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SYNOPBIS.

The acene at the opening of the story Is
Mald In the library of an old worn-oul
southern piantation, known as the Bar-
gﬁr. he piace Is to be sold, and its

Istory ar that of the owners, the
?\llnl rds, In the aubject of discussion by
onathan Crenshaw, a business man, &
tranger known aa Bladen, and Bob

ancy, a farmer, when Hannibal Wayne

asard. a mysterious child of the oid
Southern family, maxeas his appearance
Yancy tells how he adopied the {;r Na-
thaniel Ferris buys the Barony, but the
Quintards deny any knowledge of the
. Yancy to keep Hannibal, Captain
urrell, a friend of the uintards, ap-
pears and asks questions about the Bar-
ony. ouble at Scratch Hill, when Han-
nibal Is kidnaped by Dave Blount, Cap-

n Murrell's agent. Yancy overinkes

lount, gives him a thrashing and secures
the boy. Yancy nnunu before Bqulre
Balaam, and is discharged with costs for
the plaintif, Betty Muiroy, a friend of
the Ferrives, has an encounter with Cap
taln Murrell, whn forces his attentlons on
er., and i rencued by Fruce Carrington

llf sets out for her Tennessee home
Carrington takes the sume stage.
and Hannlbal disappear, with
:ifn F trail,

Yuncy
urrell on
Hanniba) arrives at the home
udge Blocum Price. The Judge recos-
nigea In the tnav. the grandson of an nfd
time friend, urrell arrives at Judge's
ome. Cavendish famlly on raft rescue
ancy, who Is apparently dead, Price
breaks jull, Belty and Carrington arrive
at BI!II Plain, annibal's rifle discloses
Some startling things to the judge. Han-
bal and Betty moeet again, Murrell ar-
rives In Helle Plain, 1s playing for big
ﬁhu. hne‘o:wuu from long dream-
alesp on rd the raft, Ju Price
akow nlnrtllnﬁ discoveries In looking up
d titles. Charley Norton, a young
who assists the judge, Is mys-
ously assuulted. Norton Informs Car-
ngton that Betty has promised to marry
m. Norton is mysterlously shot. More
ht on Murrell'n plot. le plans upris-
niot negroes, Judge Price, with Hannl-
visits Betty, and she keeps the boy

A8 & companion. In u stroll
with Hannlbal they meet Bess  Hicks,
ughter of the overseer, who warns
ity of danger and counsels her to
eave Helle Fluin at once. Hetty, terrl-
fled, acta on Hess' advice, and on thelr
way thelr carriage s stopped by Blosson
H‘: tavern keeper, and u confederate, and
ity and Hannlbal are made prisoncrs.
The pair are taken to Hicks' cabin, In an
oat Inaccessible spot, and there Mur-
rell visits Bctl‘ and reveals his part In
the plot and his object, Betty spurns
mmud love and the Interview Is
by the arrival of Ware, terrified
p“po-l le outcoms of the crime. Judge
ce, hearing of the abduction, plans ac-
n. The Judge takes charge of the
E uation, and search for the missing ones
instituted. Carrington visits the judge
and allles are discovered, Judge Price
its Colonel F't-mrv-uh where he moeetn
ancy and Cavendish. Becoming enraged,
oo dashes I!llll of whisky into the
's face and a dusl la arranged. Mur-
Il is arreasted for negro stealing and his
bble bursts. The Judge and Mahafty

uss the coming duel,

ity takes

CHAPTER XXVil~(Continued.)

He walted now for the night to
oome, and to him the sun seemed
fized In the heavens. At Belle Plain
Tom Ware was watching it with a
shuddering sense of the swiftness of
its flight. But at Iast the tops of the
tall trees obacured it; It sank quickly
then and blazed a ball of fire beyond
the *Arkansas coast, while its dying
glory spread aslant the heavens, turn-
fog the flanks of the gray clouds to
violet and purple and gold.

With the first approach of darkness
Carrington made his way to the shed.
Hidden in the shadow he paused to
lsten, and fancied he heard difficult
breathing from within. The door
creaked hideously on f{ts wooden
hinges when he pushed it open, but as
it swung back the last remnant of
the day's light showed him some dark
object lying prong on the dirt floor.
He reached down and his hand rested
on & man's booted foot.

“George—" Carrington spoke softly,
but the man on the floor gave no sign
that be heard, and Carrington's queg
tioning touch stealing higher he found
that George—if it were George—was
lying on his side with his arms and
Jegs wmecurely bound. Thinking he
slept, the Kentuckian shook him gent-
iy to arouse bim,

"(eorge?!” he repeated, still bend-
fog above him. This time an inartie-
ulate murmur answered him. At the
same instant the woolly head of the
negro came under his fingers and he
discovered the reason of his silence.
He was as securely gagged as he was
bound.

“Listen, George—it's- Carrington—I
am going to take off this gag, but
don't speak above a whisper—they
may hear us!” And he cut the cords
that held the gag In place. *

“How yo' get here, Mas'r Ca'ing-
ton?" asked the negro guardedly, as
the gag fell away,

“Around the head of the bayou.”

“Lawd!" exclaimed George, In a
tone of wonder,

“Where's Miss Betty?”

“S8he's In the cabin yonder—fo'
the love of God, cut these here other
ropes with yo' knife, Mas'r Ca'ington
=['m perishin’' with ‘em!” Carring.
ton did ae he asked, and groaning,
Qeorge sat erect. “I'm llke 1 was
gone to sleep all over,” he sald,

“You'll feel better In a moment. Tell
me Rbout Miss Malroy??™

“They done fetched us here last
night., | was drivin' Missy into Ral
elgh—her and young Mas'r Hazard—
when fo' men stop us in the road.”

“Who were they, do you know?"
asked Carrington.

“Lawd-—-what's that?"

Carrington, knife in*hand, swung
about on his heel. A lantern’s light
flashed suddenly In bis face and Hess
Hicks, wit® a low startled cry break-
ing from her lips, paused in the door-
way., Bpringing forward Carrington
seized her by the wrist.
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“Hush!" he grimly warned.

“What are you doin’ here?” demand-
ed the girl, as she endeavored to shake
oft his band, but Carrington drew her
into the shed, and closing the door,
set his back against it. There was &
brief sllence during which Bess re
garded the Kentuckian with a kind of
stolid fearlessness. Bhe was the first
to speak. *l reckon you-all have come
after Miss Malroy,” she observed
quletly.

“Then you reckon right,” answered
Carrington. The girl studled bhim
from her level brows.

“And you-all think you can take
her away from here,” she speculated.
“lI ain't afrald of yo' knife—you-all
might use it fast enough on & man,
but not on me. I'll help you,” she
added, Carrington gave her an in-
credulous glance. "You don't belleve
me? That would fetch our men up
from the keel boat. No—Yyo-all's knife
wouldn't stop me!"

“Don't be too sure of. that,” said
Carrington sternly. The girl met the
menace of his words with soft, full-
throated laughter.

“Why, yo' hand's shakin' now, Mr.
Carriogton!”

“You know me?"

“Yes, 1 seen you once at Bogge'."
8he made an Impatient movement.
“You can't do nothing against them
fo' men unlesa | help you. Misa Mal.
roy's to go down river tonight;
they're only waiting fo' a pllot—you-
all's got to act quick!"”

Carrington hesitated.

“Why do you want Miss Mairoy to
escape?”’ he sald:

The girl's mood changed abruptly.

“l reckon that's a private matter.
Ain't it enough fo' you-all to know
that 1 do? I'm showing how It can
‘be done. Them four men on the keel
boat mre strangera Iin these parts,
they're wailting fo' a pllot, but théy
don't know who he'll be. I've heard
you-all was a river-man; what's to
hinder yo' taking the pllot's place?
Looks like yo' was willing to risk yo'
life fo' Mliss Malroy or you wouldn't
be here.”

“I'm ready,” sald Carrington,
hand on the door.

“No, you ain't—jest yet,” interposed
the girl hastlly. “Listen to me first.
They's a dugout tied up 'bout a bun-
dred yards above the keel boat; you
must get that to cross in to the other
side of the bayou, then when Yyo're
ready to come back yo're to whistle
three times—It's the signal we're ex-
pecting—and I'll row across fo' you in
one of the skiffs.”

“Can you see Miss Malroy In the
meantime?"

“If 1 want to, -they's nothin’' to hin-
der me,"” responded Bess sullenly,

“Tell her then—" began Carring-
ton, but Bess Interrupted bhim,

. *l1 know whAt yo' want. Bhe alin't
to c¢ry out or nothin' when she sees
you-all. | got sense enough fo' that,"

Carrington looked at her curiously.

“This may be a serious business for
your people,” he wsald signiticantly,
and watched her narrowly.

“And you-all may get killed. | reck-

in If yo' want to do anything bad

~—
He Was as Securely Gagged as He Was Bound.

enough you don't mind much what
comes after,” she answered with a
bard little laugh, as she went from
the shed.

“Come!" sald Carrington to the ne-
gro, when he had seen the cabin door
close on Bess and her Ilantern; and
they stole across the clearing. Reach-
ing the bayou side they began a noise-
less search for the dugout, which they
quickly found, and Carrington turned

to George. “Can you swim?" he
asked,
“Yes, Maa'r.”

“Then go down into the water and
drag the canoe farther along the shore
—and for God's sake, no sound!" he
cautioned.

They placed a second hundred
yards betwen themselves and the keel
boat in this manner, then he had
Ueorge bring the dug-out to the bank,
and they embarked, Keeping within
the shadow of the trees that (ringed
the shore, Carrington paddled silent-
ly about the head of the bayou.

“George,” he at length said, bend-
ing toward the negro; “my horse s
tied In the woods on the right-hand
ride of the road just where you were
taken from the carriage last night—
you can be at Belle Plain Inside of an
hour."”

“Look here, Mas'r Ca'lngton, those
folks yonder is kin to Boss Hicks, If
he gets his hand on me first don't
you reckon he'll stop my mouth? I
been here heaps of times fotchin' let-
ters fo' Mas'r Tom," added UGeorge.

“Who were the letters for?" asked
the Kentuckian, greatly surprised.

“They was fo' that Captain Murrell;
peems llke him and Mas't Tom was
mized up in & sight of business.”

“When was this—recently?" in-
quired Carrington. He was turning
over this astonishing statement of the
slave over in his mind.

“Well, no, Mas't; seems llke they
ain't so thick here recently.”

“I reckon You'd better keep away
from the big house yet a while,” sald
Carrington. “Instead of going there,
stop at the Belle Plaln landing, You'll
find & raft tied up to the shore; it be-
longs to a man named Cavendish. Tell
him what you know—that I've found
Miss Malroy and the boy: tell bhim to
cast off and drift down hers. ['ll run
the keel boat mground the first chance
1 get, so tell him to keep a sharp
lookout."

CHAPTER XXVIIL.

The Keel Boat.

A few minutes later they had sepa-
rated, George to hurry away in search
of the horse, and Carrington to pass
back along the shore until he gained
a point opposite the clearing. He
whistled shrilly three times, and after
an interval of walting heard the
splagsh of oars and pnnny: BAW A
skiff steal out of the gloom.

“Who's there?' It was Besa who
asked the gquestion.

“Carrington,” he Aanswered.

“Lucky you ain't met the other
man!” she sald as she awept her skill
alongside the bank.

“Lucky for him, you mean. I'll take

\

the oars,” added Carrington, as ha
entered the skiff.

Blowly the clearing lifted out of the
darkness, then the keel boat became

distinguishable; and Carrington
checked the skif by a backward
stroke of the oars.

“Hello!" he called,

There was no ilmmediate answer to
his hall, and he called again as he
sent the skiff forward.

“What do you want?" asked a surly
volce, :

“You want Blosson!"” quickly
prompted the giri In a whisper.

“l want to see Slosson!" sald Car
rington glibly and with confidence,

“Who be you?

“Murrell sent you,” prompted the
girl again, in a hurried whisper.

“Murrell—" And in his astonish-
ment Carrington spoke aloud.

“Murrell?” cried the volce sharply,

“—sent me!" sald Carrington quick-
ly, as though completing an unfin-
ished sentence. The girl laughed nerv-
ously under her breath.

“Row closter!” came the sullen
command, and the Kentuckian did as
he was bidden. Four men stood in
the bow of the keel boat, a lantern
was ralsed aloft and by its light they
looked him over. There was a mo-
ment's sllence broken by Carrington,
who asked:

“Which one of you is Blosson?”

“I'm Slosson,” answered the man
with the lantern. The previous night
Mr, Blosson had been somewhat un-
der the enlivening and elevating in-
fluence of corn whisky, but now he
was his own cheerless self, and rath-
er jaded by the passing of the hours
which he had sacrificed to an Irk-
some responsibility. “What word do
you fetch from. the captain, brother?”
he demanded.

“Miss Malroy is to be taken down
river,” responded Carringtpn.

Slosson swore with surpassing fiu-
ency.

“Say, we're flve able-bodied men
risking our necks to oblige him! You
can get married a damn sight easier
than this if you go about it right—Ii've
done It lots of times.” Not under-
standing the significance of Slosson's
allusion to his own matrimonial eca-
reer, Carrington held his peace. The
tavern-keeper swore again with un-
impalred vigor. “You'll find mighty
few men with more experience than
me,” he asserted, shaking his head.
“But if you say the word—"

“I'm all for getting shut of this!”
answered Carrington promptly, with
a sweep of his arm. *“l1 call thess
pretty close quarters!”

Still shaking his head and mutter
ing, the tavern-keeper sprang ashore
and mounted the bank, where bhis
slouching figure quickly lost itself in
the night.

Carrington took up his station on
the flat roof of the cabin which filled
the stern of the boat. He was remem-
bering that day in the sandy Harony
road—and during all the weeks and
months that had Intervened, Murrell,
working In secret, had moved stead-
fly toward the fuitilment of his de-
sires! Unquestionably he had been
back of the attack on Norton, had in-
spired his subsequent murder, and the
man’'s sinister and mysterious power
had never been suspected. Carring
ton knew that the horse-thieves and
slave stealers were supposed to main-
tain a loosely knit association; he
wondered it Murrell were mnot the
moving spirit in some such organiza
tion.

“If I'd only pushed my quarrel with
bim!" he thought bitterly.

He heard Slosson's shuffiing step in
the distance, a word or two when he
spoke gruffly to some one, Abd & mo-
ment later he saw Betty and the boy,
their forms darkly silhouetted against
the lighter sky as they moved along
the top of the bank. Slosson, with-
out any superfiuous gallantry, heiped
his captives down the slope and
aboard the keel boat, where he locked
them in the cabin, the door of which
fastened with a hasp and wooden peg.

“You're bots now, pardner!” bhe
said, joining Carrington at the steer-
Ing oar.

“We'll cast off then,” answered
Carrington. i

Thus far nothing had occurred to
mar his plans. If they could but quit
the bayou before the arrival of the
man whose place he had taken the
rest would be, If not easy of accom-
plishment, at least within the realm
of the posiible,

“l reckon you're & river-man?! ob
served Slosson.

“All my Iife.”

The line had been cast off, and the
crew with their setting poles were
forcing the boat away from the bank.
All was quietly done; except for an
occasional order from Carrington no
word was spoken, and soon the un-
wieldy craft glided Into the sluggish
current and gathered way., Mr. Blos
son, who cleerly regarded his relation
to the adventure as being of an offi.
eial character, continued to stand aj)
Carrington's elbow,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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LESSON

(By E. O. BELLERS, Director of l\rﬂunq
Department, The Moody Bible Institute,
Chicago,)
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LESSON FOR SEPT. 8

THE MIGSION OF THE TWELVE:

LESSON TEXT-Matt, 9:35 to 10:15 and
10:40 to 11:1.

GOLDEN TEXT-"He that recelveth
you recelveth me, and he that reeciveth
foun recelveth him that sent me."—Matt,

The first verse of our lesson Is &
vivid picture of the life of our Lord,
Going sbout from village to village,
he taught, healed and preached the
good tidings of his new kingdom.
Why? Not only because of his com-
passlonate heart as revealed in the
second verse of the lesson, but also
as a proof of his claims and, “that be-
lleving ye might have life through his
name,” John 20:30, 31. This does not,
however, lessen the force of this sec:
ond verse, for Jesus as the true Shep
herd was Indeed “touched with a feel
ing of our infirmitles.” Seeing the
multitude thus without a shepherd, so
faint and weary as to lay down and
knowing that his great work was to
be carried on by others after he had
“finished" it upon Calvary, he makes
epesial provision by choosing the
twelre and telling them definitely how
to carry on his ministry.

Jesus reallzed that no one man can
minlster to all others except as he
multipliez his personality in the lives
of others. &£o it {s that he gives the
church of today a powerful example of
how to answer the prayer of verse 38
by his practical method suggested in
verse 1 of chapter 10. His vision of
verse 36 is the passion of his life and
he intends It to be the passion of our
lives,

Disciples Restricted.

Following this Introduction we find
a list of the pecullarly chosen ones
who are to be his vice-gerents after
his passing, and from verse 6 on we
find the charge he dellvers to them.
There is In this charge, first, the note
of limitation, verses b to 15; secondly,
the note of warning, verses 16 to 23,
and thirdly the note of comparison,
verse 24 to the end of this chapter
and including 10:1, True, in tbis les-
son we have only the first section, the
limitation together with the final
words of the charge which In reality
amounts to a complete identification
of his apostles with himself and his
life of miniatry.

Notice the grouping of the names
of these disciples. First the three
who formed that lnner circle, Peter,
James and John, and with them An.
drew, who first brought Peter to Je
sus (John 1:41). After these the
names are in groups of two, and It
wns as such they were alterwards
sent out, Mark 6:7. Bo we .oday are
not alone, Matt. 28:20, Acta 1:8.

Let us observe the restriction placed
upon these disciples. They are to
minister not to the Gentiles nor even
the Bamaritans, though Jesus did both
during his life, John 4:4 and Matt.
15:22, but not so these whom he now
is sending, at least not till his work is
complete and Isrnel has had its day
of opportunity, After Calvary this re-
strictlon is removed, as we can see
from the book of Acts. .

Another restriction is In the mes-
sage and the method. The message
‘fs to be the good news of the king-
dom. They are to “herald forth" that
it is at hand. That the Messlah has
come, We are told that they are not
to force the acceptance of their mes-
sage. That in its proclamation they
shall receive all sorts of opposition.
That they must look well to their
own character, they are to be as sheep
amidst wolves, they shall be haled
before courts and potentates, but such
persecution shall be a witness against
their persecutors for "his sake."”

Bearing of Disclples.

What is to be their method? First,
it 1s to be that of absolute depend
ence upon the Father. It is true that
Paul labored with his own hands, but
at the same time he accepted the
bounty of the churches and urged that
such fruit might abound, Phil, 4:10,
16, 17. Jesus is here teaching us thq
other lesson that the “laborer {s wor
thy of his hire” The dieciple is to
heal. The ministry of hospital, nurs.
ing and godly physicians is a marvel.
ous fulfillment of this command. Ob
serve well the minlstry of medical
missions. There Is no greater insph
ration to the Christlan church. What
Is to be the bearing of these disciples?
It is to be that of dignity and self
respect, see Luke 10:5.

While it is true the disciple is to
offer and not to force hia message
upon the people, yet for Israel to re
ject was indeed & worse state than
that of Bodom and Gomorrah., The
ovgrthrow and scattering of the Jew-
Ish nation is a byword in history.

As to the note of compasaion, we
should read all of this chapter.

Remember the dignity of our work.
Remember that we go in the name of
One who came to “shew forth the Fa.
ther,” Remember that as we thus
“forth-tell” and shew forth our Father
and that as we recelve others and oth-
ers recelve us we honor the Father.
Bocial service is good, but let it be
done in the name of a disciple and to
the glory of God the Father, BSuch,
indeed, is the practical life of the
called ones who follow In the steps
of him who came to minister and not
to be ministered unto.

BACKACHE AND
ACHING JOINTS

Toll of

Much paln that
masks as rheu’
matism s due to
weak kidneys—
to thelir fallure
to drive off urle
acld thoroughly.

When you suf-
fer achy, bad gef®
Joints, back- il
ache, too; with |
some ilﬂner
disorders, get
Doan's Kidney
Pills, which
have cured
thousande,

An Illinols Case

Edward Porsche, 1823 Cleveland Ave,
m"“T 1L, snys: “I suftered terribly
from idl\or troubls which resulted In
dm:-y. For three months I was lald up
wit the terrible pains In my back
Doan's xldn«; Pllls came to my rescue
after doctors falled and 1 cannot endorse
them too highly."

Get Doan's at any Drug Store, 50¢c. a Box
Doan'’s Hidns”
e

ALL ABOUT THE PHILOSOPHER

8hort Essay Evidently Written by One
Famillar With This Species of
Animal,

A phllosopher is a man, and rarely
a woman, who, having nothing to do
and being glad of it, puts in his time
explaining the reason that other peo
ple should have for doing things.

Philosophers are not popular be
cause, in the first place, most men are
too busy to listen to them, and, in
the second place, they are satisfled
with their own reason for doing things.

Nevertheless, philosophers are 'Wont
to gravitate toward comfortable stoves
in corner groceries, where men of
vawylng leisures straggle in and to
wards comfortable chairs in universk
tlea where helpless youth are com-
pelled to listen as a part of an awful
punishment called a curriculum.

Whenever a philosopher becomes fa~
mous, it always turns out that he Is
not a philosopher at all, but a sclen-
tist. Simon pure phllosophers never
give Information, because nothing less
than explaining the unknowable will
satisfy them. One phllosopher will
never agres with another philosopher
if be can possibly help it.—Life.

True Worth,

Visitor; “I came all the way from '

the city to consult your lawyer Jones
here. He's & good man, isn't he?"

Uncle Eben: “Nope; we don't con
gider him one, two, three with Smith,
Why Smith's been intrusted with the
local agency of the Knott Kaitting
Needle, the dispensing of Daggett's
Drugless dope, and the demonstrating
of Fasset's Fireless Cooker. That not
only shows that he's got the confl-
dence of such big fellows as them, but
he don't have to depend on his law
hardly at all to make a living."—Lip
pincott’s Magazine.

Saving Trouble.

“Have you read the platforms of the
different political parties?”

“What's the use wastin' time doin’
that?

“1 should think you would want to
find out how to vote intelligently.”

“How to vote Intelligently? My
grandfathe found that cut years ago,
80 what's the use of my botherin'
about t?”

No Chance.
OMce—What's the trouble here?
Mrs. Rooney—There's no trouble!

Me ould man started in to try and
make some, but he found the could not
do 1t!

The Maln Impression.
“What did the minister talk about
in his sermon this morning?™
“About an hour."”

THIRTEEN YEARS
Unlucky Number for Dakota Woman.

The question whether the number
#13" is really more unlucky than any
other number has never been entirely
settied.

A Bo. Dak. woman, after thirteen
years of misery from drinking coffes,
found a way to break the "unlucky
spell.” Tea is just as injurious as cof-
foe because it contains caffeins, the
drug in coffes. Ehe writes:

“For thirteen years I have been &
pervous wreck from drinking coffes.
My liver, stomach, heart—in fact, my
whole system being actuaily poisoned
by it

“Last year T was confined to my bed
for six months. Finally it dawned on
me that coffes caused the trouble.
Then I began using Postum ipstead of
coffee, but with little faith, as my
mind was In such a condition that I
bardly knew what to do next.

“Extrems nervousnes and falllng
eyesight caused me to lose all courage.
In about two weeks after I quit coffes
and began to use Postum I was able
to read and my head felt clear., I am
improving all the time and I will be &
sirong, well woman yet.

“I have fooled more than one person
with a deliclous cup of Postum. Mre.
B, wanted to know where I bought my
fine coffee. I told her my grocer had
it and when she found out it was Pos-
tum she has used it ever since, and
ber nerves are bullding up fine,

“My brain is strong, my nerves
steady, my appetite good, and best of
all, I enjoy such sound, pleasant sleep.”
Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich, Get the little book in
pkgs., “The Road to Wellville®
“There's a reason”

.-Ev:o rend the above letter?
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