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SYNOPSI&

The scene &l tha opening of tha atory s
Iaid In the library of an old worn-oul

Lk sotthern plantation, Known us the Har-
. ony. The place ia e br sold, and 1ts
history and that of the owners, the

ulntards, In the subject of c!m-unqiun by
onathan Crenshaw, & business mnn.n n
}‘"hlvr known as Rladen, and Hob
& farmer, when Hannlbal Wayne
Haszard, & mystorious child of the old
southern fumlly, miakes lils appearance,
Yancy tells how he adopted the boy. Na-
thaniel Ferris buys the HBarony, but the
Quintards deny any knowledge of the
Hr. ancy (0 kecp Hannibal. Captain
urrell, & friend of the Quintards, Ap-
pears and naks questions nhout the Bar-
ony, Trouble at Beratch Hill, when Han-
nibal Is kidnaped by Dove Blount, Cap-
taln Murrell's agent, Yancy overiakes
Biount, gives him a thrashing and secures
the boy. Yancy appoars before Bquire
m, and s discharged with costs for

the plaintiff. Betty Malroy, & rricml‘ of
rrisea, has an encounter with Cap-

taln Murrell, who forces his attentions on
f her, and Is rescusd by Hruce Carrington
f . Betly selas oul for hor Tenncasee home.
ngton takes the same stage. Yancy

and Hannlbal disappear, with Murrell on
thelr trall, Hannibal arrives ot the home
Judge Blocum Price. The Judge recog-
nizes in the boy, the grandson of an old
time friend. urrell arrives at Judge's
home, Cavendish family on raft resiue
Yancy, who ia apparently dead. Price
breaks jall, Hetly and Carrington arrive
at Helle Plain, Hannibal's ritle discloson
some mtartling things to the judgs, Han-
nibal and Hetly meet again. Murrell ar-
rives In Bella Pluin, In playing for big
mI"l. Yuncy awakes from long dream-
] on rd the raft. Judge Price

ea stariling discoveries In looking up

nd titles. Charles Norton, a young
nter, who asaisla the judge, Is mys-

y assaulted. Norton Informs Car.
rington that Belly has promised to marry

fm. Norton is mysteriously shot, Mors
Eﬁl on Murrell's plot. He plana upri

of negroes. Judge Price, with Hannl-
visits Betty, and she keeps the boy
as & companion. In & stroll Hetty takes
with Hannibal they meet Heas Hicks,
daughter of the overseer, who Warna
ty o; r and counsels her to
ve Belle Plain at once. Belty, terri-
acts on Hess' mdvice, and on their
way their carriage It stopped by Sloaso
he tavern keeper, and a confederate, an
and Hannibal are made prisoners,
e palr are taken to Hicks' cabin, in an
almost Inaccessible spot, and there Mur-
rell visits Bul‘l.nnd reveals his part In
plot_ and bject, Betty spurns
proffered lov

:nd the Interview Is
ended bg'.un n
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arrival of Ware, terrified
wtm. of the crime, Judge
x of the abduction. plans ac-
The Judge takes char of the
e &80 S neton Vit the s
net
and al are'_discoveresd. R ce
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CHAPTER XXXI.~(Continued.)
‘At last he decided to go back to
« the judge; and a moment later was
hurrying down the lane in the direc
tion of the highroad, but, jaded as he
was by the effort he had already put
for that day, the walk to Raleigh
made tremendous demands on him,
and it was midnight when he entered
the littie town.
3 It cannot be sald that he was alto-
. gether surprised when be found their
" cotiage dark and apparently desert-
ed. He had halt expected this. Kn-
tering, and mot stopping to secure &
oandle, he groped his way upstairs to
¢ the room on the second floor which
he and the judge shared.
e “price!” he oalled, but this gained
' bim no response, and he cursed soft-
ly under his breath.

He hastily descended to the kitch-
en, lighted a candle, and stepped Into
the adjoining room. On the table was

5 & neat pile of papers, and topping the
pile waa the president's letter. He
. ing burdened by no false scruples,

‘- and thinking it might afford some
% clue to the judge's whereabouts, Ma-

& hafty took it up and read it. Having
E mastered Its contents he (Instantly
glanced in the direction of the City
Tavern, but it was wrapped in dark-
neas.

“Price is drunk somowhere,” was
Bis definite conclusion. “But he'll be
st Boggs' the first thing In the morn-
likely so far gone he can

bhardly stand!”™
The letter, with its striking news,
made little or no impression on him
fust then: It merely furnished the
¢lue he h-d sought. The judge was
off somewhers marketing his pros-

After a time Mahafly went up-
stairs, and, without removing his
elothes, threw himself on the bed. He
was worn down to the point of ex-
haustion, yet he could not sleep,
though the deep sllence warned bhim
that day was not f(ar off. What i—

i but he would not let the thought
b shape itsell In his mind. He had wit-
. nessed the judge’s skill with the pls-
tol, and he had even a certaln irra-
b tional faith In that gentleman's des-
tiny. He prayad God that Fentress
might die quickly and decently with
the judge's bullet through his brain.
Over and over in savage supplieation
! he muttered his prayer that Fentress
might dle.

Mahaffy watched for the coming of
the dawn, but before the darkness
Hfted he had risen from the bed and

. gone downstairs, where he made hin-
self n cup c! wretched coffee I'hen
: he blew out hia candle and watched
s the gray light gpread. He was im-
patient now to be off, and fully an
9 hour hefare the sun, set out flor
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The Pistol 8lipped From His Fingers.

Bogge', & tall, gaunt figure in the
shadowy uncertainty of that October
morning. He was the firat to reach
the place of meeting, but he had
scarcely entered the meadow when
Fentress rode up, attended by Tom
Ware. They dismounted, and the
colonel lifted his hat. Mahafly bare-
Iy acknowledged the salute; he was
in no mood for courtesies that meant
nothing. Ware was clearly of the
same mind.

There was an awkward pause, then
Fentress and Ware spoke together in
A low tone. The planter's apeech was
broken and hoarse, and his heavy,
blood-shot eyes were the eyes of a
haunted man; this was all a part of
Fentress' scheme to face the world,
and Ware still belleved that the fires
Hicks had kindled had served his des-
perate need.

When the first long shadows stole
out from the edge of the woods Ken-
tress turned to Mahafly, whose glance
was directed toward the distant cor-
ner of the fleld, where he knew his
friend must first appear.

“Why are we walting, sir?" he de-
manded, his tone cold and formal.

“SBomething has occurred to detaln
Price,” answered Mahafly.

The colonel and Ware exchanged
looks. Again they spoke together,
while Mahafly watched the road. Ten
minutes slipped by In this manner,
and once more Fentress addressed
Mahafty,

“Do you know what could have de-
tained him?" he Inquired, the ghost
of a smile curling his thin lips.

“] don't,” sald Mahafly, and relapsed
into & moody and anxious sllence. He
beld dueling In very proper abhor-
rence, and only his feeling of Intense
but never-declared loyalty to his
friend had brought him there.

Another Interval of waiting suc-
ceeded.

*l have sbout reached the end ot
my patlence; | shall wait just ten
minutes longer,” sald Fentress, and
drew out his watch,

“Something has happened—" began
Mahufly.

“l have kept my engngement; he
should have kept his,” Fentress con
tinued, addressing Ware. *“1 am sor-
ry to have brought you here for noth-
Ing, Tom "

“Wait!" gald Mahafty, planting him-
self gquarely before Fentress,

*l congider this comlec episode at
an end,” and Fentress pocketed his
watch.

“Scarcely!” rejoined Mahafly, His
long arm s#hot out and the open palm
of hig bhand descended on the col
onel's face. “1 am here for my
friend,” he suld grimly.

The colonel's lace paled and col-
ored by turnms.

“Have you a weapon?' he asked,
when he could command his volce.
‘Mahaffy exhibited the plstol he had
carried to Belle Plain the day be-
fore.

“Step off the ground, Tom.” Fen:
tress spoke quiet'y. When Ware had
done as requested, the colonel spoke

again. “You are my witness that 1

was the victim of an unprovoked at-
tack.”

Mr. Ware accepted this statemenf?
with equanimity, not to say Indiffer
ence.

“Are you ready?' he asked; he
glanced at Mahaffy, who by a slight
inclination of the head signitied that
he was. "l reckon you're & green
band at this sort of thing?" comment-
ed Tom evlilly.

“Yes,” sald Mahaffy tersely.

“Well, listen: 1 shall count, one,
two, three; at the word three you will
fire. Now take your positions.”

Mabaffy and the colonel stood Iac-
ing euch other, n distance of twelve
paces separating them. Mahaftly was
pale but dogged; he eyed FKFentress
unfithchingly. Quick on the word Fen-
tress fired, an instant later Mahaffy's
pistol exploded; apparently neitner
bullet had taken effect, the two men
maintained the,rigld attitude they had
assumed; then Mahaffy was seen to
turn on his heels, next his arm drop-
ped to his side and the plstol slipped
from his fingers, a look of astonish-
ment passed over his face and left it
vacant and staring while hils right
hand stole up toward his heart; he
ralsed it slowly, with difficulty, as
though It were held down by some in-
visible welght,

A bush spread across the Held. It
was llke one of nature’'s Invisible
transitions. Along the edge of the
woods the song of birds was stricken
into sllence. Ware, heavy-eyed—Fen-
tress, his lips twisted by a tortured
smile, watched MahafTy as he panted
for breath, with his hand clenched
agalnst his breast. That dead, oppres-
vlve sllence lasted but a moment;
from out of it came & cry that smote
on the wounded man's ears and
reached his consclousness,

“It's Price—" he gasped, his words
bathed in blood, and he pitched for-
ward on his lace,

Ware and Fentress had heard the
cry, too, and running to their horses
threw themselves into the saddle and
galloped off. The Judge midway of
the meadow roared out a furlous pro-
test, but the mounted men turned (n-
to the highroad und vanished Irom
sight, and the Judge's shaking legs
bore him swittly in the direction of
the gaunt figure on the ground.

Mahaffy struggiled to rise, for he
wag hearing his friend’'s volce now,
the volce of utter anguish, calling his
name At last painful effort brought
him to his knees. He saw the judge,
clothed principally In a gally colored
bed-quiit, batless and shoeless, bhis
face sodden and Dbleary from his
night's debauch. Mahaffy stood erect
and staggered toward him, his hand
over his wound, his features drawn
and livid, then with & cry be dropped
at his friend’'s feet.

“Solomon! Solomon!"
Judge knelt beside him,

“It's all right, Price; 1 kept your
appointment,” whispered Mabhafly; a
bloody spume was gathering on his
iips, and he stared up at his Iriend
with glassy eyes,

In very shame the judge hid his

And the

!atco in his hands, while sobs shook
him,

"“Solomon—8olomon, why did you
do this?" he cried miserably. '

The harsh lines on the dying man's
lace erased themselves,

“You're the only Iriend I've known
in twenty years of loneliness, Price.
I've loved you Illke a brother,” he
panted, with a pause between each
word.

Again the judge burled hia face In
his hands,

“I know It, Solomon—I knmow it!"
he moaned wretchedly.

“Price, you are still a man to be
reckoned with, There's the boy; take
yaur place for his sake and keep It—
you ¢an,”

“I will—by Qod, 1 will!" gasped the
Judge.
Solomon? By God's good help, I willl”

“You have the president's letter—
I saw it—" gald Mabaffy in a whisper.

“Yes!" erled the judge. ‘“Solomon,
the world 1s changiuvg Tor us!"

“For me most of all,” murmured
Mahaffy, and there was & bleak In-
gtant when the judge's mshen counte-
nance held the full pathos of age and
fallure. “Remember your oath, Price,”
gaeped the dylng man. A mowment of
sllence succeeded. Mahafly's eyes
closed, then the heavy lide slld back.
He looked up at the judge while the
harsh lines of his sour old face soft-
ened wonderfully, "Kiss me, Price,”
he whispered, and as the judge bent
to touch him on the brow, the soft-
ened lines fixed themselves in death,
while on his lips lingered a smile that
was nelither bitter nor eneering.

CHAPTER XXXII.
The Judge's Grandson.

In that bare upper room they had
shared, the judge, crushed and bro-
ken, watched beside the bed on which
the dead man lay; uaconscious of the
flight of time he sat with his head
bowed in his hands, having scarcely
altered his position since he begged
those who carried Mahafly up the
narrow stairs to leave him slone with
his [riend.

He was living over the past. He
recalled his first meeting with Ma-
haffy In the stuffy cabin of the small
river packet from which they had
later gone ashore at Pleasantville; he
thanked God that it had been given
him to see beneath Solomon’s forbid-
ding exterior and into that starved
heart! He reviewed each phase of
the almost insensible growth of thelr
intimacy; he remembered Mahafly's
fine true loyalty at the time of his ar-
rest—he thought of Damon ana
Pythias—Mahaffly had reached the
helghts of & sublime devotion; he
could only feel ennobled that he had
inspired &.

At last the dusk of twilight in-
vaded the room. He lighted the can-
dles on the chimneyplece, then he re-
sumed his seat and his former attl-
tude. Suddenly he became aware of
a small hand that was resting on his
arm and glanced up; Hannibal had
stolen quietly into the room. The
boy pointed to the still igure on the
bed.
“*Judge, what makes Mr. Mahafly lle
s0 quiet—is he dead?" be asked In a
whisper,

“Yesa, dear lad,” began the judge In
s shaking volce, as he drew Hannibal
toward him, “your friend and mine I8
dead—we have lost him.” He liited
the boy into kis lap, and Hannibal
pressed a tear-stalned face against
the judge's shoulder. “How did you
get here?’ the judge questioned gent
ly

*“Uncle Bob fetched me,” sald Han-
nibal. *“He's down-etairs, but he
didn't tell me Mr. Mahafly was dead.”

“We have sustained a great loss,
Hannibal, and we must never forget
the moral grandeur of the man. Some
day, when you are older, and | can
bring myselt to speak of It, 1 will tell
you of his last moments.," The judge's
voice broke, a thick sob rose choking-
Iy in his throat. “Poor Solgmon! A
man of such tender feeling that he hid
it from the world, for hig was A rare
nature which only revealed itself to
the chorfen few he honored with his
love.” The judge lapsed into a mo-
mentary brooding sllence, In which
his great arms drew the boy closer
pgalnet his heart. “Dear lad, since |
left you at Belle Plain a very aston-
ishing knowledge hns come to me.
It was the Hond of Providence—| see
it now—that first brought us togeth-
er. You must not call me judge any
more; | am your grandfather—your
mother wns my daughter.”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Oress for an Earthquake.

An old lady was staying at a hotel
at Nice at the time of the earthquake
“My dear,"” she was wont to say, *)
was simlpy tumbled out of bed and
the ceiling cracked, 1 threw on a fu
cloak and unconsciously pulled en one
long black suede glove, and when |
got down to the hall and found all
the other guests—my deur, | wus the
best dressed womaa therel"™

“You hear me? You hear me,

FROM ONE SYCAMORE LOG

Remarkabls Piece of Carving That le
the Work of Clever Missourl
Citizen,

Kansas Clty.—The masslve plece of
wood carving shown here 18 the work
of N. E. Galloway of Bpringfeld, Mo.,
and {8 carved from one solld piece of
wood-—a sycamore log,

Galloway served as a soldler in the
Philippines and while there gaw the
strange creatures represented in the
| earving—snakes, lizards, owls and so
| forth, He remembered what they look-

ed like, although he had no plctures of
| them, and some months ago hie started
to work on the plece of work.

The strange carving 18 6 feet 4 Inch-
!les tall, and the eircumference of the
log Is 7 feet 10 inches. All the tools

Expert Carving.

used in the work Galloway made him
self. The “bark,” as well as the ani-
mals, Is hand carved. Mr. Galloway
devoted four hundred working hours
to the production of this curious bit
of sculpture—forty days, working ten
hours a day. The sculpture has been
on exhibition at the corner of Ninth
street and Baltimore avenue.~Kansas
City Btar. '

DOING AWAY WITH TRAMPS

English Authorities Think They Have
Found a Way to Cope With a
Presant Evil.

London.~The tramp problem in the
British Isles is in a fair way toward
solutlon. The “way ticket” method
of dealing wtlh vagrancy is accom-
plishing a revolution. The lateat re-
ports on the working of the system
indicate that within & very few years
the ranks of the ragged mendicants
on the highways of the United King-
dom will be reduced almost to van-
ishing point,

The object of the “way tlcket” is
to give a better chance to the unems-
ployed who really want work, and to
make the way of the professional
tramp as hard as possible. The man
who wants to work but is compelled
to take to the road is taken into the
poorhouse at night and released next
morning Instead of suffering the usual
period of detentlon. When leaving he
Is given a ticket which entitles him
to a certain allowance of bread and
cheese along the d he Intends to
take. He is also put in touch with
the local labor exchanges and every-
thing possible is done for him if he
shows a genuine desire to obtain

work.
On the other hand, the habitual
tramp obtains short shrift. After

spending the night at the poorhouse
he suffers the usual period of deten-
tion and gets the allotted task. Fin-
ally he is given the “way ticket,” so
that he has no excuse for begging.
Very soon the poorhouse masters be-
gin to look askance at the man who
peraistently presents the ticket, and
his journey from village to village and
from poorhouse to poorhouse in the
counties where the system prevails Is
not made any too smooth, The
tramp finally seeks a county where
this method does not prevall, so
these sanctuaries arg beginning to
adopt the system as self-defense,

The system only becomes success-
ful when the householders co-operate,
Circulars are Isswpd Instructing them:
that since all vagrants have access
to the bread tickets there I8 no ex-
cuse for giving food to beggars, and
the tramps who neglect to provide
themselves with the tickets are be-
ginning to learn that the ecirculars
kave not fallen on barren soll.

Pin Causes Death.
Loulsville, Ky~—~A pin, swallowed
when he was a baby, which lodged in
his vermiform appendix years after,
caused the death of Murray Blunk, a
oung reporter. In his last hours
lunk, delirious, called for a type-
ter. “I want to write the story of
imy death for my paper,” he cried to
the nurses

Ways to Cook Potatoss.
Boston.—Mayor Fitsgerald say there
pre one bhundred ways to cook pola-
toss, and one is fricasses.
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Farmer—8ee here, boy, what yed
doin' up that tree?

Boy—One of your years fell off the
tree an’' I'm tryin’ to put it baok,

Wanted a Bite.

Oh, yes; it was ralning—bad beey
all day. But they didn't mind that so
much; you see, they were flshermen.
All the same, they were trudging
home, with weary steps and very
weary-looking -faces.

Their baskets were empty, and, ta
be candid, they were In & very bad
temper.

As they entered the little village
A large dog ran at one of the party.
The dog had a feroclous look and was
barking furlously. But the fisherman
did not take much alarm at the anl-
mal. He just kicked It away care-
lesaly.

“Aren't you afrald he'll go for you?”
inquired another of the party, some
what anxiously.

The one who had kicked at the dog
looked at his companion in a sorrow-
ful manner,

“l only wish he would!" he replied.
“I'd chance almost anything to be
nble to go home and say I'd had a
| bite!™

[ Thoughtful Wife.
“Think I'll go to the ball game to
day."

“All right,
the grounda?”
“There's one near there. Why?"

“If the home team loses 1 want you
to telephone me, so that I can take
the children and go over to mother's
until you get your temper back.”

Talking Shop.
ewitt—I see that when our write:
friénd was married nobody was al
lowéd to kiss the bride.
Jewett—How was that?
Hewitt—At the wedding reception
he put up a card reading “All rights
reserved.”

Is there a telephone al

L]

MM'I:‘Q :nr:t‘t'llr; ='ery ottle ol
CABTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that 8

Bears the
Bignature of
In Use For Over ears.

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoris

Precaution.
Chimmie—Hey, Maggle, hold dis
bag o' peanuts fer me fer & minute—
'll.:“ comes a poor relation o' mine!—
fe.

Conclusive.

“What am I to do about this man's
attack on me? 1 can't answer him."

“Then why don't you call him a
lar?"

CURES RURNS AND CUTS,

Cole'd Carbolisalve stona the pnin Instantly,

Curesquick. Noscar. Alldruggists. 25and 50c. Adw,

Many a pretty woman is merely a
bunch of pride, pretense and practica,
B ]

FREE ADVIGE
T0 SICK WOMER

Thousands Have Been Helped
By Common Sense
Suggestions.

Women suffering from any form of fo-
male ills are invited to communicate

prom wilhthewom-:;l nm
department [ ]

Medicine Co, Lynn, Masa,

Your letter will be opened, read and

answered by & woman and beld in strict
confidence. A woman can freely talk of
her private {liness to » woman; thus has
been established a confidential corve-
spondence which has extended over
many years and which has never been
broken. Never have they published a
testimonial or used a letter without the
written consent of the writer, and never
has the Company allowed these confiden-

tial letters to get out of their possession,
asthe b of thousands of them In
their files will attest.

Out of the vast volume of experience
s S
than possess very
m-f"" needed in your case. Noth.

is in return except your
o ermmnlmm
Surely any oy
woman, rich or poor,
should be glad to
R g
generous
1ﬂflllllm Ad-
dress a E. Pink-

| ham edicine C&l
| (confidential) Lynn,
Mass.

Every

woman ought to have
Lydia E. Pinkham's 80-page
Text Book. It is not a book for
. general distribution, as It Is too
| ox ve. It Is free and only
|o inable by mall. Write for
is today.




