ing vein that iz az full of chockles as it
ia of sensations, It " eells” itaelf with
a romp. You'll enjoy it, From Uncle
Nat's opening encounters to the grip«
ping climax, and you'll agree that the
author has earned a place among the
Blue Ribbon novelists.

Besidea being an author, Mr. Dichson
is a lawyer and a war correspondant.
Fifty-four years old, he has more than
a dozen books to his credit and in addi-
tion numerous short stories and special
articles, Two of his novels are ™ The
Rlack Wolf's Brood" and " The Duke
of Devil-May-Care.”™ Hia home i» in
Vicksburg, Miss,

FIRST INSTALLMENT.
The Man Hont.

HERE was nothing scary in the beha-

vior of that particular automobile; yvet

{t sneaked up behind Unecle Nathaniel

Btark with such abruptness as to give
him tho hunch of something unpleasant that
was just about to happen. Hefore that car
cama whirling so rapldly around the curve
at Walker's store Uncle Nat had seemed to
be tha sole proprietor of & vast and vacant
world. Not even u rubhjt stirred In the dusty
road, nor did the raucous volce oaf a jaybird
mock him from the treetops through which
ha glimpsed here and there o patch of empty
BiY.

Everybody and everything scemed (o ba
aaleep, or gong somewhaers else, which sulted
the old Negro, who craved solltude and peace
for that after dinner meditation. He had nat
slept, not A& wink: he'd swear to that on &
atack of Blbles, He only lay flat on his back
beside the road, contemplating the foliage
above him, in that hazy and deliclous state
of mind that opens the portala to slumber-
land.

Then & cnr shot around the eurve. TUp
want Nat'a touzled head, which might have
been mistaken for a bunch of grass mose.
Like & susplcious mud turtle making ready
to tumble off his log, Uncle Nat craned his
neck and squinted at the threat which Inter
rupted his doze.

No considerats person would have in-
truded. TUncle Nat was attending to his own
affairs, drowsing beneath an oak which
flanks the left poet of Major Stark's planta-
tion gats, At that time of the afternoon it
might appear that an automobils journeying
openly along the publie road should not have
constituted a sinister circumstanee. Plenty
of autos rounded Walker's Bend. fetching
whita follcs from as far south as Vicksburg.
And from the northern direction thres young
Memphis men traveled regularly, but sepa-
rately, to visit Miss Barbara Stark.

Uncla Nat wasn't afrald of automoblles,
whether they hunked or whether they didn’t
honk. This car never opened (ts mouth, but
rushed on, noiseless and swift, like a dog
that doesan’t bark and means to bite. Alto-
gether Nat felt a disagreeable hunch that
those fellows in the car weres contriving to
meddla with some of his business,

Uncle Nat believed in hunches, and they
eamp true, For instance, not twenty min-
utes provioualy, from ons single glance at
Major Stark’s woodplle, he had experienced
& labor saving hunch that by subtracting
himself from tha proximity of her kitchen
Aunt Calline would soon be yelllng, * Nat!
Nat!” and that when Nat showed up missing
Annt Calline would conscript Seymour, the
chauffeur, to chop a turn of wood for supper.
Events figured out precisely that way,

Whila Nat was reposing languorously by
the roadside he grinned as he listaned to
Aunt Calline's fretful voice, duly followed
by the strokes of Seymour's ax. Presently
the ax had hushed and toilsoms clamors no
Janger vexed the calm of Bennington. The
wood having been cut by proxy, Nat mlled
over for his second nap, bot got instead his
second hunch that additional troubles was
being thrust upon him in the shaps of an
automobile, And vet on this placld summer
day, when southern winds blew softly and
green young cotton promised an abundant
harvest, there seemed no external reason for
Nat's apprehension concerning the occupants
of the oncoming autn. Neither was there an
internal reason for discontent.

He had just succeeded in surrounding a
moat competent dinner, filling every chink
and crevics of Nat's body politie to the exclu-
sion of Indigestibla grudges. No grudge
could flourish upon the hearty soll of Ben-
nington, Major Star.'s wide open doorways
extended their welcome only to ths gracions
things of life, shutting out ail malice, and
chosing in silence upon their one ancient ani-
moalty—the Clayions acroas the lake,

When the auto first butted in upon hin
merenity Uncle Nat blinked both eves and
watched with growing suspicion as the thing
rolled mearer. Instinctively he mistrusted
the fat man st the wheel, and felt an even
graater hostility for the little foxy jawed
weasel who sat beside him. Both the atrang-
ers wers white, but Nat sized them up as not
being his kind of folke. 1t never pays for
Negroes to mix up with the wrong sort of
white folks, =0 Nat would felgn to ba asleep
and Jet the car pass by. It did not pass. It
stopped. The fat faced man lsaned out and
looked stralght at him with a far too jovial
salutation:

“The top o' tha morning to you."

Bome white folks can act free and easy
with Negroes, and some don't know how,
By intuition old Nat always parted the sheep
from the goats, and never cracked his fice
as hs nnswered these goats with appropriate
reserve.

*= Good evenin’, suh.”

®"Could I trouble you to step here a mo-
ment?” Mr. Fatface smiled.

®Me? Suttinly, suh; suttinky.”

No matter how genially Mr, Fatface might
sndeavor to conduct himself, Uncle Nat knew

that such men never mads a living by larry
ing along the blg road and skylarking with
Negroes for fun, Thess moan wery moring 1@
got somethiog out of him; so Upcla Nat shut
hia mouth jusi the minuls Lhey apened
thelra. Mr. Valfnce | thed po much that
& blind man could see plumb through him
Evidently ba took s Negro for a fool, and
handed out his Joilles to put Nat in & good
humor to makae him talk The other wiry
little wwasel with ths (oothbrush mustache
and foxy juws did most of tha listoning
novertheless, old Nat correctly pleked him
for the boss,

Under pormal canditions there could he no

hitch In starting Nat's conversation mill
His sparker never falled to respond 'he
biggest majority of reasons why Nuat strolled
down every day to lla b=neath (his oak was
because he loved to gomslp with folks who
passed along the road. Gay young puanters
nlwnys stopped to inquire about Miss Tar
barn Btark, to send flowers and notes and
such, By which phtlandering trafflec Uncle

Nat managed 1o acquilre somothing more
Ltoan news P

He knew that Lhls palr of tightwnd strang-
srs would pever produce a dima or a elgur,
True, they wora styliah clothea and drove &
fine car, which was po earmark of qual
ity, as swarimna of poor whita trash now
went galllvanting around in automoblies,
Furthermore, Mr, Fatfaos talked too nles
to sult old Nat, entirely too nice, The
Negro suspocted them both., Bo when Fals
faoe leaned out to may:

*1 beg your pardon, but would you mind
stepping here a moment? ™ he clinched Nat's
hunch that they wera fixing to meddie with
somebody’s bhusiness,

As Uncle Nat bogan to rise every ons of
his seventy odd vears seemed to hit him
mmultaneousaly, Ha lUmped up from the
ground like an nged pointer erippled with
rheumatism—a diseass which alwnys timed
its attacks at a moment when crafty old
Nat wns preparing to assume the defensive,
After adjusting ons Adangling gallus across
his shoulder ho shuMed toward thelr car with
A queer aort of duck legged galt, and a pair
of looss trousers flapping about his shanka
His transparent eyes met thelr gaze with
childiike amiability, and his smile stood
broadly open as the major's front gats, The
strungers eongratulated themeelves. Hers
waa a simpls minded person and they would
pump him dry.

“1 beg your pardgn.,” began Mr. Fatface: |

“but can you tell me whose roaldence
this [s7"

“ Suttinly, suh, suttinly. Dis i Bennin'lon
Plantation, whar Major Kenneth Stark lives
at. Dar's his name on de mail box."

It did not escaps Uncla Nat that both the
strangers had read this nane, painted in
black lettars on o white box. Then why wera
they asking him? Nat pointed at the mall
box and stood pat. Mr. Foxylaw bobbed his
head ons time, same as A minnow nibbling at
a cork.

*Ah? Major Stark?™ Mr. Fatfacsa pre
tended that he was just catchlng on. * Then
that water must be Lake Marmion? And, Jt
I remember correctly, that hig white houss
on the far side, that should be the Marmion
plantation? "

It was unnecessary for [ncle Nat to turn
and look In the direction the strangers indi-
cated. Beyond the level cotion fields and
through a rift in the willows which fringed
the water Nat well knew that they could see
the whits columns of Marmlon house on the
western banks of the lake. Why should he
say anything? There stood Marmlon house,
to show for {tself. Tha Negro fumbled his
hat brim with both hands, and respectfully
Inclined his head, the very embodiment of at-
tention, while permilting them to guaze al
Marmion house until they got tired.

* So that's where the Claytons live? " sald
Fatface.

* Egraclly, suh; egractly.™

* 1o you know the famiy?*™

“ Mea? Know de Claytons? Suttinly, suh,
suttinly.™

Know the Claytons? Who could possibly
know them better? The memory of Uncle
Nathaniel Stark loved to dwell upon a golden
ara when the two families had been intimate.
But now, after the political fight, tha law.
suit, and the duel, no Clayton of Marmion
coilld ever be mentioned In the presence of
grim old Major Stark., Which was a further
reason for Nat to shot up stupidly when Mr.
Fatfaca began shootlng 50 many questions
at him.

“IMadn't Mr. Stuart Claylon been ahsent
for yecara in Central America?”™ * Hadn't he
been seen the last few days on the planta
tion?" *“Was there any bypath along which
they conid approach Marmion house without
using the public road?" It appeared that
Mr, Fatfacs went sloshing around the coun-
try with a hide stuffed full of questions.

Like an artful dodger, old Nat ducked
every-which-way before their futile fire. ¥x.
cept for the warning hunch ha might have
resled off a rigmarols about how Major
Stark and General Clayton first got cross.
ways in politics, then fell out over their
boundary line; then traveled back and forth
to the courthouse for years, then fought &
due] on the laks bank, where Major Stark got
his stiff leg.

If Nat hadn't felt suspicious of thesa
strangers he would have turned himsaif loose
to brag his proudest brags about the boy-
hood of Mr. Stuart Clayton. For hadn't it
been old Nat who taught the youngster how
to ride and shoot? Hadn't the littls fellow
delighted to run away from Marmion and
come to Bennington, eager to play with
Uncle Nat? Diidn't Nat remember his won-
derment when littls Stuart first dlscoverad
Miss Barbara, a wee, red, squirming baby in
her cradle; and how curlously he had prodded
among the swaddling clothes to Investigate
what manner of creature it might be.

Nat loved to think about those happy days
before the lawsult and the duel came up, be-
fore General Clayton took his son and went
awny. Neither of tha Claytons had ever re-
turned, but since last Thursday ths Marmion
tenants were saying that young Mr, Stuart
was at homes., Thesa wers things which old
Nat might have told, and plenty more, but
didn't.

“Do you think," Fatface persisted, “ that
Mr. Clayton is over thers now?"”

“Mebba so, suh, mebbe s0” 0Old Nat
cocked his bushy head to one side, and pon-
derously considered. * Mebba so. Ef ha
ain't at home, sub, den mebbes he's some
place else. Rlasged to be ona or t'other,
'cordin’ to de way I figgers it."

Both strangers listened impatiently to the
Negro's rambling answers, until Mr, Foxy-
Jaw got provoked and himself took charge of
the grilling.

*“ How long have you lived here? ™ he gues
tioned curtly.

“ Bince 1 was borp, suh”

* What {s your age?"

“ Bless Gawd, suh, I ain't got no age.”

“Got no age? ™

STUART CLAYTON.

" No, sub, Y'onderstan’, boss, befo dat on-
elvilized Yan war old Miss writ down de
age of all her niggers in a book, an' tuk dat
book wid her to Saint Louey: den aha lost
it. Dat's how come none o' dese Bennin'ton
niggera aln’t got no uge.”

Mr. Foxyjaw glared at Mr. Fatface and
Mr. Fatface snickered back at Mr, Poxyiaw;
what's the use trving to get sense out of
such an idiot?

Then Mr. Foxvjaw got redder, and came
to the bat aguin with another question, ** But
you're an old man?®"

" Suttinly, =uh, suttinly, Nigh aebenty,
an’ right tol'ble ole fer miy age'"’

*And you liva in this vieinlty?"

“Live in dis sinnity? No, suh, no suh, not
me. I stays in dat whitewnshed cabin jes
behind de mujor's big house, Ses it yonder?"

“1 mean do vou live in this neighbor-
hood? ™

“ Egractly, suh, egractly.”

Mr. Foxyjaw had the kind of mouth that
shuts wup tight, llke a bear trap. He did
the snapping, while Mr. Fatface did the amil-
Ing. 0Old XNals countenance weant even
blankar as Mr, Foxylaw leaned clear out of
the car and demunded:

“Do all the colored peopls down south
know as lttle as you know?"

“Some of ‘em does; an' Ben agin some of
‘am doesn't—jes’ ‘cordin to delr larning.”

From the way that Mr. Foxylaw spoke
thoze words, “colored people” and * down
south.,” old Nat felt sure that he cams from
some piace up north and resented a foreign-
er's imputation of his ignorance. It was
neceggary for him to demonsirate the Intel-
ligence of his rare and section.

“You are 70 years old?" Mr., Foxyjaw
econtinued, with a eneer which riled the
Negro. “You hava lived In this neighbor-
kood for seventy years and ean give no In-

formation about Stuart Clayton. 1 don't be.
llevs you know him."

“Me?" ‘The old man bristied up. * Huh!
1 knows dat boy same as I knows my own
chillun, Me an' his pa used to be good
friends, special good friends.”

“Bo! You're an Intimates acquaintance of
the family ? "

“ Fgzactly, sub; egzactly.” 0Old Nat
straightened up with & pride in his aristo-
cratic connections,

Mr. Foxylaw negligentiy twirled a watch
charm as If the matter cut no lece with him
and inquired: “ But now you might not rec-
ognize thia young man If you saw him?"

“Me? Huh! I kin shut bofa eyes an' plek
dat colt out of a pasture full."”

Then the two whits men put their heads
tlose together over a paper, which Mr.
Foxylaw produced from his pocket, and read:

% Stuart Clayton, age about thirty-one?”

Dld Nat nodded his bushy head.

“Rlack eyea and hair? Swarlhy com-
plexion? Slight mustache and goatee? A
shade over six feet? Welght about one hun-
dred and sixty”

At each Item the negro kept nodding, but
more doubtfully towards the end, when he
replled: * Meabbe g0, suh; mebbe Mister Stu-
art |s dona growed up dat much. But when
I fust knowed him he warn’t knes high to a
hopper grass.”

So intent they were that neither the etrang-
ars nor Uncle Nat suspectad another pair
of eves spying upon them. A hundred feet
northward, just whers the road curved, Mr.
Florlan Raziliy, ths young creole guast of
Major Stark, was crouching behind a clump
nf sassafras bushes, watching and lsten-
ing. Plainly he did not belong to thess
woods, being fastidiously dressed in light
fiannels, a pink =ik shirt, and necktis of
many colors. Although beyond hearing of
what passed, it was evident that Mr. Razilly
not only knew but felt deep eoncern in this

interview heliween the white men and Unale
Nu When he saw that they were about
done, he kept himself concenled and hurried
porth, along (the edge of the road, then

stoped to walt for the car
Well! " saserted Mr. Voxylaw, folding the
papoe from which he had Just been reading
“That's the official description of Clayton
He usually woars Khaki riding breoches, Hght
gray ooal, and a browl brimmed panama
has.™
"Shucks, Mister'” Old Nat broke out
mughing as he slappsd hia thigh Y Now
you's prankin’ wid ms 1 gho would love to
sen Mister Btuart in dem clo'esn, Dt boy
used Lo seamper ‘roun’ dis place in his ahirt
i, Lardee, how chlllun does grow up™

If ha had so desired old Nat could have
added & fur more convinelng dotall to thelr
deseriplion—a Jugged scar on the inaide of
young Clayton's right forearm, three inoches
above the wrist, For Nat well rememberad
the morning on & camp hunt when that
postiferous little Art! torris boy had shot
Mister Stuart with a rifle which had no bual
ness being loaded, Of course, Nat remem-
bered, but the excomsive curlosity of these
two strangers warned him (hat he wna al-
ready talking too muech with his maouth,
Ko bka shut up again, ma Mr. Foxylaw
chuckled:

*Wo haven't known Clayton quite so long
an you have; but we are old pals, and thought
wa'd drop in to see@ how he's getting on."”

* Rgractly, sub; egzactly.” The negro
turned and pointed: * Jesa' hit dat blg road
an’ foller it roun’ de lake, Taln't more'n five
miles to Marmion."

“But we must bs sure to catch him at
bome.” Mr., Fatface tried all his blandish-
ments, *“Couldn’t you slip over there and
find out for us?"

A gleam of confirmed distrust brightened
In Nat's eye. Every negro was famillar with
the constables’ trick of sending a stool plgeon
on ahead to spot thelr quarry before they
showed themselves, Warily on guard, Uncie
Nat wore an even more gulleleas smile of
innocence as he gazed up and replied:

“ Suttinly, sub, suttinly. i could mianage
to hobble over dere. But Lordee, mister,
wid dis rheumatiz o' mine, ¥o' car kin make
it to Marmion an' back agin whilst I'm
atudyin’ "bout fixin' to git ready to start.™

*Ses this? " Foxyjaw flashed a five dollar
blil. * Have you seen Stuart Clayton within
the last two or three days? "™

Uncle Nat likad the Inoks of that five dollar
bill, but didn't like the looks of the face
behind it

“Is I seed Mister Stuart Claytont? You
mean eecod him my own self? Lemme study,
suh; lamma ponder.” Nat scratched his head
and deliberated, then spoke very slowly:
* Some niggers contend dat he dome ‘rived
back home; an' dep agin some niggers 'sputa
dat he aint. Nobody can't place no '‘pend-
ence in what a nlgger says.”

“Very well,” ordered Mr, Foxylaw. * Go
and ses who's right, Here's five dollars In
advance. We'll pay you ten more when you
return with our tip.”

That word *tip ™ sounded powerful like &
eonstable, although the filve dollar bill erin-
kied mighty pleasantly in Nat's hand. He
felt It over and over with loving care, while
Mr, Foxyjaw told him what to do,

“Moet us st dark under that blg tree.
Bee it?" Mr. Foxyjaw pointed to the spread-
ing magnolla which overhung a corner of
Major Stark's alfalfa patch. * And get twen-
ty dollars more” Mr. Foxyjuw doubled his
bribe, and old Nat placed one foot on the
running board and began to take notice.

For a dense appearing negro, old Nat
pretty nearly got the bhang of what they
wanted. By adding “tip" and “pal”™ and
“ecatch ™ to his previous hunch, he figured
that thesa strangers wera not distributing
fiva dollar bills for the eport of playlng a
friendly Joke on Mr., Stuart Clayton. This
notion slmmered in Nat's mind while he
listened to thelr additional instructions—he
must hurry at once to Marmlon—return to
the magnolla tree with the tp—If Stuart
Clayton were at home, then Nat would gulde
the strangers to the back door of Marmion
and surprise Its master.

“ Above all”™ insisted Mr. Foxyjaw, " keep
& still tongue.”

“ Egzactly, sub, Don't let on to nobody
Den I gits twenty dollars mo'? "

“Yes. Twenty.”

Having once broken the fee, Old Nat prom:
lsed plentifully, and the car began to roll,

“ At dark. Under the magnolia," Mr. Fat-
face emphasized the final injunction, and
turned on his gas, Then, as the car passed
by him, old -Nat batted both eyes at some-
thing he saw on the rear sea.. For the
laproba had fallen, and there lay a palr of
ghinv handeuffs,

As their automobile dlsappeared around
the curve, old Nat stood gazing after the
inquisitive strangers, and mumbling to him-
self

“Huh! Got nippers, same as constables,
An' dem white men sho dees {tch to git holt
o' Mister Stuart.”

It belng a matter for deep consideration
the negro sat down again to ponder, and to
walt for the postman who constituted his
excusa for hanging around the gate, Back
and back his thoughts ran parsistenny to the
little boy who had grown up and gone away,
and was now returned to Marmion. Desphte
the litigation and thes famlly feud, Nat's mem-
ory had remalned loyal throughout the silent
years at Bennington,
could shake hls falth In.that buoyant child
who used to lova him. Then why werse
these men with the nippers =0 eager ta drop
in unbeknownst and catch Mr. Stuart at
bome?

“Dere's one shore thing” he decided.
“I'm 'blaeged to tote dis news stralght to
Migter Stuart.” Suddenly he rose, and stood,
and listened, pricking up both ears lika a
wary rabblt.

“ Dat car dong stopped agin? How conmie?

As one born to the trade of woodcraft, old
Nat drew away from the road and stols
noisalesely bezide it through the underbrush,
without rustling a leal or crackling a twig
Beyond the first turn the car was standing
still, and Nat gave a start 1o =ee Mr. Florian
Razilly whispering with the strangers.

“Huh!" he grunted., * Pears like Mr. Raz-
zie'a tellin’ 'em what to do.”

Nor was the negro very far wrong: ne
groes rarely tnake mistakes in sensing the
attitude of white men, Mr, Razilly and hls
beautiful young wife had come up from New
Orleans to visit tha Starks on the very day
after Stuart Clayton had reappeared at Mar-
mion. Nobody thought of connecting the
two events. So far as Nat knew Mr, Rasilly
had no business in Bennington except to go
fishing and to lie all day long In a hammock,
But—the negro remembered {t now—ha had
twlea aren Mr, Razilly talking with tenants
from Marmion plantation,

“1 got to "skivver' bout dis," he said, and
hegan cresping neares the automoblle, when
he heard the postman whistle, whils Major
Stark's volce called from the front gallery.
“Here, Nat! Tou Nat! Get the papers”

The postman’s approach had also warned
Mr. Foxyjaw to move ahead with his car, as

Noboedy and nothing .
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Mr. Raailly steppod backensd and sauntered
o the houas

When the postman cams jogging along in
& tumper, his old gray mare kicking up the
dust, he found Nat as uaual at the gis t
maet him,

*“ HMallo, Unole Nat”
* how's everybody?

* IMine, Mr. Edwards, fine ™

“ Heres the Majors papors, and the [slter
that Mre. Raxillys looking for So long
Bea you on my way back. Gittup!” And his
flen bit mare went Jogging on

This pleasant colloquy cocurrad (wica rach
day, onoe Immediately after dinner on the up
trip, and agsin just before supper, whan M/
Edwards returned south, Nelther of them
could linger, for the carrier had his route 1n
caver, and the Major kept shouting from his

he called sut choerily;

galory, ¥ Hurry, Nat! Where the devil are
you gons with my papers!” The only way (o
get along with Major Etark was to hustis
when he hollered, and Nat's queer liLtie legs

like A bowlegged duck—-beguu waddling

towards home,
It was two hundred yards from the maln
road to HBennington house. A Lroad drive

way curved among the pecan trees and
rounded up Iazlly ant the steps of a low
rambling realdence, 1€ Unele Nat bad actusl
Iy been sensitive to the trouble hunch he
must have recognized the algns, From afar
off he could wea them sitling slde by aide

upon the top step, with bright eyes eager or
thelr lotters, pretty brown Barbara Stark and
her house guest, the even browner Adeélnide
Razilly. Two wmuch women, working together,
were bound to brew trouble.

Mre. Razilly's mixture of "'rench and Span-
ish blood—nhe was a trus creole—had glven
her an orlental underglow which smouldered
beneath the rich dark olive so aliuring In
creole glels, But It was wind and sun and
out of door activities which tanned the
cheeks of Barbara., For whers Barbari's
sleeves were rolied up, and where her shirt
walst opened at the throat, thera showed the
falrer skin, smooth and white as an egg shell
£he perched upon the top step, like a trim
and alert thrush, with two bare Arms, com:
petent to take care of horself, and & lithe
slim body which tingled with all the dancing
davils of delight. Adelaldo was demure and
different—and deliclous,

Even had old Nat been Keeper of the
Grand Zombi—the sacred voodoo serpent—it
would have strained his prophelle clairvoy-
ancy to connect this pair of trouble makers
on Major Stark's front steps with a certaln
palr of nippera which he had seen on the
back seat of Mr, Foxyjaw's automnoblle. But
Nat wasn't studying about nippers as he
waddled toward the house with his mail. He
was wondering how Mr. Florian Razllly had
got back from the road so qulckly, for he
saw the creols now pacing the major's gal
lery.

“Huh! ¥r. Razzle sho did hustle back in
a hurry.”

The new and old régimes In southern Mfe
were Lyplfied by threa men on the gallery—
Major Kenneth Stark himself, stout and
short and rotund, with a Blamarcikian mus
tache; and the taller, thinner Doctor Humph-
reys, with a grizaled beard like Robert E
Lee. Hoth wore thelr coats in deference 1o
ladles. Not even their age, nor the relam-
tion of home, could lessen this long ingrained
punctillo. They sat conversing quietly, the
major hoilding his stlff leg stralght before
him, while one hand rested upon the knob of
A& heavy cane. Every detall of thelr simpie
personalities harmonized with magnolias and
myrtles, with generous galleries, with the
square white pillars and open hallways of
Bennington house. They belonged precisely
where they were, and Mr, Florian Razilly did
not, Thess {wo were old time planters, and
easy going: Razilly was up-to-date, a city
man, young and restless,

Razilly had flung aside his coat. In his
shirt sleeves, a =ailk of ultra stripe and
pinkish hue—wearing white flannel trousers
and pipe clay shoes, Mr, Florlan Razilly
smoked his clgarette and paced the gallery,
At every turn or so he paused and listened to
what the girls were saying, for Razilly imag-
ined that they chatted more freely when ha
was out of hearing. At these turns and
pauses Adelalde glanced up to catch her hus-
band's mood, as che lived In dread of his
fluctuating temperament. But that was not
the only reason why she kept glancing up.
for Razzily had guessed right—the two girls
did have something hid betwean them. Pres
ently the keen faced and sharp eyed Razllly
etepped within the hallway, where he began
to joint up his fishing rod.

After Florian had removed his chilling sur-
veillanes the chatter on the steps broke out,
lowering Into confidential whispers, then ris-
ing happily in the effervescence of thelr com-
mon girihood. No less pretty, Adelaides, the
wife, seemad even younger and far mare of
& child than Barbara; for the lovely creole
was married from a convent which ene short
year ago had marked the frontiers of her
world. Now she was nibbling at the edges of
life, and tasting, and fearing,

As old Nat came in sight he added an
extra dido to his shufMe for the benefit of the
tadies. Both girls sprang up and raced
along tha gravel walk toward him, clamering:

" Anything for us, Uncle Nat? Got a let
ter for me?"

Y Dunno, Miss Adelaide,” Nat made a bluff
at reading the addresses,  Mebbe dis'n's fer
you. I can’t make out sech hen scratchy
writin' widout my specks.™

The girls had waylald old Nat some filty
feet from the house, when Major Stark got
up and hoblled to the steps, Impatient for hia
Vieksburg Ilerald; vet he refrained from
calling the negro until Nat should mive all
attention to the iadies. Then a pink shirt
and striped flannels flashed past him, down
the stepr, and Razilly took charge of the
mail

" Mine didn't come.” he spoke fretfully
* This is for you, Adelaide, from your mother.
Here, Nat, take the reat.”

Had Razilly been a different sort of min
Barbara might have supposed that he was
meddling just to tease them, But thera
seemed a peavish spirit behind it, and per
haps Barabara did him an injustice. She feit
ber face growing hot and her muscles tight
ening in resentment against a man who as
sumed to censor his wife's correspondence.
While she ached to slap his face she only
turned aside with a shrug to signify how
she'd handle a spying hushand.

Slight as was her gesture, Razilly saw and
put hls shrewd interpretation on it—that the
girls were concealing something from him
One woman ls dificult to watch: but the team
work of two becomes [nvincible, He won-
dered why they took such long rides to
gother. Why were they forever whispeting
apart? And why their sudden silence when
he drew near? In a woman's life thers could
be but & aingls oh) and Raz{lly suspecisd
& man at the bottom of this,

~

(Copyright, 1921.)
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