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8YNOPSIS.

The scene at the opening of the story I
Iaid In the library u? an old worn-out
southern plnntutlnn, Imnlm an the Bar-
ony. 'l"hvtr cn I be sold, and Its
hhlnry nn oxnlhn owners, the
? ntards, In "‘ll subject of discussion by
onathan Cronshaw, s business man, &
stranger known as m den, and Hob
;am*r. a farmer, when Hannlbal Wayne
{agard, n_mysterious child of the old
pouthern frunily, makea his nppoarance.
Yancy tells how he adopted the boy. N@-
thanlel Ferris buys the Harony, but tho
Quintards deny any knowledge of tha
boy. Yancy to kesp Hannibal. Captain

Murrell, & triend of the Quintards, &p-
pears and asks questions about the Bar-
ony. Trouble at Heratch HIlL, when Han-

nibal ia kidnaped by Dave Blount, Cap-
taln Hurull'nwu'xan’l' Yancy overtakes
Blount, gives him a thrashing and secures

the boy. huwy ng pears bhefors Bquire
Bainam arged with costa for
the nfnml lntty Malroy, & friend of

the Ferrines, has an encounter with Cap-
tain Murraell, who forces his attentions on
Bﬂ. and Is rescued by Bruce Carrington.
“ sota out for her Tenncessss home.
Currington takes the same !lllﬂ Yuancy
and Hannibal dissppear, with Murrell on
thelr trall. Hannlbsl arrives at the lmmn
of Judge Slocum Tha Judge reco
nises in the lu;n the grandson of an o a
time friend. urrell nrrives at Judge's
ome., Cavendish family on raft rescue
ancy, who Is apparently dead, Prico

breaks jall, Botty and Carrington arrive
ut Belle Plain.
CHAPTER X,
Belle Plain.

“Now, Tom,” sald Betty, with a lt-
Ale alr of excitement ng she rose from
the breakfast table that first morn-
ing at Belle Plain, "1 want you to
sbow me everything!"

“l1 reckon you'll notice
changes,” remarked ‘T'om.

He went from the room and down
the hall a step or two in advance of
her. On the wide porch Betty paused,
breathing deep. The house stood on
an eminence; directly belore it at the
bottom of the slight descent was a
small bayou, beyond this the forest
stretched away in one unbroken mass
to the Mlssisaippl.

"What Is It you want to see, any-
how, Betty? Tom demanded.

"Everything—the place, Tom—Belle
Plain! Oh, fen't it beautiful! | had
no idea how lovely It was!™ cried
Betty, as with her eyes still fixed on
the distant panorama of wood and
water she went down the steps, him
at her heels—he bet whe'd get sick of
it all soon enough, that was one com-
fort!

“Why, Tom!
look like this?”

"Like what?" inquired Tom.

“\Why, this—all weeds nnd briers,
and the paths overgrown?"

Mr. Ware rubbed his chin retlective-
ly with the back of his hand.

“That sort of thing looked all right,
Bet,” he sald, “but it kept five or six
of the best hands out of the Helds
right at the buslest time of the year,”

“Haven't 1 slavea enough?” she
asked.

The dull color crept Into \Ware's
cheeks. He hated her for that “I!”
Bo she was going to come that on
bim, was she?

“Don't you wnnt to see the crops,
Bet?

The girl shook her head and moved
awiltly down the path that led from
terrace to terrace to the margin of
the bayou. At the first terrnce she
paused,

“It's positively squalld!” eried Bet-
ty, with a Iittle stamp of her foot.

Ware glanced about with dull eyes,

“I' tell you, Belty, I'm busy this
morning; you poke about and see
ywhat you want done and we'll do t,”
he sald, and made a hasty retreat to
his ofice.

Betty returned to the porch and
seating herself on the top step, with
her elbows on her knees and her chin
sunk in the palms of her hauds, gazed
about her miserably enough., She was
still there when half an hour Iater
Charley Norton galloped up the drive
from the bhighroad. Catching sight or
her on the porch, he sprang from the
snddle, and, throwing his reins to a
black boy, hurried to her side.

“Inspecting your domaln, 'Hetty?”
he asked, ag he took hls place near
her on the step.

"Why didn't you tell me, Charley—
or at least prepare me for this?" ghe
asked, almost tearfully,

"How was 1 to know, Betty? |
haven't been here slnce you went
away, dear—what was there to bring
me? Old Tom would moke a cow
pasture out of the Garden of Eden.
wouldn’t he—a benutiful, practical,
sordid soul he 1s!"

Norton spent the day at Belle Plain;
.and though he was there on his good
bebhavior as the result of an agree-
ment they had reached on board The
Naind, he proposed twice,

Tom was mistaken In his supposi-
tion that Betty would socon tire of
Belle Plaln, Bhe demanded men, ang
teams, and began on the lawns, This
jnterested and fascinated her. She
was out at sum-up to direct her labor-
ers, Bhe had the advantage of Charley
Norton's presence and advice for the
greater part of each day In the week,
and Bundays he came to look over
what had been accomplished, and, as
'om Uirmly believed, to put that lttle
fool up to fresh nonsense. He could
bave booted him!

some
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As the grounds took shape before
her dellghted eyes, Betty found lels-
ure to Institute a thorough reforma-
tion indoors. A number of house serv.
ants were rescued from the quarters
and she began to Instruct them In
thelr new dutles,

Hetty's sphere of Influence extend-
ed Itself. Bhe soon began to have
her doubts concerning the treatment
accorded the slaves, and was not long
In dlscovering that Hicks, the over-
seer, ran things with a heavy hand,
Matteras reached a crisls ome day
when, happening to ride through the
quarters, she found him disciplining
& refractory black. Bhe turned sick
At the sight. Hers was a slave actual-
ly belng whipped by another siave
while Hicks stood looking on with his
hands In bis pockets, and with a
brutal, satisfied afr.

“Stop!"” commanded Deotty, her eyes
bluzing. Bhe strove to keep her volce
atendy. “You shall not remaln at
Belle Plain another hour.”

Hicks sald nothing. He knew it
would tnke more than ber saylng so
to get him off the place. Betty turned
her horse and galloped back to the
house. She felt that she was In no
coudition to see Tom just nt that mo-
ment, and dismounting at the door,
ran upstalrs to her room.

Meantime the overseer sought out
Ware In his office. His manner of
atating his grievance was singular.
He began by swearing st his employ-
er. He had been Insulted before all
the quarter—his rage falrly choked
him; he could not speak.

Tom wmelzed the opportunity to
sweoar back,

“Sent you off the place, did ghe;
well, you'll have to ent crow. [I'll do
all I can. 1 don't know what girls
were ever made for anyhow, damned
it 1 do!” he ndded.

Hicks consented to eat crow anly
after Mr. Ware had cursed and ca-
Juled him into a better and more for-
glving frame of mind.

Later, after Hicks had made his
apology, the two men smoked a
friendly pipe and discussed the situn-
tien. Tom polnted out that opposi-
tlon was useless, a losing game; you
coulld get your way by less direct
means.  She wouldn't *stay long at
Delle Plain, but while she did remain
they must avold any more crises of
the sort through which they had just
passed, and presently she’'d be slck of
the place,

In the midst of her activities Hetty
oceaslonally found time to think of
Bruce Carrington. She was sure she
did not wish to see him again! But
when three weeks had passed she be-
gan to feel Incensed thnt he had not
appeared. She thought of him with
hot cheeks and a quickening of the
heart. It was anger,

Then one day when she had decld-
ed forever to banish all memory of
him from her mind, he presented him-
gelf at Belle Plaln,

She was In her room just putting
the Hinishing touches to an especially
satisfylng tollet when her maid tapped
on the door and told her there was a
gentleman In the parlor who wished
to 8eo her.

“Is It Mr. Norton?" asked Betty.

“No, Misa—he didn't give no name,
Miss."

When Detty entered the parlor a
moment later she saw her caller
standing with his back turned toward
her as he gazed from one of the win-
dows, but she instantly recognized
those broad shoulders, and the fine
polse of the shapely head that sur-
mounted them,

“Oh, Mr. Carrington—" and Hettly
stopped short, while her face grow
rather pale and then erimsoned.
Then she advanced boldly and heid
out a frigid hand. *I didn't Know—
80 you are allve—you disappeared so
suddenly that night—"

“Yes, I'm allve,” he sald, and then
with n smile, “but I fear before you
get through with me we'll both wish
1 were not, Betty.

“Do you still hate me, Detty—Mlss
Malroy—1a there anything 1 can say
or do that will make you forgive me?"
He looked at her penitently.

Maut  Betty hardened her
against him and prepared
him In place.

“Will you sit down?" she Indlcated
a chalr. He seated himself and Betty
put a safe distance between them.
"Are you staying in the nelghborhood,
Mr. Carrington?" she asked, rather
unkindly.

“No, I'm not staying in the neigh-
borhood. When I left you, | made up
my mind I'd wait at New Madrid un-
til 1 could come on down here and
say 1 was sorry.”

“And It's taken you all this time?"

Carrington regarded her serlously.

“l reckon | must have come for
more time, Betty—Miss Malroy.” In
spite of herself, Detty glowed under
the caressing humor of his tone.

“Really-—you must have chosen
poorly then when you selected New
Madrid. It couldn't have been & good
place for your purpose.”

heart
o keep

“I think ir 1 could have mnde up
my mind to stay there long enough,
it would bave answered,” sald Car-
rington. “But when a down-river boat
tled up there yesterday It was more
than I could stand. You see there's
danger in a town llke New Madrid of
Betting too sorry. | thought we'd bet:
ter discuss this point—"

"Mayn't 1 show you Belle Plain?”
asked Betty quickly,

But Carrington shook his head.

“l don’t care anything about that,”
he sald. “I didn't come here to see
Helle Plain.”

“Then you expect to remain in the
nelghborhood "

“I've glven up the river, and I'm
going to get hold of some land.”

“Land? sald Betty, with & rising
inflection.

“Yesn, land."”

“I thought you were a river-man?”

“I'm a river-man no longer. 1 am
golng to be a planter now. But I'll
tell you why, and all nbout it some
other day.” Then he held out his
hand. *“Good-by,” he added.

“Are you golng?-—good-by, Mr, Car-
rington,” and Betty's fingers tingled
with his masterful clasp long after he
had gone.

CHAPTER XI.

The Shooting-Match at Bogge'.

The judge's faith in the reasonable
negs of mankind having recelved a
staggering blow, there began & some-
what furtive existence for himselt,
for Solomon Mahaffy, and for the boy.
They kept to [ttle frequented byways,
and usunlly It was the early hours of
the morning, or the cool of Inte after-
noons, when they took the road.

A certaln hot afternoon brought
them Into the shaded main street of

race-track, stralght down the road,
and you'll find that out—everybody's
there to the hoss-racing and shooting-
match. | reckon you've missed the
hoss-racing, but you'll be In time for
the shooting. Why ain't you there,
Mr. Carrington?’

“‘I'm golng now, Mr. Pegloe,” an-
swered Carrington, as he followed the
Judge, who, with Mahaffy and the boy,
had moved off.

“HBetter stop at
called after them.

But the judge had already formed
his decislon. Horse-racing and shoot-
ing-matches were suggestive of that
progressive mpirit, the absence of
which he had s0 much lamented at
the jall ralsing at Pleasantville, Mem-
phls was their objective point, but
Boggs' became a side issue of im-
portance. They had galned the edge
of the village when Carrington over-
took them. He stepped to Hannibal's
side,

“Here, let me carry that long ritle,
son!" he sald. Hannibal looked up
into his face, and ylelded the plece
without a word. Carrington balanced
it on his big palm. *1 reckon it can
shoot—these old guns are bhard to
beat!" he observed,

“She's the closest shooting rifle 1
ever eighted,"” enld Hannlbal prompt-
Iy.

Carrington laughed,

There wias A rusty name-plate on
the stock of the old sporting ritle;
this eaught Carrington's eye.

“What's the name here? Ob,
berville.”

The judge, a step or #fwo In ad-
vance, wheeled In his traocks with a
startling suddenness.

“What?" he faltered, and his face
was ashen,

“Nothing, [ was reading the name

Boggs'!" Pegloe

Tur-

8he Instantly Recognized the Broad Shoulders.

u straggling village. Near the door of
the prineipal bullding, a frame tavern,
a man was seated, with his feet cn
the horse-rack, There wns no other
sign of human occupancy.

“How do you do, sir?" sald the
judge, balting before this solitary In-
dividual whom he conjectured to be
the landlord. “What's the name of
this bustling metropolis?’ econtinued
the judge, cocking his head on one
slde.

As he spoke, Bruce Carrington ap-
peared in the tavern door; pausing
there, he glanced curiously at the
shabby wayfarers,

“This Is Raleigh, in Bhelby county,
Tennessee,” said the landlord.

*Are you the volee from the tombh?"
inquired the judge, in a tone of play-
ful sarcasm.

Carrington, amused, sauntered to-
ward him.

‘*IT'hat's one for you, Mr. Pegloe!™
he sald,

“l am charmed to meet a gentieman
whose spirit of appreciation shows
his famillarity with a literary allu-
slon,” sald the judge, bowing.

“We ain't so dead as we look,” sald
Pegloe, “Just you keep on to Boggs'
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here; it s yours, sir, 1 suppose?’ sald
Carrington.

*No, slr—no; my name is Price—
Slocum Price! Turberville—Turber-
ville—" he muttered thickly, staring
stupldly at Carrington.

“It's not A common NAMe; You seem
to have heard it before?” said the lat-
ter.

A spasm of pain passed over the
Judge's face.

“I—I've heard fit,
the ritle, you say?"

“Here on the stock, yes."

The judge took the gun and exam-
ined it in sllence.

“Where did you get this rifle, Han-
nibal? he at length asked brokenly.

“I fetched it away from the Barony,
sir; Mr. Crenshaw sald:- 1 might have
’t.”

The name is on

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Minor Detall.
Reporter—"1 have a good deserip-
tion of the dresses, presents and your
appearance, Now, what shall 1 say
about the bridegroom?"' Bride—"0h,
I suppose he must be mentioned!
Just say he was among those pres
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CAMPAIGN IS HAVING EFFECT

Already the Death Rate From Tuber
culosis ls Bhowing a Gratifying
Decrease.

In certain citles, such as New York,
Boston, Cleveland and Chicago, and
In states like Massachusetts, Rhode Is-
land and Connecticut, the decline In
the death rate from tuberculosis Is
more marked than In the country at
large, which declined 187 per cent. in
the ten years from 1001 to 1910, The
Natlonal Assoalation for the Study and
Prevention of Tuberculosis says that
there are many factors working to-
gether to cause the decline In the tu-
berculogls death rate, such factors as
the change In the character of our ur-
ban population, Increased sanitation,
and better housing, but probably as
potent a factor as any has been the na-
tion wide antl-tuberculosis campaign.
“It may bo foretold with considerable
certainty,” the assoclation says, “that
when the effects of the present rapld-
ly Increasing provision for the care of
tuberculosis patients shall have be-
come evident, the decline In the death
rate from consumption in the coming
decade will be even more marked than
that in the last one”

Her Natural Protector,

"0 Clara, we had a dreandful scare
this morning, a burglar scare!" sald
Mrs. Fink. “There waa a frightful
nolse about two o'clock, and 1 got up.
I turned on the light and looked down,
to see a man's legs sticking out from
under the bed.”

“Mercy, how dreadful!
lar's?"

“No, my dear, my husband's. He
had heard the nolse. too.”"—Youth's
Compaulon. : .

The burg-

Divination.

“l am very observant, sir, and from
the way you winced when | stamped
on your foot, I conclude you have a
pedal afilietion.”

“Say no more.
corn."

I acknowledge the

To be sweet and clean, every wom-
an should use Paxtine In sponge bath.
Ing. 1t eradleates perspiration and
all other body odors. At druggists,
25c a box or sent postpaid on receipt of
price by The Paxton Tollet Co., Bos-
ton, Mass.

Cuts Down Sentence.
Hillens—Do you believe In long en-
Bugements?
Cynleus—8Sure. The longer a man
is engaged the less time he has to be
married.

Use Allen's Foot-Ease
The antiseptic powder to be shaken into
the llhm.'n for tired lemler, smarting, ach-
ing, swollen feet. It mak eu our leut feel
easy and makes \alkm Sold
everywhere, 25¢. For free tri-\f nel:a
uddress Allen 8. Olmsted, Le R oy. ‘?

A Hint.
He—1 don't approve of tips.
She—It has been noticed that you
do not even tip your hat,

Stop the Pain.

The hurt of o burn or & cut stops when
Cole's Carbollsilve is um:lll i, It heals
ulokly and pr-wu'ml sears, Z5e and e by
rlum swls, For free sample wrlte (o

» W, Cole & Co.. Blnck River Palls, Wis,

The Plain Truth.
“Has that man a mania for ascu-
lation?"
*No, he's a plain kissing bug.”

That irritable, nervous eonditlon due to a
bad liver calls for Its naturnl antidoto e
Guarfleld Tea.

Some people are congenind not be-
cause they like the same things, but
because they hate the same people.

Mra. Whatown Boaothing Byrup for Children
teething, softens the gums, reduces inflamma-
tlon, sllays pain, cures wind colle, 350 & bottle.

Even when a bill collector finds a |
man in he {8 apt to find bim out.

ALCOHOL~3 PER CENT
parallonforll-

similating HleFoodandﬂeﬁ

mrgmc Stomachs and Bowe sof

Promoles D:gesluon,Clnerful
ness and Rest Contains neither
Opium Morphine nor Mineral
OT NARC OTIC

Recrpe of mx&.wvmm

el A lllemcd forCons

i ml:"’;;w Stomchy Dia
Worms Convulsions. Feverish-
ness and LOS S OF SLEEP

Fac Simile Si"gmlun of

THE C:nrgun ComMPANY,
N!.'W YORK.
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WOMAN SICK
TWELVE YEARS

Wants Other Women to Know
How She Was Finally
Restored to Health,

Louisians, Mo.:=*‘1 think a woman
anunlly dislikes to make her troubles
known to the publie,
but complete restor-
ation tohealthmeans
so much to me that
1 cannot keep from
telling mine for the
sake of other suffer-
ing women.

"l had been sick
about twelve years,
and had eleven doc-
tors. 1 had drag-

ging down pains,
pains at monthly periods, bilious spe
and was getting worse all the time.
would hnrdl{ get over one spell when I
would be sick again. No tonguescan tell
what 1 suffered from cramps, and at
times I could hardly walk. e doctors
said I might die at one of those times,
but I took a E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Com and got better right away.
Your valuable medicine is worth more
than mountains of gold to suffering wo-
men.""—Mrs. BERTHA MUFP, 608 N. 4th
Street, Louisiana, Mo,

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, made from nativeroots and herbs,
contains no narcotic or harmful drugs,
and to-day holds the record of being the
most successful remedy for female illswe
know of, and thousands of voluntary
testimonials on file in the Pinkham
laboratory at Lynn, Mass., seem to prove
this fact.

1

If you want speeial advice write to
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co. (confle
dentlal) Lynn, Mass, Your letter will
be opened, read and answered hy a
woman ud ho.ld In strict eoandenoe.

The Wretchedness
of .Constipation

Can quickly be overcome

Purely vegetable
—act surely "”'i'

ntly on the
B\_"ﬁ‘l‘. Cure

iliousness,
Head-
ache,
Dizzi-
ness, and Indigestion. They do their duty.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,
Genuine must bear Signature

[ 1]
'&'.‘.E-'H"&?.‘!’.;E.ﬁ&.,ﬁt‘.ﬁﬂ‘

icr
Uives
il doetalis o wwinl dl\nwr Inciuding report of
Invostigating Com, st Wash Nflnn complete books
now rendy, pages, magnitceont photogrphis,
Agents eolning money urmn wHE P m.n Ko
fretday. Pricoonly Cost 1o ngenis S, Oning
ﬂw Writo today. Gee,G.Clewats,, g K, mu. phis, P

'I'HI. NEW FRENCH ﬂl MEDY. ¥o.i No.2, X
Used (o French

s.
! HE A 9"" itals with
EA K88 CURES KIDNEY, BLADDER DINKASES,

PILES, CHRUNIU l.'l-l..ﬂl-l H-Ilh IWI"'I'lU“—Hl‘l’lIKH!I
Keod oddress en # FREK booklel o DN, LK ©
I.I.D. €u., m\'; OCK WD, MAMPS TEAD, wxu Od, BNG

S SINGLE
BINDER

of thia paper desu-ing to buy
Readers anything advertised in its col-
umns should insidt upon having what they
1 Mfor.ufudngallluhltimmorinﬂtahom
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For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have
Always Bought

Use
For Over
Thirty Years

YHE GENTAUR QOMPANY, HAW YORS HrY.
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