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ony 'l'!l.-l’rlT e u." o b wold,  and A0S “Well, you won't get 1t!” respond- | slekening throos, matters were allowed to rest with the .
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Hueard, w n'.'."«: rmu‘. ikt of thee ol | planter in the back of the neck. the Spring HBank church at ten| greater zeal than Judge Slocum Price.

POuthern family, mutkes hid appearanese
Yuney tells how ho adopted the Doy, Nt
thiunlel Ferris buyva the Barony, but the
Quiiitards doeny any  knowledge l:f the
boy  Yancy (o keep Hannibal,  Captaln
Mureell, w friend of the Quintards. ap
pears and asks questions nhout the Bar
ony. Trouble at Scrateh L when Han
nibal s kidnaped by Dave Blount, Cap
tain Murrell's ngent Yuney overinkes
Blount, gives hbm n threashing nnd seciros
the boy Yaney appears before Squire
Baluam, and I dischiarged with costa for
the plaintiff.  Hetty Malroy, n friend of
the Fervines, haw an encounter with Cap.
taln Murrell, who forcea his attentions on
her, und is rescued by Rruce Carrington

tty snts out for her Tennessce home
Carrington takes the same umia". Yaney
and Hannibal dlsappear, with Muorrell on
thelr trall. Hannibal arrives at the home
of Judge Slocum Price, The Judee recog-
niges In the boy. the grandson of an old
time friend, urrell arrives at Judie's

home,  Cavendish family on rn'f't r:;;-r';'_: about luslde of & week. If you'll wait Another hot Heptember sun was| sheriff came direct from Mr. Saul and
paney: P g e ton arrive | Il) tell him you are here.” beating upon the earth as Betty gal-| arrived out of breath, but the letter

at Helle Plain, Hannibal's rifle discloses
some stariling things to the judge. llan-
nibal und Hetty meet again. Murrell ar-
rive In Helle F‘iuln Is playing for blg
stakes, Yancy awankes from jong dream-
lenn nleep on gmlr:l the raft. Judge Price

makes atartling discoveries In looking up
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“Now, what do you wish to say o
me?" ho asked

“We want your word that
keep away from Belle Plain”

you'll

“You cur!” erled as  he
wheeled on him,

“Dumn him~—let htm have 1t!"
. L ] . L L . L] L]

It was mid-afternoon of the day fol-
lowing before Betty heard of the at
tnek on Norton,  She ordered her
horge saddled and was soon out on
the river rond with a groom in her
winke Retty never drew rein until
the reached Thicket Point. As she
galloped Into the yard Bruce Carring-
ton came from the house,

“"How is Mr. Norton""
extending her hand,

“The doctor says he'll be up and

Norton,

ghe asked,

Carrington passed on Into the
house. He entered the room where
Norton lay,

“Miss Malroy is here,” he sald,

“What am | to do without you?'—
his volee was almost 4 whisper.
“What is this thing you have done?”
Betty's heart was boating with dull

o'clock.”

“How can | give you up?" he sald,
his volce hoarse with emotion. He
put her from him almost roughly, and
lenning agalnst the trunk of a tree
burled his face In his hands. Hetty
wialched him for & moment in
wretched sllence.

“It's good-by—" he muttered.

She went to him, asnd, as he bent
above her, slipped her arms about bis
neck. .

“Klss me—" she breathed.

He kissed her halr, her soft cheek,

then their lips met.
L ] . L - L] . L] L

loped down the lane and swung her
horse's head In the direction of Ra-
leigh. 8he would keep her promise
to Charley and he should never know

For two or three days bands of armed
men scoured the woods and roads,
and then this activity quite unpro-
ductive of any tangible results ceased,

One morning he found under his door
a folded paper:

“You talk too much. Shut up, or
you'll go where Norton went."

A few moments later he burst in
on Mr. Saul,

“Gllance at that, my frlend!” he
crled, an he tossed the paper on the
clerk’'s desk. “What do you make of
i, sir?

“Well, I'd keep still”

The Judge laughed derislvely as he
bowed hlmsell out.

He established himself In his of-
fice. He had scarcely done so when
Mr, Netts knocked at the door. The

was not mentioned by the judge He
spoke of the crops, the chance of
rain, and the Intricacles of county
politics, The sheriff withdrew mysti-
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MADE FROM CREAM OF TARTAR
DERIVED SOLELY FROM GRAPES,
THE MOST DELICIOUS AND WHOLE-

SOME OF ALL FRUIT ACIDS

Its superiority is uvnquestioned
Its fame world-wide

| “Hetty?—bless her dear heart!”| what his happiness had cost her, fied, wondering why It was he had
ey e 1x iys. | CTied Charley weakly. “Just toss my| Norton joined her before she had|not felt at liberty to broach the sub- It’ use a mtection and a ‘
rmmlnl'r assaulted, Norton nforms Cnr- | elothes Into the cloget and draw up | covered a third of the distance that| ject which was uppermost in bis iy

E'I".“m that Betty hns promiscd to marry
m.

(CHAPTER XIV—(Continued).
The stranger, his business uuuclud-i
ed, swung about on his heel and )|
quitted the office. Mr. Saul, bending |

a chalr, There—thank you,
Hruce—let her come along In now.”
And as Carrington quitted the room,
Norton drew himself up on the pil-
lows and Iaced the door. *“This 18
worth several beatings, Betty!"™ he

separnted the two plantations.

“We are to go to the church, - Mr,
Bowen will be there; | arranged with
him Inst night; he will drive over
with his wife and daughter, who will
be our witnesses, dear.”

mind,

His place was taken by Mr. Pegloe
and on the heels of the tavern-keeper |
came Mr. BDowen. Judge Price re
celved them with condescension, but
biack of the condescension was an ale

* % * * *

above his desk, was making an entry | exclalmed as sghe appeared. . . . - . . . *| of reserve that did not fnvite ques.
in one of his ledgers. The jJudge shul- He bent to kiss the hand she gave| Afterward Betty could remember| tions. The judge discussed the exten- mental to health.
fled (0 his side. him, but groaned with the exertion. ! standing before the church in the| sion of the natlonal roads with Mr.

“Who was that man?’ he asked
thickly, resting a shaking band on
the clerk's arm.

Tuen he looked up Into her face and
saw her eyes swimming with tears.
“What—tears?” and he was much

flerce morning light; she heard Mr.
Bowen's volee, she heard Charley's
volce, she heard another volce—her

Pegloe, and the religion of the Per |
glan fire-worshipers with Mr, Bowen; |
he permited never a pause and lhny'

guarantee against alum food

* * % * *

Alum baking powders are classed by physicians detri-

Many consumers use alum baking powders unaware.
They are allured to the danger by the cry of cheapness,

“That?—0k, that was Colonel Ken-| moved, own, though she scurcely recognoized | retired as the sheriff had done with- by fake tcstllndexhlbiﬂmsmd false and ﬂ.lppant adver-
tress | wan Just telling you about.” “I's a perfect outrage!™ Betty | It. out sight of the jetter. tisements in the newspapers. Alum baking powders do

“Has he always lived here” paused Irresolutely. “Charley—" “I'l tle the horses, DBetty,” sald The judge's oflice became u per PA ”

“No: e Gama 110 the county adout| “Yes, deart” Norton. fect Mecca for the idle and the curi-|  not make a “pure, wholesome and delicious food” any

ten years ngo, and bought a pince
oalled The Oaks.”

“Has he—a famlly?” The judge ap-
peared to be having difficulty with
his speech.

“Not that anybody knows of. Some
say he's a widower, others agaln say
be's an old bachelor; but he don't
aay nothing. The colonel's got his
friends, to be sure, but he don't mix
much with tue real quality. One or
his particulur Intimates Is a gentle
man by the name of Murrell.”

The judge nodded.

“I've met him,” he sald briefly.

Acting on a sudden impulse, the
Judge muttered something about re-
turning luter, and hastily quitted the |
office. \

"Can't you be happy without me?”

“No

“llut you don’t try to be!"

“No use In my making any such
foollsh effort, I'd be doomed to fall-
ure."”

“Good-by,
go—"

He looked up yearningly Into her
face, and ylelding to a sudden im-
pulse, she stooped and kissed him on
the forehead, then she Hed (rom the
room.

Charley—1 really must

CHAPTER XV,

At the Church Door,

Tom found Betty at supper.
“You were over o see Norton,
weren't you, Het? How did you find !

He had reached the edge of the
onks when from the slient depths or
the denser woods came the sharp re-
port of a rile. The shock of the bul-
let sent the young fellow staggering
back among the mossy and myrtle-
covered graves, :

For a moment no one grasped what
had happened, only there was Norton
who reemed to grope strangely among
the graves, He had fallen now. Even
as the shadows deepened he was aware
that Betty was coming swiftly toward
him, -

“I'm erhot—" he sald, speaking with
difculty.

ous, and while he overflowed with
high-bred courtesy he had never
seemed g0 unapproachable—never so
remote from matters of local and con-
temporary interest.

“Why don’t you show ’'em the let-
ter?' demanded Mr. Mahaffy, when
they were alone. “Can't you see they
are suffering for a sight of 1t?”

“All in good time, Bolomon.” He
became thoughtful. “Solomon, | am
thinking of offering a reward for any
information that will lead to the dis-
covery of my anonymous correspond-
ent,” he at length observed with a
finely cagual alr, as If the idea had

i\

more than two and two make ten.
If you wish to avoid a danger to your food,

READ THE LABEL

and decline to buy or use any baking powder that is not
plainly dulgmteduacrumd_tam powder.

Less and Less,

“This Is a great age we are living
In,"” sald Brinkley. "“We have smoke-
less gunpowder, horsaless wagons,
wireless telepraph—"

“Yes," Interrupted Cynicus, *“and
we have moneyless foreigners com-

Piecing Out.
“Writing a story?” the caller asked
the busy author,
“Yes; In dialect.”
“I didn't think you ever made use
of dinlect."
“l don't as a rule, but I have to

In the hall the judge's steps drugged | [ijm?" ) ing here and contracting loveless | now. Several letters are broken on
and his head was bowed. He was “The doctor #nys he will soon be £ marringes with heartless heiresses.” | my typewriter.”
busy with hia memories. Then pas | ghout again.” | —Judge,
slon shook him, “Hetty, | wish yon wouldn't go [ A very successful remedy for pelvie
“Damn  him--may God—for evnr! there again-—that's a good girl!™ he | A Hint. catarrh is l:iot dnuche;ror Ph%xtlno An‘-
damn bhim!" he crled under his | sald tacttully, and as he concelved (t. | Knicker—Did you explain baseball | tiseptic, at druggists, 26c a box or sen

brenth, In a flerce whisper.

| affectionately.

Hetty glanced up |

to your girl?

postpald on receipt of price by The

They finished supper, the dishes quickly. - Bocker—Yes; she sald she under- | Paxton Toflet, Co, Boston, Mass.
were cleared awny and the candles| “Why, Tom, why shouldn't | go #tood all about diamonds, Too Favorable a Description.
lighted, when the judge produced a | there?” | “That man Is a pinhead.”
mysterious leather-covered cnse, ‘l'hlsr “It might set people gossiping, | = The Worst of It . “You flatter him. A pinhead knows
he opened, and Mahafy and Haunnibal | reckon  there's been  pretty mnear "Do you keep a cook, Mra, Subub " |, 0"y 0 00 b0 g0
saw that it held a handsome pair of | enough talk about you and Charley Madam, 1 not only keep the cook,

duellng pistols.

“Where did you get ‘em, judge?—
Oh, aln't they beautiful!"™ ecried Han-
nibal, circling about the table in his

Norton.” The planter's tone was con-
clllatory in the extreme, he dared not |
risk a break by any open show of
uuthority. |

| but aleo her entire family.”

Some people are so wrapped up In
themselves as to suggest human balls

Cole's Carbollsalve
Relieves and enres liching, torturl
eases of the skin and mucous mem -
A superior Plle Cure., 25 and 60 cenls,
drmggiats. For free nmg!n write to J, W,

excitement, “You needn’t distress yourself, ‘I'om, | of twine. Cole & Co,, Black River ¥Falls, Wia
“My dear lad, they were purchased I don’t know that | shall go there It Does.
o I Mra, Winslow's Boothing B; for Chila
only & Sew hours 4g0," sald the Judge 2‘“"". “M:l lh‘-:ly u:dme:enu;:. .i teething, softenn mule:-. ﬁ.?m !nlhn::.: “Do you find this presidential pref-

quletly, aa he began to load them.
L} . L] L . . L] [ ]

Norton bhad riddemn down to Belle
Plain ostensibly to view certain of
those improvements that went so far
toward embittering Tom Ware's ex-
{stence.

“Do you think Belle Plain 18 ever

going to look as it did, Charley?—as
we remember it when we were enu-|
dren?" asked Betty,

"Why of course, It I8, dear, you are |
doing wonders!" '

Ware stalked toward them. Hav-
fng dined with Hetly as recently as
the day before, he contented bhlmselr
with & nod in her direction, Illu{
Ereeting to Norton was a more am- |
bitlous undertaking II

“I understund you've & pew over |
seer?”

“Then you understand wrong -~l'ar-l
rington’s my guest,” sald  Norton,
"He's talking of putting in a crop tor
himself next season, 80 he's willing
to help me make mine,*

“Going to turn farmer, 18 he”
unked Ware. |

“80 he says." Norton was extreme-
Iy disappointed when the
manlfested a disposition to play the
host and returned to the house with

them, where his presence was such |
A hardship that Norton shortly took | yoor.
|
Issuing from the lane he turned his |
He |

his leave,

face In the directlion of home.
was within two miles of Thicket Point

|
| sists on that.

planter |

At Thicket Point Charley Norton, |
greatly excited, hobbled into the II-|
brary In search of Carrington. He
found him reading by the open win. |
dow.

"Look here, Bruce!" he cried.
settled; she's golng
Can't you wish me joy?"

Carrington held out his hand.

“You dre not going to take any

“it's ‘

| risks now, you have too much to live |

for,” he sald bhaltingly.
“No, I'm to keep away from Helle
Plain,” sald Norton happlly.

married; it's her, wish—"

“It's to be soon, then?" Carrington
asked, still haltingly.

"Very soon.”

There was a briefl sllence.
ton, with face averted, looked from
the window,

“1 am goilng to stay here as long as
you need me,” he presently sald,
“Miss Malroy asked me to, and then
1 am going back to the river, where |
belong "

L] L ] L . L] . L] .

Hetty ate supper with big Bteve
stunding behind her chalr and lttle
Steve baluncing himsell first on one
foot and then on the other near the

carring-

The long French windows,
curtatng  drawn, stood open,

thelr
Bhe
wandered down to the terrace. There

to urry me!i

“She in- |
Everything 18 to be |
kept n secret until we are nctually

“"Charley—Charley—" she moaned,
slipping her arms about him aond
gathering him to her breast

He looked up into her face.

“It's all over—" he sald, but as
much In wonder ag In fear. “Hut-1
knew you could come to me—dear—"
he added in a whisper.

She felt a shudder pass
him., He did not speak again

through

“Charley—Charley!” Shs Moaned.

Just occurred to him, and had not
been seething in his brain all day.
{TU HE CONTINUEL.)

Her Own Recommendation,
“Lady can recommend good laun:
dress,” was what the advertisement
sald, but the Investigator in need of
that rare specimen could find nobody
at the given address but the laundress

tion, allays pain, curss wind colle, 85¢ & bottle

When a man boasts about what &

miserable sinner he used to be, the
devil laughs in his sleeve.

Bmokers find LEWIS' Bingle Binder Bo
clgar better quality than most 100 clgars.

Perhaps lLot's wife was turned to
salt because she was too peppery.

Liver and kidney complainta will ba greatly
belped by taking ('hrll-EI Tea regularly.

A good memory la essential to a sue
cessful llar.

erential primary puzsling?"
“Well, it makes you mind your p's.”

If every lle In the world were
pnailed there wouldn't be enough nalls
left to bulld houses with.

The old friend is better than the new,
Garfield Tea is not only old but tried and
found true. Made of pure wholesome Herbe.

No amount of culture will make a
man stop snoring In his sleep.

What has become of the old fash-
loned girl who used to chew “wax?"

A vanished thirst—a cool body and a refreshed one; the
sure way—the only way is via a glass or bottle of

| I
. was the gound of o step on the path. herself, ()| 1deally deliclous—pure purity—crisp ki J 1§
when, passing a turn in the road, he | Betty turned. It was Carrington who CHAPTER XVI. “Who Is the lady that recommends l me"wmmc:n:um b fog-
found himself confronted by three | stood before her. his face haggard,| ° — you?" was asked. | vindication st C battanwors, for the asking. Whenever
men. One of them seized bis horse | Without a word he stepped to her The Judge Ofers a Reward, “Me,"” was the reply. “Don't | know i “" Bomand he Omules o mads by J-"'-':‘ﬁ
by the bit. Norton had not even &/ side and took her hands rather rough- The news of Charley Norton's mur- | better than anybody else what kind ol THE COCA-COLA Co., ATLANTA, GA,  of Cocs-Cala.
riding whig ly der spread guickly over the county, | work I can do?”
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