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The acene at the opening of the story In
fald In the library of an old worn-out
southern plantation. known as the Bar-

¥. The place s to be sold, and Its

istory and that of the owners, the
?ulmurnln. In the subject of discussion b:
onathan .Crvnahaw. 'mt",'g"""'.ﬁ'"ho
stranger known as aden,

Ihc;. a farmer. when Hannlbal Wl!il\s
asard, a mysterioun child of the 0
southern family, makea his ap ll'lg‘“-
Yancy tells how he adopted the boy. "“‘
thaniel Ferris buys the Harony. but the
Quintards deny any Kknowledge of the

¥. Yancy 1o keep Hannibal, Captain

urrell, a {ﬂend of the uintards, ap-
pears and asks questions about the Har-
ony. Trouble at Borutch Hill, when Han-
nibal Is kidnaped by Dave Blount, Cap-
tain Murrell's agent. Yancy overiakes
Hlount, gives him a thrashing and secures
the boy. Yancy appears before Squire
Balaam, and Is discharged with costs tu;
the plaintift. Betty Malroy, & friend o
tha Ferrines, has an encounter with Cap-
tain Murrel)l, who forces his ntt‘nntlom on
her, and Ia rescued by Hruce Carrington.
Betly sets out for her Tenneases home.
Carrington takes thy same l‘-ﬁ- Yancy
and Hannibal disappear, with Murrell on
thelr traill, Hannlbal arrives at the home
of Judge Blocum Price. The Judge recog-
nises In the boy. the grandson of an o’d
time friend. urrell arrives at Judge's
home, Cavendish family on rafl rescus
Yancy, who Is appurently dead. Price
breaks jall, Betty and Carrington arrive
al Helle Plaln, Hannlbal's rifle discloses
some atartling things to the judge. Han-
nibal and Betty meet agaln. Murrell ar-
rives In Belle Plain 18 playing for big
e, Yancy awakes from lou'f dream-
lesa mieep on board the raft. Ju 1:- Price
makes startling discoveries in looking up
land titles, Charley Norton, & young
?l-nur. who nenlats the judge, Is mys-
erfously mssaulted, Norton Informs Car-
rington that Betty has promised to marry
him, Norton Is mysteriously ahot. More
light on Murrell's plot. He plans upris-
ing of negroes, Judge Price, with Hannl-
bl‘ vinlts Hetty, und she keeps the boy
as & companion. In a stroll Hetly tikes
with Hannibal they meet HBess Hicoks,
daughter of the oversesr, who Wwarns
Betty o! danger and counsels her to
leave Belle Plain at once, Betty, terri-
fled acts on advice, and on thelr
way thelr carriage It stopped by ﬂlouoni
the tavern keeper, and & confederate, and
Hetty and Hannlbal are mads prisoners,
The palr are taken to Hlcks' cabin, In an
almost Inaccessible spot, and there Mur-
rell vieits lbtl{ and reveals his part In
the plot and his object.
the plot and his object.

CHAPTER XX (Continued).

“let me go!" =she panted. He
laughed his cool laugh of triumph.

“Let you go—ask me anything but
that, Beétty! Have you no reward for
patience such as mine? A whole sum-
mer has passed since | saw you
firat—"

There was the nolsy shuflling of
feet on the stalrs, and releasing Het-
ty, Murrell swung about on his heel
and f(aced the door. It was pushed
open an Inch at a time by a not too
confident hand and Mr. Slosson thus
guardedly presented himself to the
eye of his chief, whom he beckoned
from the room.

“Well?" sald Murrell, when they
stood together on the landing.

“Just come across to the keel
boat!" and Slosson led the way down
stairs and from the house

“Damn you, Joe, yYou might have
walted!" observed the outlaw. BSlos-
son gave him a hardencd grin. They
crossed the clearing and boarded the
keel boat which rested agailust the
bank. As they did g0 the cabin in
the stern guve up a shattered pres-
ence in the shape of Tom Ware. Mur-
rell started, violently. "l thought you
were banging out in Memphis, Tom "
be sald, and his brow darkened, as,
siniater and forbldding, he stepped
closer to the planter. Ware did not
answer at once, but looked at Mur-
rell out of heavy bloodshot eyeas, Dis
face pinched and ghastly, At Inst he
sald, speaking with visible effort.

“]1 stayed In Memphis until
o'clock this morning."

“Damn your early houra!” roared
Murrell. "What are you doing here?
1 suppose you've been showing that
dead face of yours about the nelgh:
borhood—why didn’t you stay at Belle
Plain, slace you couldn't keep away ™

“l bhaven't been near Helle Plain; 1
came here instead. How am | going
to meet people and answer ques-
tions? His teeth were chattering
“Is It known &she's missing?” he
added, ,

“Hicks ralsed the alarm the Mfrst
thing this morning, according to the
instructions I'd given him."

“Yen?" gasped Ware. He was drip-
ping from every pore and the sickly
color came and went on his unshaven
cheeks. Murrell dropped a beavy
band on his shoulder,

“You bhaven't been at Helle Plaln,
jou say, but has any one seen you on
the road this morning?"

“No ope, John,” crlied Ware, pant-
ing between each word. There was a
momelt's pause and Ware aspoke
again. “What are they doing at Belle
Plain?’ be demanded In & whisper.
Murrell's lipacuried.

“l understand there is talk of suil-
eldde,” he sald.

“Good!"” crled Ware.

“They are dragging the bayou down
below the house, It looks as though
you were golng to reap the rewards
of the excellent management you
have given her estate. They have
been trying to find you in Memphis,
80 the sooner you show yourself the
better," he concluded significantly.

“You are sure you have her safe,
dJohn; no chance of discovery? Kor
God's make get her away from here
A8 800D GA you can; it's ap awlul risk
Jou run!*
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“She’ll be sent down river tonight,”
#ald Murrell,

"Captain,” L.gan Slosson, who up
to this had taken no part in the con-
versation, “when are you golng to
Cross to t'other side of the bayou?"

“8oon,” replled Murrell. Slosson
laughe4.

“l didn't know but you'd clean for-
got the Clan's business. 1 want to
ask another question—but first | want
to say that no one thinks higher or
more frequent of the Iadles than just
me; I'm genulnely fond of 'em, and
I've never lifted my hand ag'in ‘em
except In kindness.” Mr. Slosson
looked at Ware with an exceedingly
virtuous expression of countenance.
He continued: “Yo' orders are that
we're to slip out of this a little afore
midnight, but suppose there's a hiten
—here's the lady knowing what she
knows and here's the boy knowing
what he knows.”

“There can be no hitch,” rasped out
Murrell arrogantly.

“I never knew a speculation that
couldu't go wrong; and by rights we
should have got away last night”

"Well, whose fault is it you didn’t?”
demanded Murrell.

“In & manner it were mine, but the
ark got on a sandbank as we were
fetching it In and it took us the whole
damn night to get clear.”

“Well?" prompted Murrell, with &
sullen frown.

“Suppose they get shut of that no-
tion of thelrs that the lady's done
drowned hersell; suppose they take to
watching the river? Or suppose the
whole damn bottom drops out of this
deal? What then? The lady, good
looking as she 1s, knows enough to
make west Tennessee mighty on.
healthy for some of us. | say, sup-
pose It's a flash In the pan and you
have to crowd the distance In be-
tween you and thie part of the world,
you can't tell me you'll have any use
for her then.” Slosson paused Im-
pressively. "“And here's Mr. Ware
feeling bad, feeling llke hell,” he re-
sumed, "Him and me don't want-to
be left In no trap with you gone God
only knows where.”

“I'll sgend & man to take charge of
the keel boat. | can’'t risk any more
of your bungling, Joe."

*T'bat's all right, but you don't an-
swer my question,"” persisted Slosson,
with admirable tenacity of purpose.

“What is your question, Joe?"

“A lot can happen between this dnd
midnight—"

“If things go wrong with us there'll
be a blaze at the head of the bayou;
Does that satisty you?”

“And what then?"

Murrell hesitated.

“What about the girl?"
Slosson, dragging him back to the
point at Issue between them. “As a
man 1 wouldn't Iift my hand ag'in no
good looking woman except, ke |
eald, In kindness; but she can't be
turned loose; she knows too much.
What's the word, Captain—you say
it!" he urged. He made a gesture of
appeal to Ware,

“Look for the light; better still,
look for the man I'll gend.” And with
this Murrell would have turned away,
but Slosson detained him.

“Who'll he be?”

“Bome fellow who knows the river.”

“And if it's the Ilight?”"' asked the
tavern-keeper in a hoarse undertone.
Again he looked toward Ware, who,
dry-lipped and ashen, was regarding
him steadfastly. Glance met glance,
for a briefl ingtant they looked into
each other's eyes and then the hand

insisted |

Slosson had rested on Murrell's
shoulder dropped at his side.

CHAPTER XXI.

The Judge Meets the Bituation,
The judge's and Mr. Mahaffy's cele-
bration of the former's rehabllitated

credit had occupled the shank of the |

evening, the amall hours of the night,
and that part of the succeeding day
which the southwest described as soon
In the morning; and as the stone jug,
in which were garnered the spolls of
the highly confidentinl but entirely
misleading conversation which the

Judge had held with Mr. Pegloe after
his return from Belle Plain, lost In
welght, it might have been observed
that he and Mr. Mahaffy seemed to
gain In that nice sense of equity which
should form the basis of all human re- |
latlons. The judge watched Mr, Ma- |
haffy, and Mr. Mahafty watched the
Judge, each trustfully placing the reg-
ulation of hls private conduct in the
hiands of his frlend, as the one most
likely to be affected by the rectitude
of his acts.

Probably so extensive a consump- |
tion of Mr. Pegloe's corn whisky had |
never been accomplished with great.
er highmindedness.
split the last glass,
‘The judge sighed deeply.
up the jug and Inverted it. A stray |
drop or so0 fell languldly into his glass.

"“Try squeezing It, Price,” sald Ma-
hafty,

The judge shook the jug, It gAYe |

They honorably '

torth an empty sound, and be sighed
again; he attempted to peer into It,
closing one watery eye as he tiited It
toward the light,

“I wonder no Yankee has ever
thought to Invent a jug with a glass
bottom,” he observed.

“What for?" asked Mahaffy.

“You astonish me, Solomon,” ex-
clalmed the judge. “Coming as you
do from that sectlon which Invented
the wooden nutmeg, and an eightday
clock that has been known to run
as much as four or five hours at n
stretch. | am aware the Yankees are
an Ingenlous people; | wonder none
of 'em ever thoughu or a jug with a
glass bottom, so that when a body
bolds It up to the light he can see at
a glance whether it is empty or not.
Do you reckon Pegioe has sufficlent
confidence to flll the Jug again for
us?

But Mahaffy's expression Indlcated
no great confidence in Mr. Pegloe's
confidence,

"Credit," began the judge, *is pro.
verbially shy; still it may sometimes
be Increased, llke the muscles of the
body and the mental faculties, by ju-
diclous use. [I've always regarded
Pegloe's as a cheap mind, | hope |
have done bim an injustice.” He put
on his hat, and tucking the jug under
his arm went from the house.

Ten or fifteen minutes elapsed. Ma-
haffy considered this a good sign; It
didn’t take long to say no, he reflect
ed. Another ten or fifteen elapsed.
Mahaflfy lost heart. Then there came
a hasty step beyond the door, it was
thrown violently open, and the judge
precipitated himselfl into the room. A
glance showed Mabhaffy that he was
laboring under intense excitement.

“Solomom [ bring shocking news.
God knows what the next few hours
may reveal!" cried the judge, mop-
ping his brow. “Miss Malroy his dis-
appeared from Belle Plain, and Han-
nibal has gone with her!™

“Where have they gone?"” asked Ma-
haffy, and his long jaw dropped.

“Would to God I had an answer

ready for that question, Solomon!”
answered the Jjudge, with a melan.
choly shake of the aead. He gazed

down on his friend with an alr of
Inrge tolerance. “l am golng to Belle
Plain, but you are too drunk. Sleep
it off, Solomon, and joiln me when

seer had just fetched the news Into
town "

Again they wera slient, all their
energies belng absorbed by the physi-
cal exertion they were making. The
road danced before thelr burning
eyes, it seemed to be uncolling itselr
serpent-wire with hideotis undulations,
Mr. Mahafly was coneclous that the
Judge, of whom he caught a blurred
vislon now at his right side, now at
his left, was laboring painfully In the
heat and dust, the breath whistling
from between his parched lips.

“"You're just ripe for apoplexy,
Price!" he snarled, moderating his
pace,

“Go on,"” sald the judge, with stolld
resolution,

Two miles out of the viliage they
came to A roadside spring; here they
paused for an Instant. Mahafly
scooped up handfuls of the clear wa-
ter and sucked It greedlly. The judge
dropped on his stomach and buried
his tace In the tiny pool gulping
up great thirsty swallows.

"If anything happens to the child,
the man responsible for It would bet-

moment forth!" he panted,

“What could happen to him, Price?"
asked Mahafly,

“God knows, poor little lad!"

"Will you shut up!" cried Mabafty
savagely.

“Solomon!"”

idea?
—what earthly purpose—"

plain as day.”
“What did the overseer say?”
“Just that they found Miss Maliroy

and the boy with her.”
“This I8 ke you, Price!

at some neighbor's?™

“The nearest neighbor 18 five or six
miles distant.
nibal were seon along about dusk in
the grounds at Belle Plain;
mean to tell me you consider {t Hkely

“Try Squeezing It

your brain 1a clear and your legs
steady.”

Mahafly jerked out an oath, and
Hiting himself off bis chatr, stood

erect. lle snatched up his hat,

“Stuff your pistols into your pock-
ets, and come on, Price!" he sald,
and stalked toward the door.

He fiitted up the street, and the
Jjudge puffed and panted In bis wake.
They galned the edge of the village
without speech

| “There 18 mystery and rascality
He took here'" sald the judge.
“What do you know, Price, and

where did you hear this?" Mahafly
shot the question back over his shoul-
der.

"Al Pegloe's; the Belle Plain over

Price,”” Sald Ma hafry.

and without a word to any one, to
make & visit?" Inquired the judge; but
Mahaffy did not contend for this
point.

“What are you going to do first,
Price?"

"Have a ook over the grounds, ana
talk with the slaves."

“Where's the brother-—wasn’'t he at
Belle Plain Iast night?"

"It seems he went to Memphis yes-
terday.”

They plodded forward In sllence;
now and again they were passed by
some mwan on horschack whose des-
tination was the same as thelr own,
and then at last they caught sight of
Bells Plain in its grove of trees.

(TO BR CONTINUED,)
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| burg Bun.

Too ERager.

Fred Poyner, a Chicago dentist, was
recently at a banquet given by the
Dental assoclation.

He sald: “On on slde s the right
of things and on the other Is wrong:
sometimes the difference between the
two Is slight. As the following story
shows: A gypsy upon release from
Jall met a friend. ‘What were you In
for? asked the friend.

“‘l found a horse, the gypsy re
plied.

“‘Found & horse? Nonsense! They
would never put you In jall for finding
a horse.'

"‘Well, but you see 1 found him
before the owner lost him.'"

Only in a Business Way.
“Bo Clara rejected the plumber.”
“Do you know why?"
“S8omebody told her to be careful
about encouraging him, as he hit the
IIIPO-”

According 1o an old bachelor, real
luck In love consists in belng able to
Avold facing the person.

It's hard to lose some friends—and
it's impossible to lose others.

Or, serve it cold with crisp new lettuce,

It is & tasty trest and economical as well.
At All Grocers

Libby, & L
byou ' bby
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ter never been born—I'll pursue him |
with undiminished energy from this |

|
|

“Why do you go bulldl g on that|
Why should any one harm him | R
| Purely Business Argument for the Es-

“l tell you, Solomon, we Are the
pivotal point in a vast circle of crime. |
This {s a blow at me—this I8 revenge, |
gir, neither more nor lesas! They have |
struck at me through the boy, it is as i annual report of Dr. H. L. Barnes, su-

gone from Belle Plain this morning, | Year 1811 would amount to over $266,

How do | large as that spent each year for main-
you know they haven't spent the night |

Miss Malroy and Han. |
do you

that they set out on foot at that hour, .

| there 18 good reason for thinking that
| Institutions for the isolation of far-

| homes, the number in the family aver-
. aged B.2, and the average family earn-

1_
i

|
.'

THE COCA-COLA

. e %‘F to
A vanished thirst—a cool body and a refreshed one; the
sure way—the only way la/in a glass or bottle of

r Our new booklet, telllng of CocaCola
4 mencmumm
514 Demand the Genuloe as made by

CO., ATLAKTA, CA.
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MADE BIG PROFIT FOR STATE

tablishment of Sanitoriums for
the Tuberculosis.

According to figures contained In the

perintendent of the Rhode Island state
sanitorlum, the earnings of the ex-
patients of that institution during the

000. This is a sum three times

as
tenance of the institution, including
four per cent, interest and deprecia-
tion charges.

The actual earnings in 1911 of 170
ex-patieats were obtained by Dr.
Barnes. These ranged from $2 to $31
per week, the total eanrnings for the
Year amounting to $102,752. On this
basis, Dr. Barnes computes the filgures
above given. He gays,. however:
“While Institutions for the cure of
tuberculosis are good {investments,

advances cases would be still better
investments.

Out of a total of 46,450 hospital
days' treatment given, 39,147, or 84
per cent,, were free, the treatment
costing the state on an average $200
per patient, Out of 188 free cases Im
vestigated, 66 had no familles and no
income on admission to the sanito-
rium. Out of 132 patlents having

ings were $5.46. In 69 cases the fami-
lies had no income, and In only five
cases were there any savings, none of
which amounted to as much as $100,

Pittsburg Chivalry,

“What's going on here?" demanded
A man as he came upon two little boys
battling in a vacant lot on the South
slde. The Ind who was on top was
rubbing weeds over the face of the un-
der one,

“Stop It," sald the man, grabbing the
victor by the neck and pulling him
away, “What In the world are you
trylng to do to his face with those
weeds?"

“Do? Why, he swore in front of
some girls, and I rubbed some smart-
weed in his eyes to become & great
man llke Abrabham Lincoln."—Pltts-

Her Error.

Mrs. Btranger—Can you tell me
who that stout man Is over there? He
is the worst softsoaper | ever met.

Dowager—Yes. He |s my husband,
—Judge.

Old friends are best, but many a
woman deludes herself with the Idea

The Middle-Aged Woman,

Of the many ways in which the mid-
dle-aged woman may vary the effect
of her afternoon gowns none is sim-
pler than the use of a collar and cuffs
of white volle edged with scalloping
and embroidery In a floral design. An-
other change may be the frock set of
white chiffon with border,of black
malines, and still another is the one
of black net hemstitched with sllver
thread. SBome of these collars are so
long in front that they terminate only
at the walst line, where they cross in
surplice effect and are tucked away
under the girdle. An excellent model
of this sort is of light blue lawn em-
broidered with black dots, nand a sec-
ond is of white agaric trimmed with
tiny folds of broadcloth, alternating
with eponge.

To Protect the Flowers.

Edelwelss and other characteristie
Swiss flowers are sald to be In dan-
ger of total extinction because of the
craze of tourists for collecting them.
Women tourists especlally are always
anxious to take away souvenirs In
the way of a plant, and do not simply
pull the flowers, but dig up the plant.
It Is proposed to introduce a law that
will prevent the buying, selling or dlg-
ging of edelwelss, fire lily, Siberian
spring crocus, Alpine columbine, the
Daphne, Alpine violet or other na-
tional flowera.

Laying a Foundation,

Little DBobyb (the guest)—Mrs.
Skimper, wher [ heard we were goin’
to have dinner it your house I starts
ed right In trainin’ fer It.

Mrs. Bkimper (the hostess)—By sav-
ing up your appetite, Bobby?

Little Bobby—No'm. By eatin' a
square meal first.

Bait.

First Buffragette—If we want to
get the young girls Interested in our
meetings we must have something to
attract them.

Second Suffragette—Which would It
ﬁ:t“ be—refreshments or men?—

e

Persuasion,
“What made Mr. Chuggins buy an
automobile "
“His wife persuaded him by calling
his attention to the economy of hav-
ing gasoline on hand to clean gloves
with."—Washington Star.

Height of Selfishness.
Some men are so selfish that If they
were living In a haunted house they
wouldn’t be willing to give up the
ghost.—Florida Times Unlon.

Goodness does not more certalnly

that she is too young to have any old
friends,

make men happy than happiness
makes them good.—Landor.

One of the 'I; ﬂ:‘k- for which the
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Old Michigan's wonderful batter
Ents Toasties, "tis said, once a day,

For he knows they are healthful and wholesome
And fumish him strength for the fray.

His rivals have wondered and marvelled
To see him so much on the job,

' Not knowing his strength and endurance
Is due to the com in TY COBB.
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