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The spenker turned to Pollyop,
“Where's that bor? he demanded
Involunturily Polly  looked townid
the cot whore Wee Jerry Ins nsleep
“Nou mean<the baby— Oh, you don't
wiean Jerry 1 she questioned dully
He held out a puper which the xqunl
ter girl took as If she had heen o oa

stupor. She held v op, teled o make
ot whut was printed on I, then
droppest her hand hopelossly 1o her
widle,

With an exclnmntion of pity, Robert
went to her and took the fngers thind
<lutehed the paper

“Polly.” he suid swiftly, “son'll hiuve
to give Jerry up for a Hitle while, just
a little while

She snatehed her, hand awuay, the
document fuartering to the floor. Tn o
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Polly Struggled Madly, and the Child
‘Shrieked and Clung to His Sister
With All the Puny Strength Me Had.

moment she had pleked up the child
from the cot and hugged him to her
breast,

“Old Mare ain't come for the baby,
has he?' she shrieked, her tone high-
pitched and strained.  “He's mine,
Jerry 8. I'm goin' to keep "lm here
tiil Daddy comes home; so you might
an well all seoot”

In the stiliness that fell as her volce
broke, ench man was lmpressed with
the martyrdom she was  passing
through., Robert had onever lmogined
& person could go o white and still be
allve, With an ejnenlation, honrse and
deflant, he sprang to her side.

“Polly, he cried, “My God, don't
look that way! Listen to me!"

“Cian he take the baby " fell monot-
anously from her hlue lips.

“That's Just whut he can do, Miss
Hopking” thrust In MacKenzle, *“The
Inw says a child can't stuy In a place
Hke this, You'd have seen that i
you'd tnken the pains to read the pu-
per. Pot some wraps on the oldid,
Miss 1"

Polly stood with Jerry gripped tight
1y ngningt her: and, feightened, the
Iittle boy begun to ory

“1 want my Daddy Hopkins, Polly
op.” he whlmpered brokenly

Polly looked so drendful that for &

moment MucKeonzie was sllent. Her
eyes hind an expression of such hate
and  deadly  determloation In their

singular brown depths that for & mo
ment he held hls breath

“If you tnke him,” she spoke nt lust,
—Ywhy, d—n you, T'll kKill you!”

At first MacKensie

eved her con

temptuonsly. What dld such g girl's

threats mean to Wlm? Then he

laughed, Aond thot leugh stupg the

wensitive girl more than If e hind
siruck her,

“Nou took our Daddy Hopkins," she

told him, drooping s Hetle ot the tell-
Ing, “bul Jerry He's my baby, an' 1
keep him in the shanty till his pappy
comes home. You the hull of
you, don't yout"

Her oyes were roving from one (o
muother, but her volee lowered on ench
word, because In the steady pgaze of
Old Mare and his deputies she saw no
relenting.

“I'd rather he'd die)” she screamed,
“I'd rather he'd be next to Granny
Hop# In the graveyurd !—Get out of
here, T guy."”

The scelle Was even more nerve
encking than MacKengle had expected,

“Take hlin nway from her, Bowers "
he ardered, turning te one of the men,

The mnn spoken to stepped forward
B evident unwllliingness ; but s shout
Eom MacKenzle mopde him grab for

3

hear,

varlt 'l helior go lfl

| the ehild, With one hand the frenzied
girl beat ot him with all her energy,
bt e struck down her slim young
tingers ns if they hod been twlgs
|'l lirusting ouwe arm around her, he
vhmght Wee Jerry by the shouliders

But ro dixengage the boy's cluteh from

the chestout eorls ecalled forth all the
qdekpness the an possessed,  Polly
strngglod  modly,  snd  the child
shieleked and clung to bhils sigter with

| ol the puny streength he hod,
I “Keen Perelval.™
FMucKengile, pusghing Robert bnckwaril,
‘If you one finger an wy
take the girl along to Jull"™”

Tu the girl he loved,
compelled himself to stand by
the hoy was torn bodlly fram her
W of the men drug n
froom the hed and theow 1t arountd Wee
Joerry

Then he snatehed at the girl, bhut she
quivkly eluded his grasp, How awilnlly

nwny snapped
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her eyes glowed, and how hor face
twitehied !

“tler ont with him before she cuts
e nny more”  growled Marcos, os

Polly bounded forward only to be met
by the spenker's outstretched arios.

i i ke another scens, my
lwdly,” bhe wapped out, “I'll have you ar-
rest] for obetrocting the lnw And
remember this, hozey, I'm golng to get
Yol nexte"

Vo

Hix threat agninst hersell  meant
nething to Polly Hopkins. But the
word “lanw™! It struck st her brain

Hke n hpmmer, She suddenly felt s if
it tidal wave, strong and relentless, had
hroken over her. It was the game law
tnking Jerry that had imprisoned Dads
dy Hopking, that had carried away
Lorey Bishop from his womnn, The
thought hrought her up with a sharp
gasp.  She did not cenre what they did
with her, but little Jerry, Wee Buby
.h-rr_-. !

“What yon goln® to do with hlm, mis-
ter?" she beogged, wringing her hands,
“Tell me that! I ean't let "lm go till
you do!™

She enught at his arn, and the
strong brown fingers dug deep Into his
Moshi.

“Look Into the paper there and you'll
gee where I'm golng to take him,” an-

swoered MneKenzie, “"Let go of my
arm! There!” He wrenched himself
free,  Then, enraged and with eyves

Nushing, he shonted, “Get ont with the
kid, you men, and start off 1"

Glad to be gone, the officlals stepped
Into the open, one of them earrying
the writhing Jerry, Then Polly Hop-
king stood upright in the middle of the
shanty, grief, consternation, and then
an expression of Insanlty passing over
her face. I

Robert Percival was penr her, not
during to utter a word; her deep-set
ngony was too terrible for sympathy.
All nt onee she started forwand ; and
he mude a desperate effort to stop
her.

“Pollyop,” he pleaded. As she raced
through the doorwny, he called @ “Walt
—wnlt—"

In an Instant he was out beslde her,
spenking her nnme softly, Implgringly.,
She paid no heed to him, but Hung up
her arms,  And then she laughed!
Marcus MacKenzle was standing beside
his horse, and on bevond in the lune o
carciuge was rolling away, from which
cnme plieous sereams from Jerry,

“Pollyop,” entreated Robert,

Rut Polly had bounded from him to-
ward the man and the horse.

I hope,” she shrleked at MacKenzle,
“I hope your hends'll wither oft; I'm
wishin® all you love'll die before your
eyes, an' every day I'll be nskin® Gran.
ny Hope's lovin® God to d—n you till
you drop rottin® In your griave,”

Marcos had halted with his foor in
the stivrop. He hind heard every word
had uttered ; and drops of cold
swent galthered hls brow Then,
with un outh, he vaulted Into the sad
e, put Lhe spurs to his horse and gul-
loped up the b after the retrenting
cnrringe
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she

wauns lepning
the shanty when
Hopking turned swiftly back
to her,
IThen
his e,

Hmply agninst
1Polly
He spoke
wndd ghie looked dazsedly ot hilm
Inughiod agnin, directly Into
and the young mun, ahimost
as distrnught ng she, t71ed 1o take hold
of her,

slidee of

shee

“You scoot, toon." she =inid
et un' stny  out;
your Hly-livered cousin, 1
It she evor has w bhaby (t
Bo eyes [0 see wre with,

LTS
Kroaned
cottld get buck his wits,
she bad rushed past bim ot the
shuek, slnmowd the door angd barred 1t
aguinst him

For more than two hours Polly Tlop
king luy fuce down on her cot. Durlng
that time her loving hears hand hroken
nnd died within ber. She had no longer
un Inventive to lve, no more o desire
to ook forward to Daddy's

fto Him
el
liaapme

ont, an'——un'
wuy, 1
won't live
par ne month
to Biss "er with
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When at lengith she crawled te the
floir, 0l signs of tears hiad disap

peared, leaving the onee glowing eVes
dudl and expregsionless. ‘Thore wons no
cne left 1o love save the billy goat
to im she gave no heed

In  her witthilering about
the shanty she puused before the re-
production of *The Grestest Mother in
the World"' Polly i
her any more elther,

nngd

wimiless

ol for

Delliberately she

blanket |

took un old cont and hung It earefully
over the glorlous facve. She
never wanted to look upon It again
Never—Never !

Then, tuking the ax, she went out
and, us deliberntely na 2he had hidden
from view the pleture, so did she hack
from the the welcomlng
slgn.,

When It loy at her feet, hattered and
partly broken muttered over the
words, “If your heart Is loving and
kind eome right In. If It aln't scoor
oft.”

She had learned her lesson at lnst,
Henrts were not loving and kind, after
nll,  Then, with powertul strokes of
the ux, split the slab In
Unfathomable depths of hate and re-
venge had swallowed her soul! Polly
Hopking was done with love forever!

#nlemn

whove doior
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she pleces,

CHAPTER X1V,

brat !
e

“God-Almighty, Polly ex-
¢inimed Larry Blshop evening,
“what mude you come out n night ke
this, buh?"

The glel went to the steve and In
sllence extended her hands over its top.

"“What's up, Pollyop?"' the man de-
manded ngain, curiously, dropping inte
w chinlr, “You look something awful !

And so she did! The long-inshed
eyes had gathered and held an Indefin-
able expression of hatred, The falr,

lovely fuce knew tender sympathy no
more,  She wos no longer 'olly of the
Sun, For her that orbh hnad become

merely o ball In the sky, hot like the
stove and bright ke the eandle fiame,
only more so. Nor did the pale winter
moon ever cnteh her dazzling smiles,
The winking sturs had forgotten weeks
ugo that once a squatter girl had stolen
out nightly to throw upward n kiss,
In-g;.-iu& them to deliver [t to the crucl-
fled one there beyoud them—the good
Jesus who xat on the golden throne
and who had sent her the message by

Granny Hoepe that "Love were strong-,

er'n hate uny doy,"

As usual her feet were In Jereminh's
bhoots, and ag usunl she wore his coat,
Her onrls were covered with snow,
and ag she studied the dark-faced man
she shook drops of water from them.

She advanced toward him, choking
with emotion, Since Wee Jerry had
gone, her hours, spent in planning re-
venge, hud eompletely exhuusted her,
She was 8o tired that when she
reached Larry she crouched before
him on the floor and turned a pale, be-
seeching face up to him,

“I've come, Larry Bishop," she be-
gun gravely, “to ask you to help me to
even up a lttle with Old Mare”

The squatter's head went up, and a
startled expression shot into his flerce
eyes. Then he sank lower In his chair,
and the ftire died out of his counte-
nunce,

“Who can get even with that d-—n
brute?' he wmuttered after a while.
“Squatters ean't! We'd all go to Au-
burn If we muss up him or hig'n™

A white young face shoved so close
to his that Blshop drew back,

“"Who eares & d—n about Auburn?”
Pollyop excinimed roughly, “We won't
go there til we've toré Old Mare's
heart to pleces an” made It hurt lke
yours does, Larry, llke mine does for
Jerry an’ Daddy Hopkins. Wouldn't
yvou be willin' 1o spend a few years in
Jall If you vould make him how!l an' go
almost mwad lke me an’ you
Larry ¥

Bishop looked beyond her head into
i dark corner, It was In that spot he
often lmngined he snw the wralth of
s womapn,  His unsteady regoard =ot-
tled : and the ghost woman rose mist
iy, guzing at him with unearthly eyes.
Then the pale, unsmiling phantom ex-
tended her arms and within them ap
peared o frall infant

“God " burst from

have,

his lps lke a
shol from u gun,

Pollyop glunced backward
shiont Liler But the
over him brought
hack to his

“Aln'l
awftul for

over her
that

hnggnrd

shudder rin

her
vour heart hartin
fetty womin an' your
birut very  minute
queriod us Il had
seon the ghustly thing in the corner

your
this
ubiruptliy,

oW, sl

sher, Lo,
Ol yes ! he shivered, taking firm
hold of his chin to hide the 1remble of
1

She seized his arm visellke, the grip
druwing u groan from the squatter.

tuce |

something

“An' wouldn't you Jnst love to see
Hd Mure twist an' squirm llkw a |
stepped-on haby snnke, huh ¥ enme In

one long, =obbing breath,

Again the shifty look of the tortured
man came to rest on the gloom beyond

“I'd die for It, =0 I would, Pollyop,”
he eriedd. “Out with what you got In
your bean, Poll; an' I'll Histem, so help
me God ™

Pollvop tleaned beavily against hlm,
panting. She was making an effort to
tell im her plan,  With a swift
wird wotion of her head, she bognn 1o
tulk in hroken tones; aud ay she pro
ceeded, Larey Bishop raised stralghter
in his chair

1'olly’'s tralled sllenee
und Larry sent one hasty look over heg
The wrnbth smiled sadly nt him
and was gone, He shook himself and
sMrukgled Then n brond
wicked gain spread his lps aport, and
bt lughed aloud. Pollyop, still on th
dewor  laughed hysterienl
entehijng nt her throat, and a desire to

volee into

hend

ta nis (et

Loy, sk

Polly

u

girenm  forcing her hands to  her
moutl,  KRoch awful sonnds were un-
peual In the SHent Clity, where even

honest wirth was no longer heard be
the men and women scarcely
tdured brenthe for fenr an enemy from
Ithpen would suddenly appedr

be to God!" elaculnted the
nnn, hoarsely, "“thut's the how of It
brat! 11 be a whoek for my dead
woman, an'=="

“An' a good whaek for the Hopkins
trihe ol
“TUN he s bldek Thunksgiving for OId
Mure, hub, Larry?=1'm goin' back
liome now,™
turned to the door, hut
with her hand on the latch

“You promised [ could do it Larry,”
reminded him, “You'll tell Lye
Brueger that, too, won't you?"

Sinking Hmply into his chalre, Bishop
wiped his wet Hps.

“Nep,

CIse

(flory

tovn, " Holly, serambling up

she

Linlted

CHTE

lugs,” he
“[Tou onn
promise you that.”

nssented
Eronmn, turn the trick; 1

If Jereminh Hopklng hod seen
girl, hix Polly of the Sun, when
went home that night, he wounld not
have recognlzed her ey Tuve
crufty, pitlless, and as white as the
show uuder e feel

Ien =he walted stoleally day nfter
iy, feeding the billy gost but absent-
mindedly, asking no questions of Larey

sl

Wus

or Lye Braeger how soon her ldea
could be earried out,  Bhe heleved
that they would legve no stops un

turned to even ap with Marcns Mae-
|\'.l'll'f.||"..

Early one evening Larry  Bishop
burst Into the Hopkins hut without the
formality of & knock. e looked yenrs
older thonn he had but yesterday; and
Pollyup got up, locking and interlock-
Ing her Ningers,

“Well? she
chattering teeth,

“It's done, by God!" he hissed, al-
most strangling behind a shaking hand.
“It woere most awful, Polly, If I'd
stuck 1 hog In the gizzard, the squeal-
in" conldn't "' been worser,"

The speaker’s tones, his half-hent fig
ure, his shifty glances, brought a
grunt from the girl

“An' you're gettin’ sorry by the min-
ute, Larry Bishop, I ean see that,” she
returned, giving bim s smuart  rap.
“Stand up, Larry man. Onee—" A
sudden rush of emotion thrust into her
throat such an ache that for several
seconds she wus unable to conclude.
“Once,” she repeated, afier clearing
away the huskiness with a hacking
cough, “I thought love were the great-
est thing In the world, PBut it ain't,
Larry Bishop, it aio't!”

Bishpp fidgeted with his cap, tarning
It mround and around by Irs brim.
When he looked up, the burning glow
had died from the depths of hls eyes,

“It's a sickenin’ thing to see a wom-
an suffer that bad,” he muttered. “God,
brat!—Nope! Don't say nothin' till 1
tell you what me an' Lye did!

At the memory of I1t, the spenker
wiped drops of sweat from his face.

“She bellered about lovin® her ma,”
droneéd Bishop, “an’ tee wav ghe hol-

asked from  between

She Tumed to the Door
With Her Hand on the Latch.

lered In my hint for her man was soine
thing scuivl'lons.™

“Like your Betty died a-howlin' for
you, 1 w'pose, Larry,"” came back the
glrl promplly “An' 1 been thinkin'

all day how Granny Hope tucked your
dead brat slongside his mammy o the

eoflin Some awful thinkin', Larry
man "
The squatter’s sudden grayoness and

swallowing hurd as | something had
stuck In his windpipe was the only evi-
he guave that be hod benrd the
cruel worids

“We gol 'er Just after dark."” he con
tinued, woefully., *“SBhe's been tled up
I my shack ever since,”

iTO HE CONTINUED.)
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Nearly half of the Presidents of
the United Stales have been of Scotch
descent,
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CLEAN PACKAGE .FOH BUTT_E=;

Carefully Packed Product Gives More
Enjoyment te Consumer Than
Slip-Shod Parcel.

(Preparsd by the United Mates Department
of Agriculture.)

For the snme reason that a man
prefers to eat his meals from a clean
teblecloth he prefers to get the butter
he eats In o clean and attractive pack-
nge—{t helps him to get more enjoy-
ment from Nis food and that means he
really gets more value out of It, even
though carelessly packed products
may contain Just as much food value
ns those that are put up earvefully,

The package Into which butter Is
L put T8 of more Importance than most

|

Working Butter Before Putting in
Package.

food packages, because the product
which It holds Is extremely sensitive
to outside influences, especially odors
Men who have made o business of
Mudying market conditions and meth
ods have long glven anttention to the
puckuge problem snd they are still al
It. This year at the Natlonal Dwiry
show, helll In St, Paul, Minn,, October
8 to 15, the United States Department
of Agriculture bnd an unusual show
of butter packages that proved of ae
much interest as a iot of curios. Thé
department has collected packages
from the wvarlous countries of the
world that make butter In conslder
able quantities, and they were shown
In comparison with packages that are
usged In our own country. In additlon
there were examples of good and of
poor packing,

FAVOR SWEET-CREAM BUTTER

Product In Storage for Year at Nor.
folk, Va., Scores Higher Than
That on New York Market.

_—

After remalning In stornge for one
yvear, samples of sweet-créam butter
recently Inspected at Norfolk, Va,,
scored higher than the highest score

for butter quoted on the New York
market, ‘These samples, which re-
celved scores averaging 9347, were

repregentative of 1,000,000 pounds of
butter packed for the United States
navy under the supervision of the
United States Department of Agricul-
ture, The scoring was done by a spe
clalist from the dalry division and a
representitive of a comnerclal butter
firm in New York city.

“This butter, which was made for
the navy last year,” sald the Inspec-
tors, “was of such fine quality that we
ennnot neglect the opportunity to com-
ment upon the comparatively small
amount of extrn work required to pro-
duce a product of thig quality as com-
pared with the avernge butter found
on the lurge markets"

This bhuiter was made from a per
footly cream, with a compar-
tively high salt content and low mols-
tire,  The molsture content did not
exceed 135 per cent.  After ane year
In storange only one sample scored as
Of the other 5 sam-

04, two scored 0314

Wiy

low
ples,

ns
|\l

and 24 scored 93

seOTen

Consumers who are accustomed to
g pronounced flavor in butter do not
nt flrst favor to sweet-cream
butter I8 somewhat lacking In
this respect when fresh. A demand
for sweel-crenm butter, however, 18
growing steadlly, according to butter
dealers handling this product. On he-
Ing held In storage the flavor bécomes
more pronounced, and for this reason
sweet-crenm  butter s often scored
higher after storage than when fresh,
For purposes such a butter
is far superior to the ordinary butter,
which usually loses In quality during
the storage perlod

sliow

ns 1t

storage

High-Priced Sire.

Any sire is high priced that will
not ymss on te his offspring the char-
acters which go to make them desir
able from the market stundpoint,

Signs of Tuberculosis.

A cow that stays thin In spite of
good feed and bas a cough shows
preity sure signs of tuberculosis. Let
a veterinarian test her,

Producers Not Boarders.
The cows on # successful dairy farm
must be producers and not bourders,

CORNS

Lift Off with Fingers

little

Doesn’t hurt a bit! 'Y
*Freezons” on an aching corn, instantly

that corn stops hurting, then shortly
you lift it right off with fingers. Trulyl

Your druggist sells a tiny bottle of
“Freezone™ for a few cents, sufficient to
remove every h corn, soft corn, or
corn between the toes, and the calluses,
without soremess or irritation.

—_— —
All He Got.

Two tramps approached a Illkely
looking dwelllng on the country road
and tossed up with thelr Iast half-
penny which of the two should call
there and sollelt alms,

One walted at the entrance gate, and
the other walked up the drive toward
the hall door. In a few seconds the
latter reappenred.

“Well, did he glve you anything?"
asked his expectant companion eagerly.

“Oh, yes,” was th. repty. “He had
a bulldog by the hand, and ha gave
me one minute to leave his garden,
And here 1 am."—Scotsman,

MOTHER! CLEAN
CHILD'S BOWELS WITH
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP

Even a slck chlld loves the “frulty™
taste of “Californla Fig Syrup.” If the
little tongue Is coated, or If your child
I8 listless, cross, feverish, full of cold,
or has colle, give a teaspoonful te
cleanse the liver and bowels, In a few
hours you can see for yourself how
thoroughly It works all the constipa-
tion polson, sour bile and waste out of
the bowels, and you have a well, play-
ful child agnin.

Milllons of mothers keep “California
Flg Syrup™ handy. They know a tea-
spoonful today saves m sick child to-
morrow. Ask your druggist for genu-
Ilne “California Fig Syrup” which has
directions for bables and children of
all ages printed on bottle. Motherl
You must say “Californig” or you may
get an Imitation fig syrup.—Advertises
ment.

Rare Indeed.

In a recently published story occurs
the following: "Having thrust n New
Testament Into his pocket before
starting he now took It out and read
the Twenty-third Psalm."” This must
have been a rare copy of the Testa-
ment, unknown to any person other
than the author and his character,

Hens in Trouble.

Luclle was sent to n neighbor to get
gome eggs. The nelghbor Informed her
that the hens were molting, and she
could not let her hnve any.

When she reached home Luelle sald :
“Mamma, Mrs. T, can't let 018 have any
eggs because her hens are wilting.”

The Wool Combers.

In the Latin quarter of Paris one
often sees groups of barehended wom-
en, sitting in some quiet corner of the
street, perhaps within a church door,
picking and combing the wool of thelr
mattresses.  No matter how poor a
French pessant may be, he almost al-
ways possesses a comfortable bed with
A wool mattress.

The “Strike" Is On.
customer called the walter.
“There's u chunk of wood In my
gausage,” sald he, "I expect to be
served with the dog, but 1'll be hanged
If I'll eat the kennel, too.”
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