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T SYNOPSIS.

The scene Lt tha opaning of tha atory Is
Inld In the brary of an  old worn-out
wouthern piantation, known as the Bar-
ony. The pluce In to be sold, and  Ils
history and that of the ownera, the
?ulmnﬂln ia the mubject of discussion by

onnthan Crenshaw, a business man, &

tranger known as Bladen, and_ Rab
ancy, & farmer, when Hannlbal Wayne
MHazard, a mysterious child of the oln
southern family, makes his appearance

Tancy tells how he adopted the . Na.
thante! Ferris buys the Burony, but the
Quintards deny any khowled of the

g-y. Yancy to kesp Hannibal, Captain
urrell, a friend of the Quintards, ap-
peurs and asks q’l:—uunnl about the Bar-
oty. Trouble at Berateh HI, when Han-
pibal In kldnaped by Cap-
aln Murrell’'s agenl, Yancy overiakes
lount, gives him a thrashing and secures
the boy. Yancy urmn befors Bquire
Bulaam, ond Is discharged with costs for
the plaintifr, Betty Malroy, a friend of
the Ierrises, has an encounter with Cap.
tain Murrell, who forces his attentions on
her, and is rescued by Bruce Carringlon.
'Bertf sots out for ler Tennessce home
Carrington takes the same stage. Yuncy
and Hannlbal disappear, with Murrell on
thelr trall. Hannibal arrives at the home
of Judge Slocum Price. The Judge recog-
nizen In the boy, the grandson of an old
tiine friend, Murrell arrives at Judge's
E.mms. Cavendish family on rafl rescus
uncy, who Is apparently dead. PFrice
brenks Jall, Betty and Carrington arrive
Al Balle Plaln. Haonibal's rifle disclones
some startling things to the judge. Han-
nibal and Hetty meet again, Murrell ar-
rives In Belle Plain. Is playing for big
stakes. Yancy awakes from Iun‘? dream-
lesn sleep on hoard the raft, Judge Price
makes staruing dincoveries In looking up
land titles. Charley Norton, a young
lanter, who nssista the judge, Is mys-
eriously assaulted. Norton informs Car-
rington that Betty nas rrnm!sml to marry
im. Norton is mysteriously shot., More
Ight on Murrell's 'rlu'l‘ Hue pluns upris.
ing of negroes. Judge Price, with Hannl.
bal, vinlts BHetty, and she keeps the how
a8 & companion. In @ stroll Dotty tales

Dave Blount,

with Hannlbal they meot Bess  Hicks,
daughter of the overseer, who warns
ety of danger and counsels her to
leave Helle Plaln at once.  Betty, terrl-

fied, ncts on Hess' adviee, and on thelr
way thelr carringo Is stopped by Blosson
the tavern keeper, and a confederate, nllli
Betty and Hannibol are made prisoners,

he palr are taken to Hicks' cabin, In an
slmost Ineccessible spot, and there Mur-
rell visits Ilellf and reveals his part In
the plot and his object. Betty spurns
his proffered love and the Interview is
ended by the arrival of Ware, terrified
at possible outeome of the erime, Judge
Price, hearing of the nbduction, plans ac-
tlon, The Judge takes charge of the
situntion, and search for the minsing ones
e Instituted, Carrington visits the judge
and allies nre discovered, Judge Price
visits Colonel Fentress, where he meets
Yuney and Cavendish. Becoming envaged,
Price dashes n glass of whisky Into the
wolonel's face and a duel ia nreanged, Mur-

il Is arrested for negro stealing and his
ubble bursts. The Judge and Mahafty
rincuss _the ecoming duel.  Carringlon

akea Wrantic search for Betty and the

)

‘ CHAPTER XXViil.—(Continued.)

“What have we between here and
the river?” Inquired the latter. It was
best, he felt, not to give Blosson an
opportunity to ask questions.

“It narrows conelderably, pardner,
but it's a straight course,” sald Slos-
son. “Diack In yonder, ailn't It?" he
added, nodding nheand,

The shores drew rapldly together;
They were leaving the lake-llke ex-
panse behind. In the sllence, above
the rustling of the trees, Carrington
heard the first fret of the river against

4ts bank. BSlosson yawned prodigious-

iy,

“l reckon you ain't needing me?"
he sald.

“Hetter go up In the bow and get
some sleep,” advised Carrington, and
Blosson, nothing loath, clambered
down from the root of the cabin and
stumbled forward.

The ceaseless murmur of the rush.
ing watera grew in the stiliness as
the keel boat drew nearer the hurry-
ing yellow flood, and the beat of the

Kentucklan's pulse quickened. Would |

he find the raft there? He glanced
back over the way they had come.
The dark ranks of the forest walled
off the clearing, but across the water
a dim point of light was visible, He
fixed its position as somewhere near
the head of the bayou., Apparently it
was o lantern, but as he looked a
rnddy glow crept up azainst the sky-
line.

From the bow Bunker had been ob-
gerviug this singular phenomenon.
Buddenly he bent and roused BSlos-
son, who had fallen asleep. Tho tav-
ern-keeper sprang to his feet and
Bunker pointed without speaking.

“Mebby you can tell me what that
light back yonder means?” cried Blos-
son, addressing bimself to Carring-
ton; as he spoke he snatched up his
rifle. 4

“That's what I'm tryilng to make
out,” answered Carrington,

“Hell!" crled Slosson, and tossed
his gun to his shoulder,

What seemed to be a breath of
wind lifted a stray lock of Carring:
ton's hair, but his plstol answered
Blosson In the same gecond. He fired
at the huddle of iuen in the bow of
the hoat and one of them pitched for-
ward with bls arms outspread.

“Keep back, you!" he sald,
dropped off the cabin roof,

His promptness had bred a momen.
tary panie, then Blosson’'s bull-like
volce began to roar commandg; but in
that brief Instant of surprise and
shock Carrington had found and with
drawn the wooden peg that fastened
the cabin door. He had scarcely done
this when Slosson came tramping aft
supported by the three men.

Calling to Betty and Hannibal to es-
ecipe In the skiff which was towing
nstern the Kentuckian rushed towara
the bow, At hls back he heard the

and
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pushed open by Hetty nnd the boy,
and again he called to them to escape
by the skiff, The fret of the current
had grown steadily and from beneath
the wide-flung branches of the trees
which liere met nbove his head, Car-
rington caught sight of the star-
specked arch of the heavens beyond.
Thoy were Issulng from the bayou.
He felt the river snatch at the keel
boat, the buffeting of some swift eddy,
and saw the blunt bow swing off to
the soiith as they were plunged into
the blnck shore shadows,

But what he did not see was a big
muscular hand which had thrust itselr
out of the Impenetrable gloom and
clutched the slde of the keel boat. Co-
incident with this there arose a per-
fect babel of volces, high.pitched and
shrill.

“8ho'—1 bet it's him! Sho'—it's Un.
cle Boh's nevvy! 8ho', you can hear
‘em! 8ho', they're chootin' guns!
shou!‘p

Carrington cast a hurried glance in
the direction of these sounds. There
between the boat and the shore the
dim outline of a raft was taking shape,
It was now canopied by a weaith of
pale gray smoke that faded from be-
fore his eyes as the darkness Ifted.
The light increased. From the fiat
stone hearth of the raft ascended a
tall column of flame which rendered
visible six plgmy figures, tow-headed
and wonderfully voeal, who were toll-
ing like mad at the huge sweeps. The
light showed more than this. It
showed n lady of plump and pleasing
presence smoking a cob-pipe while ghe
fed the fire from a tick stuffed with
straw, [t showed two bark shanties,
A line between them decorated with
the never-ending Cavendish wash. It
showed a rooster perched on the
ridge-pole of one of these shantles in
the very act of crowing Iustily.
Hannibal, who had climbed to the
rool of the cabin, shrieked for belp,
and Hetty ndded her volce to his.

“All right, Nevvy!" came the cheer
ful reply, as Yancy threw himself
over the side of the boat and grap-
pled with Slosson.

“Uncle Bob! Uncle Bob!"
Hannibal.

Slosson uttered a cry of terror. He
had a simple but sincere faith in the
supernatural, and even with the
Scratch Hiller's big hands gripping
his throat, he could not rid himself of
the belliel that this was the ghost of
2 murdered man. !

“You'll take a dog's licking from
me, neighbor,” sald Yancy grimly. *I
been saving it fo' you!"

Meanwhlle Mr. Cavendish, whose
proud epirit never greiatly inclined
him to the practice of peace, had pre
pared for battle. Springing aloft he
knocked his heels together,

“Whoop! I'm a man as can slide
down a thorny locust and never get
scratched!” he shouted. This was
equivalent to setting hils triggers;
then he lannched himself nimbly and
with enthusiasm Into the thick of the
fight. It was Mr. Bunker's unfortu-

cried

>
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door creak on its hinges as it was

He Launched Himself Nimbly and With Enthusiasm inta the Fight.

nate privilege to sustain the onslaught
of the Earl of Lambeth.

The Ilight from the Cavendish
hearth continued to brighten the
ecene, for Polly was recklesgly sac.
riflcing her Lest straw tick. Indeed
her behavior was In every way worthy
of the noble alliance she had formed.
Her cob-pipe was not suffered to go
out and with Connie’s help she kept
the six small Cavendishes from risk-
ing life and llmb In the keel boat, to
ward which they were powerfully
drawn. Desplte these activities she
found time 1o call to Betty and Han-
nibal on the cabin roof.

“Jump down here: that aln't no fit-
tin' place for you-all to stop In with
them gentlemen fightin'!”

An Instant later Betty and Hanni-
bal #tcod on the raft with the little
Cavendighes flocking about them. Mr.
Yancy's quest of his nevvy had taken
an enduring hold on thelr imagina-
tion. For weeks It Had constituted
thelr one vital tople, and. the Hght be-
came merely a satisfying background
for this interesting restoration,

“Sho’, they'd got him! Sho'—he
wa'n’t no bigger than Richard! Sho'!”

“Oh!" ecrled Betty, with a fearful
glance toward the keel boat. “Can't
you etop them?”

“What fo'? asked Polly, opening
her black eyes very wide. “Bless yo'
tender heart!—you don’t need to wor-
ry none, we got them strange gentle-
men licked like they was.a passel of
children! Connie, you-all mind that
fire!™

She accurately judged the outcome
of the fight. The boat was Iittle bet-
ter than a shambles with the havoc
thzt had been wrought there when
Yancy and Carrington dropped over
Its side to the raft. Cavendish fol-
lowed them, whooping his triumph as
he came.

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Raft Again,

Yancy and Cavendish threw them-

gelves on the sweeps and worked the
raft cleur of the keel boat, then the
turbulent current selzed the smaller
craft and whirled it away (nto the
night; as ita black bulk receded from
before his eyes the Earl of Lambeth
spoke with the volce of authority and
experience,

“It was a good fight and them fel-
lowe done well, but not near well
enough.,” A conclusion that could
not be gainsald. He added, "No one
ain’t hurt but them that had ought to
have got hurt. Mr. Yancy's all right,
and wso's Mr. Carrington—who's
mighty welcome here.”

“Mr. Carrington's kin to me, Pol-
ly,” explained Yancy to Mrs. Caven-
dish. His volce was far from steady.
for Hannibal had been gathered into
his arme and had all but wrecked the
stole enlm with which the Seratch
Hiller was seeking to guard his emo-
tions.

Polly smiled and dimpled at the
Kentuckian. Trained to a romantic

[~ "=

point of view she had a frank liking
for handsome,.stalwart men. Caven-
dish was neither, but none knew bet-
ter than Polly that where he was most
lacking in appearance he was richest
in substance. He carried scars hon-
orably earned in those differences he
had been prone to cultivate with less
generous natures; for his schemae of
life did not embrace the millennium,

“Thank God, you got here when
you did!™ sald Carrington.

“We wag some pushed fo' time, but
we done It," responded the earl mod-
estly. He added, “What now?—do wo
make a landing?"”

“No—unless It Interferes with your
plans not to. | want to get around
the next bend before we tie up. Later
we'll all go back. Can I count om
you?"

“You shorely can. | consider this
here as soclable a neighborhood as 1
ever struck. It plenses me well.
Folks are up and doing hereabout.”

Carrington looked eagerly around in
search of Betty. She was sitting on
an upturned tub, a pathetic enough
figure as she drooped against the wall
of one of the shantlies with all her
courage quite gone from her. He
made his way quickly to her side.

“La!" whispered Polly in Chills and
Fever's ear. “If that pore young thing
yonder keeps a widow it won't be be-
cauge of any encouragement she gets
from Mr, Carrington. If | ever seen
marriage in a man’s eye 1 seen it In
his this minute!"

“Bruce!™ eried Betty, starting up as
Carrington approached. *“Oh, Bruce,
I am =0 glad you have come-—you are
not hurt?' She accepted his presence
without question.

“We are none of us hurt, Betty,"” he
sald gently, as he took her hand.

He saw that the suffering she had
undergone during the preceding
twenty-four hours had left Its record
on her tired face and In her heavy
eyen. She retained a shuddering con-
aclousness of the unchecked savagery
of those last moments on the Kkeel
boat; she was still hearing the oaths
of the men as they struggled together,
the sound of blows, and the dreadful
sllences that had followed them, Bhe
turned from him, and there came u:o|
rellef of tears,

“There, Betty, the danger 18 cver
now and you were so brave while It
insted. | can’t bear to have you cry!”

“I was wild with fear—all that time
on the boat, Bruce—" she faltered be- |
tween her sobs. "l dldn’'t know but
they would find you out. I could only

wialt and hope—and pray!"

“1 was In no danger, dear. Didn’t
the girl tell you | was to take the |
place of a man Slosson was vaxpet:t-J
ing? He mnever doubted that | was!
that man until a light—a signal it/
must have been—on the shore at the
head of the bayou betrayed me." |

"Where are we going now, Bruce? |
Not the way they went—" and Hetty
glanced out into the black vold where
the keel hoat had merged iInto the
gloom.

“No, no—but we can't get the raft|
back up-stream against the current,
80 the best thing 18 to land at the
Bates' plantation below here; then as
BOON A8 you are able we can return to
Belle Plain,” sald Carrington.

There was an interval broken only
by the occaslonal sweep of the great
steering oar .as Cavendish coaxed the
raft out toward the channel. The
thought of Charley Norton's murder
rested on Carrington Ilke a pall
Scarcely a week had elapsed since he
quitted Thicket Point, and in that
weelt the hand of death had dealt
with them Iimpartially, and to what
ond? Then the miles he had traversed
In his hopeless Journey up-river trans-
lated themselves into a division ot
time as well as sgpace. They were
Just as much further removed from
the past with its blight of tragic ter-
ror. He turned and glanced at Betty.
He saw that her eyes held thelr steady
look of wistful pity that was for the
dead man; yet in spite of this, and in
spite of the bounds beyond which he
would not let his imagination carry
him, the future, enriched with sudden
promise, unfolded Itgelf, The deep
senge of recovered hope stirred with-
in him. He knew there must come a
day when he would dare to speak of
his love, and she would Hsten,

“It's best we should land at Bates’
place—we can get teams there,” he
went on to explain.  “And, Betty,
wherever we go we'll go together,
dear, Cavendish doesn't look as if he
bad any very urgent business of his
own, and 1 reckon the same is true
of Yancy, so 1 am golng to keep them
with us. There are some points to be
cleared up when we reach Belle Plain
-—gome Yolks who'll have a lot to ex-
plain or else quit this part of the
state! And I Intend to see that you
are not left alone until—until 1 bave
the right to take care ol you for good
and all—that's what you want me to
do one of these days, isn’t it, dar-
Hing?" and his eyes, glowing and in-
finitely tender, dwelt on her upturned
face.

From New England Women

Prove that Lydia E. Pinkham's V

ble Come

pound Does Restore the Health of Ailing Women.

Boston, Mass.—*' wmu:mlmr throngh the Chan

me for weeks), an
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound
the following Baturday morning the heme

from hemorr & (some s lastin
check them. began takin
(tablet form) on Tuesday, an

of Life and suffered
could get nothing to

orrhages stopped. I have taken them regularly ever since and am steadily

galning.
" I certalnly think that e
Enr Compound Tablets & fal
EO!

one who is troubled as I was should give
ful trial, and they will find relief’
BGE JUBY, 803 Fifth Btreet, Bouth Bos

ton, Masa,

Letter from Mrs. Julia King, Pheenix, R.L

Phanl
old until

was not able to do my housework,

R.I.=*I worked steady in the mill from the time 1 was 13 years
il I had been married a year, and I think that caused my
ings. _ had sorenecss in my side near my left hi
back, and sometimes I would have to lie in

feel-
that went around to
for two or three days.

% Lydia E Pinkham's Vegetable Compound has helped me wonderfully in

every way,

viiA Kina, Box 282, Phoenix,

You may use my letter for the good of others.
lod to do nnﬁjninw within my Efer to

I am only too
your medicine."=Mrs.

Letter from Mrs. Etta Donovan,Willimantic, Conn.

Willimantie, Conn.=** For five years I suffered untold agony from femals
troubles causing backache, irregularities, dizziness, and nervous prostra-
tion. It was impossible for me to walk up stairs without stopping on the
way, I was all run down In every way.

I tried three doctors and each told me something dlﬂauﬂt; I recelved

no benefit from

of them but seemed to suffer more.

1ast doctor

said it was no use for me to take ""5?"'1! a8 nothing would restore me to
a

health in. 8o I began taking
to see what it would do, and by tak
other treatment you advised, I

Pinkham's Ve,

table Compound
seven bottles of

e Compouund and

am restored to my natural health."—Mra,

ErrA DoNovax, 762 Main Street, Willimantie, Conn.

Letter from Mrs. Winfield Dana, Augusta, Me.

Me~"Lydia E. Pinl:hmn‘is Vle*eubla Compound has cured the
ain

Augusta,
backache, headache, and the bad p

ad in my right side, and I am

perfectly well."—Mra. WinrmELd Daxa, R.F.D. No. 2, Augusta, Me.
Letter from Mrs, J. A. Thompson, Newport, Vt.

Newl:n't. Vt—*"I thank you for the
Vegetable Compound has done me. I too

at benefit Lydia E. Pinkham's
eight bottles and It did wondera

for me, as I was a nervous wreck when I began taking it. 1ashall always

speak a good word for It to
Xr:vrpoﬂ. Center, Vermont. i

friends.”—Mra, Joun

TaoursoxN, lox 3,

Letter from Miss Grace Dodds, Bethlchem, N.H.

Bethlchem, N.H.—** By working very hard, sweeping carpets, washing,
froning, 1i{ ;:g heavy bl’ﬂmtl of glothre’l. eto., 1 gotptugmn down. I was

sick In bed every month,
“ This last Sprin

my mother
pound for me, and m%y I feel m

not have the paing that I did, and do not have to go to bed.
'1’;: the Compound is doing for me."==Miss GrAaciz B. Dobbs,

my friends w
Box 133, Bethlehem, N.H,

For 80
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male No one sick with

our letter will be o

ars Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetahblo
has been the standard remedy for fe=-
woman’s allments
does justice to herself who will not try this fa-
mous medicine, made from roots and t
has restored somany suffering women to health.

Write toLYDIA E. PINKHAM MEDICINE CO.

CONFIDENTIAL) LYNN, MANS,, for advice,

by & woman and held in strict conf

Lydia B Pinkham's Vegetable Com-

I am regular and do

another girl
will tell all

herbs, |

and answ
idence.

A VARIATION.

“Your husband frequently misses
his dinnér.”

“Yes. Whenever there iz a ball
game in town he devotes himself to
finding fault with the umpire Instead
of with the cook.”

Best Books for Chlildren.

Eugene Fleld, asked for the best
ten books for young people under six-
teen years of age, Is sald to have
given this list;; “Pligrim’s Progress,”
“Robinson Crusce,” Andersen's Falry
Tales, Grimm's Fairy Tales, "Scottish
Chiefs,” "Black Beauty,” “The Ara.
bian Nights,” “Swiss Family Robin-
son,” “Little Lord Fauntleroy,” “Tom
Brown's School Days,” for boys, or
for girls, “Little Women."

Instead of liquid antiseptics, tablets
and peroxide, for tollet and medicinal
uses, many people prefer Paxtine,
“which is cheaper and better, At drug.
gists, 20c a box or sent postpald on re
celpt of price by The Paxton Tollet
Co., Boston, Mass.

Flllal,
“] thought your father looked
handsome with his gray hairs."
“Yen, dear old chap. 1 gave
those."—London Opinion,

very

him

The czar of Russia has 102 vast pal-
pces, employing a staff of 32,000 serv-
ants, with an annual payroll of $4,
000,000,

l
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The Love in Fiction and Life,

A perlodical devoted to the drama
pleads for plays based on some emo-
tion other than love. ‘The difficulty in
producing such plays is that every
play must have a hero, and Iin mak-
ing a hero, the playwright, as well as
his audience, almost inevitably ndopts
the view expressed 2,000 years ago by
a scribbler of the dead walls of Pom-
peil: “He who has never loved a
woman is not a gentleman.”

Cuba Market for Canada Stone.
Cuba imports most of its stone [rom
Canada,

YOU CAN CURRE CATARRH
Ny using Cole's Carbolisalve, It fs a most
effective remedy. All drugeists, 256 and Loe.

Ancient Idea of Dancing.
Dancing wag originally a-means of
expressing religlous feeling.

Mrs. Winslow's Boothing Syrup for Children
teething, softens the guma, reduces inAnmma
tiow, sliags pain, cures wind colle, 53¢ & boltle

A baseball player may be sluggish
without being a slugger,

Constipation
ishes Forever
Prompt Relief—Permanent

improvm complexion, brighten the eyes,
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

FOR BACKACHE,
KIDNEYS anp BLADDER

RHEUMATISM

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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