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SYNOPSIS.

The scene at the oponing of the atory s
Inld In the library of an ol worn-out

pouthern plantation, known ns the Har-
ony. The place I8 to be wold, and Its
history and that of the owners, the
ulntiurds, s the b joct of dincussion by

onnthan Crenshaw, a business man, &

‘lﬂmgor known as  Hladen, and 'hnh
nney, a farmer, when Hannibnl Wayne

the old

Hazard, n mvaterious echild of
m#outhorn fhmily. minken hisn appearance,
ancy tolls how he adopted the boy,

CHAPTER I1l. (Continued).

Tho next day Yancy had occasion
to visit Balaam's Cross Roads, Cren-
shaw gave him a disquleting opinion
as to the probable contents of his let-
ter, for he himself had heard Irom
Bianden that he had decided to as-
sumo the care of the boy.

“l reckon Bladen will have the law
on his slde, Bob!"

“The law be dnmned--I got what's
falr on mine. [ don't wish [0" better
than that,” exclalmed Yancy, over his
shoulder. He strode from the store
and started down the sandy rond at a
brisk run. Miserable forebodinga ol
an impending tragedy leaped up with-
in him, and the miles were many
that lay between him and the MillL

As he breasted the slope he came
within sight of a little group in his
own dooryard. Baving only Uncle
Bammy Bellamy, the group resolved
ftselfl Into the women and children of
the Hill, but there was ono small

figure he missed. The patriarch hur-
ried toward him, leaning on his cane.

“They've took your nevvy, Bob!" he
erled, in a high, thin volce,

“Who's took him?" asked Yancy
hoarsely.

“Hit were Dave Blount. Qet your
gun, Bob, and go after him—kill the
miserable sneaking cuss!” cried Uncle
Bammy. "By the Fayetteville Road,
Bob, not ten minutes ago—you can
ocut him off at Ox Road forks!"”

Yancy breathed a sigh of rellef. A
rifle was placed in Yancy's hands.

“Thank you-all kindly,” sald Yancy,
and turning away he struck off
through the pine woods. A brisk walk
of twenty minutes brought him to the
Ox Road forks,

He bad not long to walt, for pres-
ently the buggy hove in sight. As the
buggy came nearer he recognized his
anclent enemy Iin the person of the
man who sat nt Hannibal's slde, and
stepping into the rond seized the
horsea by their bits, At sight of him
llannibal shrieked his n#me In de-
lMght,

“Uncle Bob—Uncle Bob—" he cried.

“Yes, It's Uncle Bob. You can light
down, Nevvy."

“Leggo them horses!”
Blount.

“Light down, Nevvy,” sald Yancy,
still ploasantly,

Hannibal instantly avalled himsell
of the Invitation. At the same mo-
ment Blount struck at Yancy with his
whip, and his horses reared wildly,
thinking the blow meant for them.
Beeing that the boy had renched the
ground in safety, Yancy relaxed his
bold on the team, which {instantly
plunged forward. Then as the buggy
awept past him he made a grab at

sald Mr.

'‘Blount and dragged him out over the

wheels into the road, where he pro-
ceeded to fetch Mr. Blount a smack
in the jaw. Then with a final skiiful
kick he sent Mr. Blount sprawling.
“Don't let me catch you around these
diggiogs again, Dave Blount, or |
swear to God I'll be the death of
”ulll

Hannibal rode home through the
pine woods in triumph on his Uncle
Hob's mighty shoulders.

CHAPTER V.

Law at Balaam's Cross Roads.

But Mr, Yancy was only at the be-
ginning of his trouble. Thbree days
later there appeared on the borders
of Beratch Hill a gentleman armed
with a rifle. It was Charley Balaam,
old Squire Balnam's nephew.

“Can 1 see you (friendly, Hob
Yancy?" Balaam demanded with the
lungs of a stentor, sheltering himselt
behind the thick bole of a sweetgum,
for he observed that Yancy held his
rifle in the crook of his arm.

“I reckon you can, Charley Balaam,
if you are friendly,” sald Yancy,

“I'm a-going to trust you, Bob,” sald
Balaam, And forsakipg the shelter
of the sweetgum he shuffied up the
slope.

“How are you, Charley?™ asked
Yancy, as they shook hands.
“Only just tolerable, Hob. You've

been warranted—Dave Blount swore
hit on to you" He displayed a sheet
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ton,” commanded Uncle Sammy, AL’
the name both Yancy and Balnam
manifested Interest. They saw a man
in the early twentles, clean-llmbed
and broad-shouldered, with a hand-
some face and shapely head. “Yes,
glr, hit's a grandson of Tom Carring-
ton that used to own the griat-mill
down at the Forks”

"Where you located at, Mr. Car
rington?” asked Yancy. But Car
ringtom wng not given a chance (o
reply. Uncle Sammy saved him the
trouble.

“"Back In Kentucky. Ho takes rafts
down the river to New Orleans, then
he comes buck on ships to Dalti
more, or clse he hoofs it no'th over-
Innd. He wants to visit the Forks”
he added.

“I'm shortly goin’ that way myself,
Mr, Carrington, and I'll be pleased of
your company—but first I got to get
through with Dob Yancy," sald Ba-
Inam, and again he produced the war-
rant. “If agreeable to you, Bob, I'll
adk Uncle Bammy to read this here
warrant."

“Who's been a-warrantin'
Yaney?' erled Uncle Sammy.

“Dave Blount has.”

“l knowed hit—I Knowed he'd try
to get even! What's the charge agin
you, Bob?"

“Read hit," sald Balaam. “Why,
sho'—can’'t you rend plain writin’,
Uncle S8ammy?"” for the patriarch was
showing signs of embarrassment.

“It you gentlemen will let me—"
snld Carrington pleagantly. After &
moment's scrutiny of the paper that
Balaam had thrust in his hand, Cap-
rington began:

“To the SBheriff of the County of Cum-
berland: Greetings:

“Whereas, It ia alleged thnt a mur-
derous assault has been committed on
one David Blount, of Fayetteville, by
Robert Yancy, of BScratch Hill, sald
Blount sustalning numerous brulses
and contuslions, to his great injury of
body and mind; and, whereas, it is
further alleged that sald murderous
assault was wholly unprovoked and
without cause, you will forthwith take
Into custody the person of sald Yancy,
of Scratch Hill, charged with having
inflicted the brulses and contusions
herein set forth in the compiaint of
sald Blount, and instantly bring bim
into our presence to answer to these
and peveral crimes and misdemean-
ors. You are empowered to selze sald
Yancy wherever he may be at; wheth-
er on the billside or in the valley,
eating or sleeping, or at rest.

“DE LANCY BALAAM, Magistrate.

“Fourth District, County of Cum-
berland, State of North Carolina. Done
this twenty-fourth day of May, 1836.

“pP, 8.~Dear Bob: Dave Blount says
he ain‘'t able to chew his meat. 1
thought you'd be glad to know.”

Smilingly Carrington folded the
warrant and handed it to Yancy.

“Well, what are you goin' to do
about hit, Bob?" inquired Balaam.

“*Maybe I'd ought to go, I'd like
to oblige the squire,” said Yancy.

“Suppose 1 come to the Cross
Roads this evening?”

“That's agreeable,” sald the deputy,
who presently departed in company
with Carrington.

Some hours later the male popula-
tion of Scratch HIill, with a gravity
befitting the occasion, prepared Iitself
to deacend on the Cross Roads and
give its support to Mr. Yancy In his
hour of need. KEven Uncle Sammy,
who had not been off the HIll In
years, announced that no considera-
tion of fatigue would keep him away
from the scene of action, and Yancy
loaned him his mule and cart for the
occaslon. Yancy led the straggling
procession, with the boy trotting by
his gide, his little sunburned fist
clasped in the man's great hand.

The squire's court beld its infre-
quent sittings in the best room of the
Balaam homestead, a double cabin of
hewn logs. Here Scratch HIl was
gratified with a view of Mr. Blount's
battered visage.

“What's all this here fusa between
you and Bob Yancy?" demanded the
squire when he had administered the
oath to Blount. Mr, Blount's s‘ate
ment was brief and very much to thi
point.

*He done glve me the order from
the judge of the co't—I was to show
it to Bob Yancy—"

“Got that order?’ demanded tho
squire sharply. With a smile, dam-
aged, but clearly & smile, Blount pro-
duced the order. "Hmm—app'inted
guardeen of the boy—" the squire was

Bob

squire, He'd have taken hls licking
just the same and I'd have had my
nevvy out of that buggy!”

“Didn‘'t he say nothing about this
here order from the co't, Bob?"

“There wa'n't much conversation,
squire. 1 invited my nevvy to light
down, and then I snanked Dave Blount
out over the wheel."”

“Who struck the first blow?”

“He did. He struck at me with his
buggy whip."

Squire Balnam removed his spec
taclen and leaned back in his chair.

“It's the opinion of this bere co't
that the whole question of assault
rests on whether Bob Yancy saw the
order. Bob Yancy swears he didn't
see it, while Dave Blount swears he
showed It to him. If Bob Yancy didn't
know of the existence of the order he
was clearly actin' on the idea that
Hlount wasg stealin’ his nevvy, and he
done what any one would have done
under the circumstances. [If, on the
other hand, he knowed of this order
from the co't, he was not only gulity
of assault, but he was gullty of re
slstin' an officer of the co't.” The
squire paused impressively. His audi-
ence drew a long breath.

“Can a body drap a word here?”
It was Uncle SBammy's thin volce that
cut into the sllence.

“Certainly, Uncle Sammy. This
here co't will always admire to listen

‘to you."

“Well, I'd llke to say that I con-
sider that Fayetteville co't mighty of-
ficlous with its orders. This part of
the county won't take nothin' oft
Fayetteville! We don't Interfere with
Fayetteville, and blamed i we'll let
Fayetteville interfere with us!”
There was a murmur of approval
Scratch Hill remembered the rifies in
its hands and took comfort.

“The Fayetteville co't air a higher
co't than this, Uncle Sammy,” ex-
plained the squire Indulgently,

“I'm aweer of that,” snapped the
patriarch. “I've seen hit's steeple.”

“Alr you finished, Uncle Bammy?"
asked the squire deferentially.

“lI 'low I am. But ] ‘iow that 1t
this here case I8 goin' again Bob
Yancy I'd recommend him to go home
and not listen to no mo’ foolishnesa.”

“Mr. Yancy will oblige this co't by
setting still while I finish this case,”
sald the squire with dignity. *“Mr.
Yancy has sworn to one thing, Mr.
Blount to another. Now the Yancys

alr an old family in these parts; Mr.
Blount's folks air strangers. Conse-
quently,” pursued the squire, some-
what vindictively, “we aln’t had any
time In which to form an opinion of
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presently heard to murmur,

of paper covered with much writing
and decorated with
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CHAPTER V.

The Encounter.

Betty Malroy had ridden into the
squire's yard during the progress ot
the trial and when Yancy and Han-
nibal came from the house she beck-
oned the Scratch Hiller to her.

“You are not golng to lose your
nephew, are you, Mr, Yancy?' she
asked engerly, when Yancy stood at
her side.

“No, ma'am.” But his sense of ela-
tion was plainly tempered.

“l am very glad. I rode out to the
Hill to say good-by to Hannibal and
to you, but they sald you were here
and that the trial was today.”

Captain Murrell, with Crenshaw and
the squire, came from the house, and
Murrell's swarthy face lit up at sight
of the girl. Yancy would have yleld-
ed his place, but Betty detained him.

“Are you going away, ma'am?" he
asked with concern.

“Yes—to my home in west Tennes
see,” and a cloud crossed her smooth
brow.

“But ain't you ever coming back,
Miss Betty?" asked Hannibal rather
fearfully,

“Oh, I hope so, dear.” B8he turned
to Yancy. “I wonder you don't leave
the Hill, Mr. Yancy. You could so
easlly go where Mr, DBladen would
never find you. Haven't you thought
of this?"

“That are a p'Int,’ agreed Yancy
slowly. *“Might I ask you what parts
you'd speclally recommend?” lifting
his grave eyes to hers.

“It would really be the sensible
thing to do!" sald Betty. “1 am sure
you would llke west Tennessee—they
BAY You are a great hunter.” Yancy
smiled almost gulltily.

“Mr. Yancy, If you should cross the
mountains, remember | Illve near
Memphis. Belle Plain is the name of
the plantation—it's not hard to find;
Just don't forget—DBelle Plain.”

“] won't forget, and mebby you will
see us there one of these days, Bho',
I've seen mighty little of the world—
about as far as a dog can trot in &
couple of hours!"

Betty glanced toward the equire
and Mr. Crenshaw. They were stand-
ing near the bars thiat gave entrance
to the lane. Murrell had left them
and was walking briskly down the
road toward Crenshaw's store, where
his horse was tled. Bhe bent down
and gave Yancy her slim white hand.

‘“Good-by, Mr. Yancy—Ilift Hannibal
so that I can kiss him!" Yancy swung
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the child aloft. . “I think you are such
a nice little boy, Hannlbal—you
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Markswomanahlg,

“l am afrald those militant suffra-
gettes are golng to give us serlous
trouble,” eald one London policeman,
"They mean business,"

"Why do you think go?” inquired
the other,

"A lot of them have quit giving pa-
rades and making speeches and are
practicing with quoits and baseballs.”

Faint Mearts and Fair Ladles.
Frost—And the beautiful blonde
married that rich old duffer simply
becnuse he had valvular trouble,
Snow—Yet stlll some peoplo say
falnt heart never won fair lady.

'~ TWO WEEKS'
TREATMENT AND
MEDICINE FREE

no matter what your discase. 1f you suffer
from Rheumatism write. If you suffer from
| Kidoey Trouble, write. No matter what
{ you suffer from, write to

! MUNYON'S DOCTORS
834 and Jefferson Bis.. FPhiladelphla. Pa.

'NOT A PENNY TO PAY

\Oﬂer Is Good for the Next Thirty Days

From Forty-Five to Fifty Are Much Benefited
by

Lydia E. Pinkham’s

Vegetalle Compound. -

The “change of life” is a most
eritical period in & woman's ex-
istence, and the anxiety felt by
women as it draws near is not
without reason.

When her system is In a de.
ranged condition, she may be
predisposed to apoplexy, or con-
gestion of some organ. At this
time, also, cancers and tumors
are more liable to form and begin
their destructive work.

Such warning symptoms as
sense of suffocation, hot flashes,
headaches, backaches, dread of
impending evil, timidity, sounds
in the ears, palpitation of the
heart, sparks before the eyes,
irregularities, constipation, vari.
able appetite, weakness and
inquietude, and dizziness, are
promptly heeded by intelligent

women who are approaching the
period in life when woman's

great change may be expected.

These symptoms are calls from
nature for help. The nerves are
crying out for assistance and the
cry should be heeded in time.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetdble
Compound is prepared to meet
the peeds of women's system at
this trying period of her life. It
invigorates and strengthens the
female organism and builds up
the weakened nervous system.
It has carried many women safely
through this erisis,

Marie Tempest's Nose.

At the Lenten musicale at the Wal-
dorf-Astoria a young matron related
a bon-mot of Marle Tempest's,

“Miss Tempest's nose is frightfully
pug, isn't it?" she began. “Well, I met
her at a tea once, and she joked about
her nose as If it belonged to some-
one elee,

“*When the Creator,’ she nhi.l ‘was
looking for a nose for me he took, you
seo, the first one that turned up.'”

Great System,

“This winter air is nice and fresh,”
said the brisk citizen,

“That's where you are wrong,” re-
plied the man from Chicago. “It's the
same old air; it only seems fresh be-
cause it has been in cold storage.”

Since it Is worth while to be well, tak
Gurtleld Tea, Nature's Medicloe. ’ 2

Always remember to be a gentle-
man—unless you are a woman,

ONE CASE OUT OF MANY
TO PROVE OUR CLAIMS,
St. Anne, IlL.—“I was in

through the change of lifeu;.:d T

was a perfect wreck from female

troubles. I had a dis
and bearing down pa

ting spells, dizziness, then
numb and cold feelings. Some-
times my feet and limbs were
swollen. I was irregularand had
80 much backache and headache,
was nervous, irritable and was

lacement
weak

de:{:ondent. Sometimes my a
petite was good but more o ten?;;
was not. My kidneys troubled

me at times and I could walk
only a short distance.
“1 saw youradvertisement ina
Enper and took Lydia E. Pink-
am'’s Vegetable Com and
I was helped from the first. At
}lho cm two méonthslthe swel-
ng gone down, I was re-
lieved of pain, and could walk
h ease. I continued with the
medicine and now I do almost all
my housework. I know your
medicine has saved me ffom the
grave and I am wi foryouto
Fubllﬂh anything I write to you,
or the of others.”—Mrs.
EsteLLA GILL R.F.D. No. 4,
Box 34, St. Anne, Bunoh.

‘The Arm y of—_—.
Comhmtion
Is Growing Every
CARTER’S LITTLE

LIVER PILLS are

A4 ELECTROTYPES

%lﬂﬂﬁ! formleatthol L]
NEWSPAPER I!‘lu.. umm :: m“.,

A BLOOD MEDICINE
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WITHOUT ALCOHOL.

llnz:tlr it has been d-l-ll:unom by experiments on animals that alcobol

dal power of

o

body and that aloohol paralyzes the white cor-
blood and renders them unable to take up and destro disease gorms
mhh&dmmhﬂldlh?ﬁ 4 :

A medicine, made nﬂul; without aloohol, which is » pure glycerio ex-

traot of roots, such as Bloodroot,

a's root, Golden Seal

root, Mandrake and

Stone root, has been extensively sold by druggiste lrnrlth- past forty years as Dr.

Pierce’s Golden Medical Di . The

uence of this extraot is like

scovery. relreshing
Nature's influence—the blood is bathed in the tonic which slm life to the blood—

the vital fires of the body burn brighter and their ine
tissue rubbish which bes accumulated during the winter.

activity consumes the

Dr. R. V. Pierco, the founder of the Invalids’ Hotel and

the great benefit

consult & apecialise
me to write to Do, before e wound .
ook l.l:. M§

Dr. Pisrca’s Plassant Wallets o

Surgical Institute, and & physician of large experi
practige, was the first to make up an AI.T:‘I.A'I‘IVI E:mcr.g
roots, without a particle of aloohol or narcotic,

“It s with llnr-mt of

recelved
ut home,” writes

re, that I write to let you know of
rom the u lcines
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rum sore, Consulted four ]
nally I was told 1 was in cons
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Dr. Plerce’s All-Healing Salve
asant Pellots® for my

Piorcs, which 1 did,
ical
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