— e -

p——— e — e e

———

it e ————— e T S W M I o < AT v L MRS e e v e e

— e e e T e — - —  __ -

SYNOPSIS.

The scene at the apening of the atory 18
Inid In the library of an old worn-out
southern plantation, known as the Bar-
ony. The place Is to bo sold, and I
hixtory and that of the owners, the

uinturds, Is the subject of discussion by
onathan Crenshaw, a business man, &
strunget known ns Bladen, and  Bob
Yancy, a farmer, when Hannlbnl Wayn
Hazard, a mysterious ehlld of the ol
#outhern family, makea his appearance,
Yancy tells how he adopted the boy. Na-
thanie! Ferris buys the Darony, but the
Quintards deny any knu\\im‘lrl of the
boy. Yancy to keep Hannibal, Captain
Murrell, & friend of the Quintards, ap-
prars and aska questions aboul the Bar-
ony. Trouble at Berateh HIUL when 'l'!ll\'
nibal Is kidnaped by Dave Blount, Cap-
thin Murrell's ngent. Yancy overinkes

lount, gives him n thrashing and secures
the boy. Yancy peara before Bquire
Balaam, and Is discharged with costs for
the plaintift. Betty Malroy, a friend of
the Ferrises, has an encounter with Cap-
tain Murrell, who rorwsnhln attentlons on
her, and I8 rescued by Hruce Carrington.
Betly sets out for her Tennessee home
Clzrl':“onh‘lllh;l. the same I::a hrr\;ﬁ“g:
an annl SAppPeAr, W
their trail. Hannibal arrives at the home
of Judge Slocum Price. Thes Judge recog-
nizes in the boy, the grandson of an old
time friend, urrell arrives at Judge's
home. Cavendish family on raft rescue
Yancy, who I apparently dead, Price
breaks jall, Betty and Currington arrive
at Belle Plain. Hannlbal's rifle discloses
pome atartling things to the judge., Han-
nibnl and Betty mect agaln. Murrell ar-
riven In Relle Plain. Is playing for big
stoken, Yancy awakes from long dream-
Jean micep on rd the raft. Judge Price
miakes ntartling discoverien In looking up
land titles, Charley Norton, & young
lanter, who nssista the_judge, Is mys-
erlously nesaulied. Nort Informs Car-

Ington that Betty han rmmilml to Marry
iim. Norton ls mysteriously shot. More
Hght on Murrell's rlnl. He plans upris-
ln1 of negroes, Judge Price, with Hannl-
bul, visits Hetty, und she keceps thie boy
an a companion, In a stroll Hetty tnkes
with Hannlbal they meet Ress Hicks,
daugliter of the overseer, who warns
Betty of danger und counsels her to

leave Helle Plain at once.  Hetty, terri-
wily thelr enrringe 1t stopped by Slosson,
fled, nets on Bess' adviee, and on thelr
the tavern keeper,snnd n confederate, and
Betty nnd Hannibal are mode prisoners,
The palr nre tnken to Hicks' eabin, in an
almost Innccessible spot, and there Mur-
rell vigite Betty and reveals his part in
the plot wnd illn object.  Betty wpurns

his proffered love and the Interview ls

endod by the arrival of Ware, terrified

nt possible outeome of the erime, Judge

E;‘l;lu., henring of the nbduction, plans ac-
n.

CHAPTER XXII,
The Judge Takes Charge.

All work on the plantation bad
stopped, and the hundreds of slaves—
men, women and children—were gath.
ered about the house. Among these
moved the members of the dominant
race. The judge would have attached
bimself to the first group. but he
heard & whispered question, and the
Abswer:

“Miss Malroy's lawyer." |

Clearly it was not for him to mix
with these outsiders, these curlosity
seckers. e crossed the lawn to the
house, and mounted the steps. In the
doorway was big Steve, while groups
of men stood about In the hall, the
hum of busy purposeless talk pervad-
fng the place. The judge frowned.
This wna all wrong.

“Has Mr. Ware returned from Mem.
phis?" he asked of Steve,

“No, sah; not yet."

“Then show me into the Iibrary,”
sald the judge with bland authority,
surrendering his hat to the butler.
“Come along, Mabhaffy!" he added.
They entered the library, and the
Judge motioned BSteve to close the
door. "Now, boy. you'll kindly ask
those people to withdraw—you may
say It is Judge Price’'s orders. Allow
no one to enter the house unless they
have business with me, or as | send
for them—you understand? After you
have cleared the house, you may
bring me a decanter of corn whisky—
stop & bit—you may ask the sherift
to step here.”

“Yes, snah."” And Bteve withdrew,

The judge drew an easy-chair up to
the flat-topped desk that stood in the
center of the room, and seated him-
sell.

“Are you golng to make this the
excuse for another drunk, Price? If
80, | feel the greatest contempt for
you," sald Mahaffy sternly.

The judge winced at this.

“You have made & regrettable
cholce of words, Solomon,” he urged
gently. X

“Where's your feeling for the boy?"

“Here!" sald the judge, with an elo-
quent gesture, resting his hand on his
heart.

“If you let whisky alone, I'll believe

you: otherwise what 1°' have sald must
stand.”

The door opened, and the sherim
slouched into the room, He was chew-
Ing a long wheat straw, and his whole
appearance wus ons of troubled weak-
Neas,

“Morning,” he sald briefly,

"Bit down, sherif,” and the judge
indicnted 8 meek seat for the oficial
In a distant corner. “Have you learned
anything? he asked,

The sheriff shooh hjs head.

“What you turning all these neigh-
bors out of doors for?" he questioned,

“We don't want people tracking in
and out the house, sheriff, Important
evldence may be destroyed. | propose
examining the slaves first—does that
meet with your approval?”

"Ohb, I've talked with them; they
don't know nothing,” said the sheriff.
“No one don't know nothing."
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"Please Uod, we may yet put our
fingers on some villain who does”
sald the judge.

Outslde it was nolsed about that
Judge Price had taken matters In
hand—he was the old fellow who had
been warned to keep his mouth shut,
and who had never stopped talking
since. A crowd collected beyond the
library windows and feasted its eyes
on the back of this hero's bald head.

One by one the house servants were
ushered Into the judge's presence.
First he Interrogated little Steve, who
had gone to Miss Betty's door that
morning to rouse her, as was his cus-
tom. Next he examined Betty's maid;
then the cook, and varlous house serv.
auts, who had nothing especial to tell,
but told It at conslderable length; and
lastly bilg Steve,

“Stop a bit," the judge suddenly in-
terrupled the butler in the midst of
his narrative. "Does the overseer al-
WaYs come up to the house the Hrst
thing In the morning?

“Why, not exactly, sah, but he come
up this mo'ning, sah. He was talking
to me at the back of the house, when
the women run out with the word that
Missy was done gone away."

“He joined In the search?”

“Y“. “h."

“When was Miss Malroy seen last?"
nskgel the judge.

“She and the young gemman you
fotched heah were seen In the gyar-
den along about sundown, 1 seen them
myself." .

“They had had supper?”

“Yes, sah"

“Who sleeps here?"

“Just little Steve and three of the
women; they sleeps at the back of
the house, snh."

“No sounds were heard during the
night ?*"

“No, sah.”

from the room and the judge dismissed
the servants,

“Well, what do you think, Price?”
asked Mahaffy avxiously when they
were alone.

“Rubbish! ‘Take my word for it,
Bolomon, this blow Is leveled at me.
1 have been too forward in my at-
templs to suppress the carnival of
crime that s raging through west
Tennessee. You'll observe that Miss
Malroy disappeared at & moment
when the public 1s disposed to think
sho has retalned me as her legal ad-
viser; probably she will be set at Iib-
erty when she ngrees to drop the mat-
ter of Norton's murder. As for the
boy, they'll use him to compel my i
lence and Inaction.” The judge took
A long breath, “Yet there remains one
point where the boy is concerned that
completely baffles me. If we knew
Just a lMttle more of his antecedents
it might cause me to make a startiing
and radical move."

Mahaffy was clearly not Impressed
by the vague generalities In which
the judge was dealing.

“There you go, Price, as usual, try-
t Ing to convince yourself that you are
the center of everything!” he sald, In
A tone of much exasperation. “Let's
get down to business! What does this
man Hicks mean by hinoting at sul-
clde? You saw Misa Malroy yester-
day?

“You have put your finger on a
point of some significance,” sald the
judge. *“She bore evidence of the
shock and loss she bad sustained;
aslde from that she was quite-ag she
has always been.”

“Well, what do you want to see
Hicks for? What do you expect to
learn from him?”

“l don't like his insistence on the
idea that Miss Malroy is mentally un-
balanced. [It's a questlon of some

“Hicks Says Miss Mairoy’s Been Acting Queer 8ince Charley Nortan

“I'll see the overseer—what's his
name?—HIcks? BSuppose you go for
him!” sald the judge, addressing the
sheriff.

The sheri® was gone [rpm the room
only a few momeats, and returned
with the Information that Hicks was
down at the bayou, which was to be
dragged,

“Why?" Inquired the judge.

“Hicks says Miss Malroy's been act.
Ing mighty gueer ever gince Charley
Norton was shot—distracted like! He
says he noticed it, and that Tom Ware
noticed it."

“How does be sxplain the boy's dis-
appearance?”

“He reckons she throwed herself in,
and the boy tried to drag her out, ilke
he paturally would, and got dmwed
h "

*“*Humph! I'll trouble Mr, Hicks to
step here,” sald the judge quietly. "

“There’'s Mr. Carriogton and a
couple of strangers outslde who've
been asking about Miss Malroy and
the boy; seems like the strangers
knowed her and him back yonder in
No'th Carolina,” sald the sheriff as he
turned away.

“I'll see them.” The sherif weat
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delicacy~—the law, sir, fully recog-
nizes that. It seems (0 me he Is over-
anxlous to account for her disappear-
ance in a manner that can compro-
mise no one.” _

’

CHAPTER XXIII,

The Judge Finda Allles.

They were Interrupted by the open-
Ing of the door, and bhig Steve admit-
ted Carrington and the two men of
whom the sheriff had spoken.

*A shocking condition of affaire,
Mr, Carrington!” sald the judge by
way of greeting,

“Yes,” sald Carrington shortly,

“You left these parts some time ago,
I belleve?" continued the judge.

“The day before Norton was shot.
I bad started home for Kentucky. |
heard of his death when | reached
Randolph on the second bluff,” ex-
plained Carrington, from whose cheeks
the weather-beaten bloom had faded.
He rested bis hand on the edge of
the desk and turned to the men who
had followed bim into the room. “This
is the gentleman you wish to see,” he
said, and stepped to one of the win-
dows; It overlcoked the terraces

where he had sald good-by to Hetty
scarcely a week before.

The two men had paused by the
door. They now advanced. One was
gaunt and haggard, his face disfigured
by a great red scar; the other was a
shock-headed Individual who moved

with a shambling gait. HBoth carried
rifles and both were dressed in coarse
homespun.

“Morning, sir,” sald the man with
the scar. "Yancy's my name, and
this gentleman ‘lows he'd rather b$
known now as Mr. Cavendish.”

The judge started to his feet.

“Bob Yancy?' he cried.

“Yes, sir, that's me.” The judge
pAssed nimbly around the desk and
shook the Scratch Hiller warmly by
the hand, “Where's my nevvy, sir?—
what's all this about him and Mies
Betty?" Yancy's soft drawl was sod-
denly eager,

“Please God we'll
soon!" said the judge.

By the window Carrington moved
impatiently. No harm could come to
the boy, but Betty—a shudder weni
through him.

“They’'ve stolen him.” Yancy spoke
with convictlion. *“1 reckon they've
started back to No'th Carolina with
him—only that don't explain what's
come of Miss Betty, does It7" and he
dropped rather helplessly into a chair.

“Bob are just getting off a sick bed.
He's been powerful porely In conse-

recover bim

quence of having his head laid open |

and then being throwed into ‘the Elk
river, where | flshed him out,” ex-

plained Cavendish, who still contin- |

ued to regard the judge with unmixed
astonishment, first cocking his shaggy
head on one side and then on the
other, his bleached eyes narrowed to &
slit. Now and them he favored the
austere Mahaffy with a Heeting
glance,. He seemed intultively to’un-

| his raft.
| morning.

derstand the_ comradeship of their

| degradation.

“Mr. Oavendish fetched \me here on
We tied up to the sho’ this
It was there we met Mr,
Carrington—I'd knowed him slightly
back yonder In No'th Carolina,” con-
tinued Yancy. "He said I'd find Hwan-
nibal with you. | was counting a heap
on seelng my nevvy.”

Carrington, no longer able to con-
trol himself, swung about on his heel.

“What's been done?” he asked, with
fierce repression. *What's going to be
done? Don't you know that every
second s preclous?”

“I am about to conciude my Inves
tigations, sir,” said the judge with
dignity.

Carrington stepped to the door.
After all, what was there to expect of
these men? Whatever their Interest,
it wgp plainly centered in the boy. He
passed out into the hall.

As the door closed on him the judge
turned again to the Beratch Hiller.

“Mr. Yancy, Mr. Mahaffy and | hold
your nephew in the tenderest regard;
he has been our constant companion
ever since you were lost to him. In
this crisis you may rely upon us; we
are committed to his recovery, no
matter what it involves.” The judge's
tone was one of u!pllenblo resolu-
tion.

"1 reckon you-all have been mighty
good and kind to him,” sald~Yancy
huskily,

“We have endeavored to be, Mr.
Yancy—indeed | bad formed the reso-
lution legally to adopt him should you
not come to claim him. 1 should have
glven him my name, and made him
my heir. His education has aiready
begun under my supervision,” and the
judge, remembering the high use to
which he had dedicated one of Peg-
loe's trade labels, fairly glowed with
philanthropie fervor. -

“Think of that!” murmured Yancy

softly, He was deeply moved. Bo was
Mr. Cavendish, who was gifted with
‘a wealth of ready sympathy. He
thrust out & hardened hand to the
judge.
. "Bhake!" he sald. “You're a heap
better than you look.” A thin ripple
of laughter escaped Mahafly, but the
Judge accepted Chills and Fevers
proffered hand, He understood that
here was & simple genuine soul.

“Price, len't it lmportant for us to
know why Mr. Yancy thinks the boy
has been taken back to North Caro-
lina?" sald Mahaffy,

“Just what kin 1s Hannibal to you,
Mr. Yancy?"' asked the judge resum-
ing his seat.

“Btrictly speakiug, he ain't none.
That he come to live with me Is all
owing to Mr, Crenshaw, who's a good
man when left to himself, but he's
got a wile, 50 & body may say he never
is left to himself,” began Yancy; and
then briefly he told the story of the
woman and the child much as he had
told It to Bladen at the Barony the
day of General Quintard's funeral.

The judge, his back to the light and
his face in shadow, rested his left el-
bow on the desk and with his chin
sunk In his paim, followed the Beratch
Hiller's narrative with the closest at

tention. .
(TO BR CONTINUED.)

oONGS OF NAPLES

Rich Melodies Are Everywhere
in This City.

in the Varlety Theater Veices Are
Heard That Would Make the
Owners Headliners on the
American Stage.

Naples, Italy.—The songs of Naples!
In these perhaps Is the real art of the
city concentrated; and these are lkely
to prove your most pleasant memory
of the place. You hear the seductive
melodies everywhere—and the volces
that sing them are usually very sweet.
It you would have an evening of song
Bo to La Fenlce, a curious small
“theatre of varletfes,” which consists
of a pit, a tier of boxes In the first
balcony, and a single row of seats in
the gallery. The audience is a nolsy
one, and the women.are beautiful and

gorgeously dressed—perhaps too osten- |

tatlousto sult the Puritanical taste. The
performers, too, are hardly models,
ethically speaking, but vocally they
are marvels, and they give you the
best that Naples has to offer in the
way of native songs. A dozen singers
or so, follow each other in succession,
and nearly every one of them of a
quality that would win the title of a
‘headliner” in America. And there
Are some stunning beauties among
them.

One should not fail, while in Naples,
to visit the National museum; it con-
tains one of the finesat collections of an-
clent bronzes in the world, and some
splendid treasures of Herculaneum and
Pompell; and by all means do not faill
to take In Pompell itself. If the ruins
at Rome are more Impressive for their
grandeur, the Pompeilan “rulns are
likely to prove more absorbingly hu:
man. Here you witness actual evl-
dences of human life, and it you are
possessed of even a modicum of im-
agination the whole thing Is capable
more or less of mental reconstruction.
And as you look down on theexcellent-
Iy paved narrow streets, lmpressed un-
mistakably by ruts of wheels; the nar-
row sldewalks, in good condition and
as good as those at Naples; and as

you examine the walls and Interlors of |

the houses; and ever =0 many evl-
dences of the pleasure-loving character
of the people, you cannot escape re-

flecting upon certaln physical sem-:

blances it has In common with Naples.
If you are a poet you are llkely as not
to write gonnets to the present deso-
lation of the city. If you are a philoso
pher you will perhaps reflect upon the
futility of things, the Inevitable cycles
of time, the eternal recurrences of his-
tory. If you are a moralist with ortho-
fox tendencles—and an ax to grind—
you will think of Bodom, you will think

(= R

Castie dall "Ove, Naples,

of Gomorrah—and then you will think
of Naples. And in the end all three of
you whHl return to Naples and watch
from the embankment of via Carcelolo
the smooth, sapphire-hued waters of
the Mediterranean; in the distance, the
vague outlines of the lovely isle of
Capri—and, above all, the still emok-
ing mount of Vesuvius, all gorgeous in
its sunset ralment of an Indescrible
rose-purple, and below it the squatting
city with {ts hundreds of roofs, re-
sembling for a brief space so many
patches of resplendent rose-gold.

REALLY POOR WITH $480,000

Couple Pennliess Because Blg Fund
Is Tied Up In Trust by
Pittsburgh Bank.

Pittsburgh, Pa~Claiming they own
property worth over $480,000, yet are
penniless, with no income for thelr
own support or to keep their son, who
is & freshman at Princeton university,
‘Thomas MacConnell and his wife have
filed a petition in the common pleas
gourt asking that the BSafe Deposit
and Trust company be compelled to
durnish them with an income. The
MacConnells state they placed the
property in the bands of the trust
company to manage, and churge the
‘trust company 8o manages the prop-
erty that the People's Savings bank,
(which 18 alleged to be closely connect-
ed with the trust company, entered
Judgment against the property and so
tied it up that the plaintiffs are un
able to borrow any money.

Stop Jingling Coines,
Cinclnnatl—Jingling colns and |
changing money in a church will be
stopped by an order of Archbishop
Moeller of southern Ohio. Pew rent
will take the place of contribwtions.

ONLY THING IS TO FIND HER

Every Man Has an Affinity Somewhers
on the Earth, Is a Law of
Nature.

Every man has & best girl walting
for him somewhere in the world. The
moment that he Is born, the catalogue
clerk In Time's great factory assigns
him to a best girl or else puts bim on
the waiting list, ;

There I8 no escaping your best girl.
No matter wihere she may be born ot
how far apart from her you were when
You started, the Inevitable attraction
will work your destiny, and when you
meet you will both know it.

All that is lacking is the material
realization, and inasmuch as all ideas
eventually find thelr way to the sur
face, yours Is bound to come.

Sometimes a man’s best girl s home
ly: sometimes her mouth Is not
cupid's bow, and her features are |

regular; that makes no difference; he °

will love her just the same when he
meets her,

Also, she may be another man's wife,
Buch things have been known.

Here's hoping that it will not hap
pen to you.~Lile,

Result of the Primary.

It bad been a hard day at the polls
The addition of nearly a thousand
woinen’s votes to the poll made ths
counting a prolonged proposition.

“Well, James,"” sald Mrs. Wallleky,
as her husband returned from his
arduous labors as a teller, “how did
the vote go?"

“Nine hundred and two votes for
Bildad, seven hundred and fifty-th
for Slathers, eight recipes for toma
ketchup, four wash lists and a milll
ner's Bill,” sald Wallicky. “It was &
mighty interesting vote."—Judge.

Would If | Could.

Before his wedding Pat confided teo
his priest that he loved his girl so
much that he could eat her.

His marriage had been an eye
opener, and he was Inclined to
grumble at his Jot.

“But, Pat,” sald the priest, “did ye
not say ye loved her enough to eat
her?"

“Yes, yer riv'rince,” answered Pat,
“but the thrubble is I didn't do It."

Enm'l?o cnre?&lﬁr' ﬁﬁ?'%tm of
CASTORIA, a eafe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

Bears the
Signature of
In Use Fer Over 30 Years,

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

A ‘Formal Figure,

“A delegate doesn’t get achance to
take much more than a perfunctory
part in a big convention nowadays.

“No,” replied the prominent citizen:
“Iif he is associated with a successful
candidate he feels-1lke an usher at a
wedding. If he lsn't he feels like an
bonorary pallbearer.”

To remove nicotine from the teeth,
dlsinfect the mouth and purify the
breath after smoking, Paxtine is a
boon to all. At drugglists, 26c & box
or sent postpaid on receipt of price by

.| The Paxton Tollet Co, Boston, Mass.

Can't Afford It.
Hostess—Mr, Mann, you eat roast
beef rare, do you not?
Guest—Yes, rare-and rarely.—Bos-
ton Transcript.

Cole's Carbolisalve
Relleves and cures liching, torturl die
of the skin and mucons mem

|
A superior Plle Cure. 25 and 00 b:
‘ e es sample .m;:."?: 4

dru free sam
'bu“;.&. Bisck River

What Did He Mean?
Geraldine—Can't you read yoiir ap
swer in my face?®”
Gerald—It's plain to be seen.

The Tendency.
She—What's the matter with the
woman's club?
He—It's always hitting the men.

Don’t Kick

about your
stomach

HOSTETTER'S
STOMACHBITTERS

Let it kick out all the disor-
ders, such as Gas Pains, Foul

|
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