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CHAPTER 1

The Boy at the Barony.

The Quintards Sad not prospered
on the barrep tands of the pine "oodll
whither they had emigrated to es-
cape Lhe malariz of the low coast, but
this mo longer maltered, for the last
of bis pame and race, old Gebderal
Quintard, vas dead in the great house
his father had built aimost a century
before and the thin acres of the
Barony, where be had made his last
siand againet age and poverty, were
to ciaim him, pow that be had given
up the stroggie in thelr midst

Though be had Hyed coutlnuoamyl
at the Barony for almost a gquarter of
& cestury, there was Done among hbis
Deighbors who could say bhe bhad!
looked om that thim, aguiline face In
all that time

That notalie man of business, Jona-
than Cremshaw, wes closeted in the |
Sibrary with a stranger to whom
rumer fized the name of Bladen, sup-
posing him to be the legal repre
seniative of certaln remole connec-
tong of the old seaeral's

Crenshaw sat before the fizi-topped
mabissny desk with several account-
books before him Bladen stood by
the wmindow

“1 suppose you will buy 1o the prop-
erty when it coines up for sale™ the
iatier was saying

Cretnshsw nodded.

“He bBved entirely alope saw DO
ote, | understand” saild Bladen

“Alone with his two or three old
Eaves—yes, sir. He wouldn't even
See e

There was a brief pause, then Cren-
shaw spoke again ~1 reckon, sir, 1t
you know anyibing about the old gen-
tiemar's privale affairs you don't feel
Bo call o speak on that point?™

“Al | know is this: General Quin-
terd was a conspicuous man in these
parts 8y years age; be married a
Beautort™

“So be 4id" sald Crenshaw, “and
there was one child, a daughter; she
married a South Carolinian by the |
eame of Turberville Great folks, |
those Turbervilles, rolling rich.™ |

“And wiat became of the daughbter
whe marmied Turberville™

[Mied years ago.” said Crenshaw. |

They were Mlerrupted by a knock |
=l the doo i

Come 2" sadd Crenshaw. The
door opened and a small boy entered |
ibe roomn dragping after him 2 long |
rifle. Sscddenly overcome by 2 shy-|
pess, be paused on the threshold 1o/
#lare with round, wondering eyes at
the two men “Well sonny, what do |
you want™ asked Mr. Crenshaw in-|
Calgently. 1

“Plesse, sir, | wast this bere oic |
spotin” rifle.” sald the child l

“1 reckon you may keep it—at least
1 ve no objection ™
sl Biaden

08, by all means.™ sald the latter. |
Fpamus o' deligh! sbook the small
Sigure Wih 2 wmermur that was meant
for thanks &e backed from the room, |
closing the door. Hilades glanced in- |
quinue!r at Crenshaw, !

“You wast to know about him_ sir”
Well, bat s Hanmbal Wayne uuam|
But who Hannibal Wayne Hazard 1s |
~—Jusl Wail 2 minute, sir"—and gquit |
ting bis chair Mr. Crenshaw Ddurried |
from the room 1o return almost im- |
wedistely with a tall countryman |
“Mr. Bladen, this is Bob Yancy. Hob, |
the gentieman wabls to Dear about |
ihe Womss spd the child: that's :wl
slory.”

“Hiowdy, =ir,” said Mr. Yancy. He|
sppeared to meditate on the mental |
cBort that was required of him 1.
“It was four years ago come nxtI

]
Crenshaw glanced |

{
|
|

Christmas.” sald Crenshaw.

0 Chrisumas™ ocorrected Mr |
Yancy. “The evening befo’, it was, '
and I'd gove 10 Fayettevilie 1o get my |
Christmss Syin's Just at sundown 1 |
hooked up that blind mule of mine to
the cart apd started fo" bome. A mile
out of towe | bheard some one siosh-

she was zlongside Lhe cart and says,
‘Can you drive me oo to the EaronyT
When | got down to Leip her into the

cart | saw she was foting 2 child in
ber arms.  Well, sir, she bardiy spoke |
antil came 1o the red gate, -m!
. ¥ you please; Il

‘rionni

Mr. Crenshaw took up the narrative.

“When morning come she was
goce, but the child done stayed be-
hind. I've beard Aunt Alsidia tell as
how the old general said that morn-
ing, pale and shaking like, “You'll tind
2 boy asleep In the red room; he's to
be fed and cared fo’, but kKeep him
out of my sight His name is Hannt-
bal Wayne Hazard' That {s all the
general ever said on the matter.”

The old general was borme across
what had once been the west lawn to
hi= resting-place in the neglected acre
where the dead and gone of his race
lay, and the record of the family was
compiete, as far as any man knew.
Then Crenshaw, assisted by Bob
Yancy, proceeded to secure the great
house against intrusion.

They passed from rcom to room se-
curing doors and windows, and at
last stepped out upon the back porch.

“Hullo!™ said Yancy, pointing.

There on a bench by the Kkitchen
docr was Hannibal Wayne Hazard
ssleep, with his old spo'tin’ rifle
acrosz his knees.

“Well, I declare to goodness'™ sald
Crenshaw,

“1 reckon you'd-rather drop a word
with ¥0' missus before you toted him
bome?” suggested Yancy, who knew
something of the nature of his friend's
domestic thraldom.

“A woman ought to be boss in her
own house,” said Crenshaw.

“Feelin’ the truth of that, I've never
married, Mr. Jobn. But 1 was going
to say, what's to hinder me from
toting that boy to my home?”

“If you'll take the boy, Bob, you
skan’t lose by iL”

Yancy rested a blg knotted hand
on the boy's shoulder.

“Come, wake up, sonny!™ The chila
roused with a start and stared into
the strange bearded face that was
bent toward him. “It's 3o Uncle
Beb,” continued Yancy in a wheedling
tone. “Here, give us the spo'tin’' rifle
to tote!™

Yancy balanced the rifle on his

Yancy moved off in the direction cl‘
his mule, the child following.

Thereafter begulling speech flowed
steadily from Mr. Yancy's bearded
lips. in the midst of which relations
were established between the mule
and cart, and the boy quitted the
Barony for a new world.

The afternocon sun waned .as they
went deeper and deeper into the pine
woonds, but at last they came to their
journey's end, a widely scattered set-
tlement on a hill above a branch.

“This,” said _Ir. Yancy, “are
Scrateh Hill, sonny. Why Scratch
Hill? Some say it's the fleas; others

agin hold it's the eternal bother of
making a living bhere, but whether
fleas or living you scratch fo' both.”

CHAPTER IL

Captain Murrell Asks Questions.

In the deep peace that rested like
a benediction on the pine-clad slopes
of Scratch Hill the boy Hannibal fol-
lowed at Yancy's heels as that gen-
tleman pursued the not arduous
rounds of temperate industry which
made up his daily life,

The Barony had been offered for
sale and bought in by Crenshaw for
eleven thousand dollars, this being
the amount of his claim. Some six
months later he sold the plantation
for fifteen thousand dollars to Na-
thaniel Ferris, of Currituck county.

“There's money in the old place,
Bob, at that figure,” Crenshaw told
Yancy.

“Bladen's got an answer from them
South Carolina Quintards, and they
don't know mnothing abovi the boy,"”
added Crenshaw. *“So you cam rest
easy, Bob; they ain't going to want
him.”

“Well, sir, that surely Is a passel of
comfort to me,” said Yancy.

Just beyond the Barony, which was
midway between DBalaam's and the
Hill, down the long stretch of sandy
road bhe saw two mounted figures,
then as they drew nearer he caught
the flutter of skirts and recognized
one of the horsewomen. It was Mrs.
Ferris, wife of the Barony's new own-
er. She reined in her horse abreast
of his cart.

“Aren’t you Mr. Yancy?” she asked.
“l am Mrs. Ferris, and I am very
pleased to make your acquaintance.”

“The same here,” murmured Yancy
with winning civility,

Mrs. Ferris® companion leaned for-
ward, her face averted, and stroked
her horse's neck with gloved hand.

“This is my friend, Miss Betty Mal-
TOY.
“Gla¢d to know you, ma'am,” sald
Yancy.

Miss Malroy faced him, smiling.
She was quite radiant with youth and
beauty.

“We are just returning from Scratch
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“This,” Said Yancy,

great palm and his eyes assumed 2
gpeculative cast,

“1 wonder what's to hinder us from
loading this cid gun. amrd firing this
old gun, and bhearing this old gun
go—bapg! Eh?™

The child's blue eyes grew wide.

“Please, Uncle Bob, make it go
bang!”

“¥You come along, then,” and Mr.

Hill,” said Mrs. Ferris.

|
|

“I am going to have Sunday schbol:
there for the children; they shan't
be neglected any longer if 1 can help
ftt Now won't you let your little
nephew come?”

“l reckon you-all can count on my
nevvy,” Bob said.

Hannibal and Yancy were the first
to arrive at the deserted cabin in the
old field Sunday afternoon. Shy chil-
dren from the pine woods, big broth-
ers with little sisters and big sisters
with little brothers, drifted out of the
encircling forest.

Mrs. Ferris’ missionary spirit mani-
fested itself agreeably enough on the
whole. She read certain chapters
from the Bible, finishing with the
story of David, a narrative that made
a deep impression upon Yancy, com-
fortably seated in the doorway.

“You will all be here next Sunday,
won't you?—and at the same hour?”
she said, rising,

There was a sudden clatter of
hoofs beyond the door. A man, well
dressed and well mounted bad rid-
den into the yard. As Mrs. Ferris
came from the cabin bhe flung him-
self out of the saddle and, hat in
hand, approached her.

“l am hunting a place called the
Barony; can you tell me if I am on
the right road?” he asked. He was a
man in the early thirties, graceful
and powerful of build, with a hand-
some face.

“It is my husband you wish to see?
I am Mrs. Ferris”

“Then General Quintard is dead?”
His tone was one of surprise.

“His death occurred over a year
ago, and my husband now owns the
Baromny; were you a friend of the gen-
eral's?™

“No, madam; he was my father's
friend, but I had hoped to meet him.”
His manner was adroit and plausible.

“Will you ride on with us to the
Barony and meet my husband, Mr.
——7" she paused.

“Murrell—Captain Murrell. Thank
you; I should like to see the old
place. I should highly value the priv-
ilege,” then his eyes rested on Miss
Malroy.

;‘LBetty. let me present Captain Mur-
rell.”

The captain bowed, giving her a
glance of bold admiration.

By this time the children had strag-
gled off into the plne woods as sl
lently as they had assembled: only

| Yancy and Hannibal remained. Mra

Ferris turned to the former.

“If you will close the cabin door,
Mr. Yancy, everyvthing will be ready
for mext Sunday,” she said, and moved
toward the horses, followed by Mur-
rell. Betty Malroy lingered for a mo-
ment at Hannibal's side.

“Good-by, little boy; you must ask
your Uncle Bob to bring you up to
the big house to see me,” and stoop-
ing she kissed him. *“Good-by, Mr.
Yancy.” ~

CHAPTER 1L
Trouble at Scratch Hil,
Captain Murrell had establishes
himself at Balaam’'s Cross Roads. He
Was supposed to be interested in the

RAISING HORSES FOR GENERAL
FARM WORK MADE PROFITABLE

Possible to Breed Farm Mares and Make Lucrative Busi.
ness Out of Colts at Very Small Expense—With
Large Animals There Is Better Profit in
Raising Mule Colts.

Champion Sire Stallion, “Tatton Harold.™

The matter of supplying teams for a
farm of any size is one that is a mat-
ter of importance from the purely
business standpoint, as well as from
personal interest. There was a time
| when this question was very general
for farmers who had land at all suit-
able for the business to raise their
own colts to supply the deficiency
from time to time in the teams for
farm work.

It is less so now in these days when
making a specialty of things has
reached the point that seems almost
a craze. [ am old fogy enough to like
| the “good old ways,” says a writer in
| the Farm Progress, and 1 still think
| that on the great majority of farms, if
not absolutely all of them, it will pay
'to raise all the colts that may be
| needed for use on the farm, and any
| more that can be raised without inter-
, fering with the farm work.
| There has not often, if ever, beena
| time in the last two generations when
{ it did pay to raise good horses. And
| now, although power vehicles and
| power-driven implements have cer-
| tainly taken the place of a vast num-
| ber of horses, firstclass animals are
!selling at as good prices as they ever
| did. Consequently, there is profit in
| the business, even if at times it is
| little inconvenient. A
| The thrifty farmer will generally

less than a mile in five minutes. Her
activity and quick movements made
me think she was a young mare, as
she had none of the appearance of age.
I sald to the owner, “That mare looks
like a mare it would pay to get some
colts from.”

“I have been breeding her, but have
quit now,” he replied. “She will soon
be twenty-one years old, and I have
bad fourteen colts from her since she
was seven. They were all good, and
the youngest, now six months old,
looks as good as any of the rest did.”

This mare had been doing farm work

she was quick and always ready to go.
The fourteen colts no doubt averaged
$150 as three-vear-olds. A few vears ago

from which I got some splendid colts,
used her for farm work as well as driv-
ing; still she was twenty-five vears
old when she died from an acute at-
tack of colic. Some of her colts sold
as high as $175 each.

Of course, it is sometimes a little
annoying to either drive or plow with
a mare with a young colt, but fall
colts, as a rule, do not give nearly so
much trouble as those that come in
the spring. This makes it possible to

ble business gut of colts at a very

mostly during all that time, and was |
used a great deal for driving, because |

I had a mare with the same qualities |

breed farm mares and make a profita- |

purchase of a plantation, and in com- |
pany with Crenshaw visited the nu-
| merous tracts of land which the mer-
| chant owned.

“The Barony would have suited
me,” he told Bladen ome day. They
had just returned from an excursion
| into the country and were seated In
the lawyer's office.

“You say your father was a friend
of the old general's?” said Bladen.

“Years ago, in the north—yes,” an-
swered Murrell.

Murrell regarded the lawyer in st
lence for a moment out of his deeply
sunk eves.

“Too bad about the boy,” he said
at length siowly,

“How do you mean,
asked Bladen.

“l mean it's a pity he has no one
except Yancy to look after him,” said
Murrell; but Bladen showed no in-
terest and Murrell went on: “Has
Yancy any legal claim on the boy™

“No, certainly not; the bory was
merely left with Yancy because Cren-
shaw didn't Enow what else to do
with him.”

“Get possession of him, apad If 1
don’t buy land here I'll take him west
with me,” said Murrell quietly. *1
am willing to spend five hundred dol-
lars on this il necessary.™

“I'll have to think your proposi-
tion over,” said Bladen.

The immediate result of this con-
versation was that within twenty-four
hours a man driving two horges
hitched to a light buggy arrived at
Scratch Hill in quest of Bob Yancy,
whom be found at dinner and to
= whom he delivered a letter. Mr.
Yancy was profoundly impressed by
the attention, for holding the letter
at arm’s length, he said:

“Well, sir, I've lived nigh on to
forty years, but [ never got a plece
of writing befo’—never, sir. People,
if they was close by, spoke to me, I
at & distance they hollered, but none
of 'em ever wrote.”

“What's your answer?" demsnded
the stranger.

“You tell him Il be monstrous
glad to talk it over with bim any time
he fancies to come out here.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Captain?™

“Are Scratch Hill.”

“And the dear little boy we met is
your nephew, is he not, Mr. Yancy?™
It was Betty Malroy who spoke.

“In a manner he is and in a man-
ner he ain't,” explained Yancy, some-
what enigmatically. .

“Do you know the old deserted cab-
in by the big ping?—the Blount
place?” asked Mrs. Ferris.

“Yes, ma'am, I know it”

lly Their Titles

Are Known
Simple Reason Why the Western

Mind Is Siow to Grasp Nomen-
clature of Persian Officials.
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kingdom, and u! is the definite article.
Hence, Nasrul-Mulk means simply
the belp of the kingdom. The present
prime minister of Persia is Samsam-
es-Sultaneh. This is not his name at
all. It is a glorious title, meaning the
Never-Bending Sword of the Empire.
The word “dowleh™ means in Persian
“government.” Hence, you: will find
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the British embassy eneountered him

Reviving Old Mackintoshes,
one evening, and just at the moment

Shabby old mackintoshes can be
made 28 good as new at home for a
small outlay, and by the exercise of a
little: care and patience. Boil a
little linseed oil and add to this about

usually about eleven o’clock in the
evening. He nearly sobbed on the bo-

| make something out of every depart-

| ment, if possible, on the farm where
| general farming is donme. The amount
| that can be made will depend alto-
| gether on the capacity of the individ-
1um to supply the executive ability
| needed to do justice to a variety of
| interests.

Not long ago | tecok a drive of ten
| miles with a man who was taking me
| to his home on the farm. He was driv-
ing a sorrel mare of about medium
weight, and extremely quick and alert
in her movements. She was not fast,
but seemed to go along at a good,
steady trot, and was reeling off not

small expense. I never hali-starved
our colts. When foaled in the fall

they were ready to raun to pasture by |

spring, and it is a very poor farmer
who cannot supply ample pasturage
for colts at least nine months in the
vear. But with plenty of clover hay,

or pea hay, colts can get along with |

very little grazing or grain.

If, therefore, any one is in a posi-
tion to get some colts from work
mares | would counsel them, by all

means, to breed them. In most cases, |
with large mares, there is a Dbetter |

profit in breeding to a jack and raising
mule colts.

'MAKE THE CROP
FIT THE SOIL

Farmer Needs to Study Reguire-
ments of Various Crops He
Grows and Plan for
Rotation.

(By W. M. KELLEY.)

There is no use in trring to achleve
success with a soil not fitted to the
crop. We must make a more intelli-
gent study of the selection of crops
that are better adapted to our soils
and that can be made to return larger
and more certain profits. There is
something that is very interesting
about the preference of crops for cer-
tain soils and climates.

One of the first things for farmers
to learn is to find out which crops are
best adapted to his soil and grow
them on his farm. He needs to study
the reqguirements of the various crops
that he grows and plan his rotation
of crops so that each crop may be
grown under the most favorable com-
ditioms.

While I am a staunch friend of sta-
ble manure and constantly urging the
keeping of more and better farm
stock, yet I can see the necessity of
facing the sitnation in a practical man-
mer.

The average farmer has reached a
point where stable manure will not
supply the adeguate amount of plant
food to produce the maximum yield -of

grain and other farm crops, and the
only sensible thing to do is to supply
the deficient elements.

The generality of soils on our stock
farms are deficient in mineral fertil-
ity, especially phosphorus, and it .is
clearly to our interest to supply this
one element to our soils if we fit the
soils to the needs of our crops.

On soils possessing an abundance of

humus and nitrogen we may purchase |

the phosphorus in the form of the raw
ground phosphate rock and mix it
with the stable manure, but on soils

that are lacking in humus and nitro- {
gen better results will be obtained by |
using acid phosphate, which is read- |

ily available to the growing crops.
With clover and manure plowed un-

der, to liberate potash, and supple-

mented with this purchased phospho-

rus, the fertility problem will be |

solved on the average stock farm. On
many types of soil potash will be
needed, but the average stock farm
in the middle west has plenty of pot-
ash locked up in its soil to produce
goocd crops for a hundred years or
more.

lowa Farms.

Within ten years farm lands and
buildings in Iowa have increased 117
per cent. in value, and the average val-
ne per farm has increased 130 per
cent.

Planting Evergreens.
Evergreens ought to be planted as
early as possible.

READY RESULTS
FROM A DAIRY

Cow Is Constant Quantity as Far
as Her Production Is Con-
cerned — Regular
Money Crop.

The great value of dairying in con-

the farm is that which comes from
the dairy house. Every week the milk
and butter goes out and the money
comes back.

The modern dairyman seldom has
to go to the bank to borrow money to
tde him over tili he sells his crops,
because he is selling his crops every
week.

Plum Curculio.
This beetle is the scourge of the
plum grower.
No method of fighting it has given
success.
true that an old plum ex-

“'M ONLY A LITTLE GIRL”

Failing Eyesight Responsible for an
Oid Man’s Mistake—Rebuke
Hardly Effective.

A certain group of youngsters in an
exclusive West side residential section
had been very noisy throughout the
forenoon.

Tha children were still doing thelr
utmost to imitate a bedlam, when a
very angry old man appeared at the
door of a nearby apartment house. He
was quite old, and it was evident that
his eyesight was not the best, but he
finally succeeded in picking out a
Youngster who was aiding very strenu-
ously in the noise making.

The aged man walked over to the
child, took it by the hand and walked
back to the apartment. When he
reached the doorway he turned to the
child and said:

“Don't you know it's against
law to make so much noise?”

“Yes, sir,” was the meek reply.

“Well, don’t you know that you'll
be arrested and put in jail, and then

the

you can never be president of the
United States? -
“Please, sir?" replied the child, “I

don't care; I'm only a little girl."—
New York Mail

IT IS CRIMINAL TO NEGLECT
THE SKIN AND HAIR

Think of the suffering entailed by
neglected skin troubles—mental be-
cause of disfiguration, physical be-
cause of pain. Think of the pleasure
of a clear skin, soft, white hands, and
good hair. These blessings, so essen-
tial to happiness and even success in
life, are often only a matter of a little
*houghtful care in the selection of
effective remedial agents, Cuticura
Soap and Ointment do so much for
poor complexions, red, rough hands,
and dry, thin and falling hair, and cost
so little, that it is almost criminal not
to use them. Although Cuticura Soap
| and Ointment are sold everywhere, a
| postal to “Cuticura,” Dept. L. Bos-
Eton. will secure a liberal sample of
| each, with 32-page booklet on skin
|
!
|
|
1
|

| and scalp treatment.

One Man's Way.

“Is Brimson a man who makes the
best of what befalls?”

“No. When things go wrong Brim-
son starts to swearing and soon be-
comes so interested in thinking up
new forms of profanity that he forgets
| all about his troubles.

! Too Favorable a Description.
“That man is a pinhead.”
“You flatter him. A pinhead knows
just hew far to go.”

A large percentage of all sickness starts
with unheslthy conditions of the digestive
organs. Garfleld Tea will set them right.

Some people are so wrapped up in
themselves as to suggest human balls
of twine.

LEWIS' Sfingle Binder costs more than
other 5¢ cigars. Made of extra quality
tobacco.

Even the thirst for glory may have
| its direful after effects.

| Liver and kidney complaints will be greatly
Lelped by taking Garfield Tea regularly.

| A good memory is essential to a suc-
cessful liar.

The
"Fighting Chance’

Your Stomach needs is

Hostetter’s
Stomach Bitters

A

Taken regularly, it
wards off the ills
man is heir to, by
toning up and
strengthening the di-
gestive organs.

Keeping it in perfect
condition to do the

work nature has al-

and Indigestion, as millions know.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALY, PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

oo T e,

A WONDERFUL DISCOVERY.

, #0 to speak, 1s ransacked the sctentific for
the comfort and of .,5. Sijence has 1o
dred made glant during the past century, and
armong no least  important—dis-
coveries in ne comes that of Theraplon. which
bas, we . been used with greal success in

and that it is worthy the atten

stir (‘Tﬂlig

mongEst specialists, THERAPION is destine
to east imto oblivion all those g o # remedies
that were formerly the sole rellance of medioal men.
Itsof P ble to tall all we should
likke to teil them In this short article, but those who
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