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loved and cried very loudly and then |
cerept under it again, But we.” said the |
stars, “are as old as the unknown.” |

e leancd Lis chiin against the palm
of his haud nnd looked up ot them. So |
long he sat there that Lright stars set |
and new ones pose, and yet he sat on.

Then at last he stood up and began i
to loosen the “riem™ from the gable.

What did it matter about the books? |
The lust and the desire for them had
died out. If they pleased to keep them ,
from him, they micht. What matter?
It was a very littie thing. Why hate
and struggle and fight? Let it be as it
would.

and walked back along the vidge of the
house.

By this thme Bonaparte Blenkins had
finished his dream of Trana, and as e
turned himseif round for a fresh dozo
he heard the steps descending the lad
der. His first impulse was to draw
the blanket over his head and his lews
under him and to shout; but, recollect
ing that the door was locked and the
window carctully bolted, he
his head slowly to crop out amo;
blankets and listenced intently.  Who
soever it mizht be, there wias no diner
of their getting at him, so he cliunberaed
out of bed and, going on tiptoe (o the
door, applied his cye to the keyhole.
There was nothing to be $0.
walking to the windosw, he brought his
face as close to the gliss as Lis nose
would allow. There was a figure just
discernible. The lad was not trying
to walk softly, and the heavy shutiling
of the well known “vel-schoens could
be clearly heard through the closed
window as they crossed the stoues in
the yard. 1% arte listened till ti:
had died away round the corner of
wagon housoe, and, feeling thint his o
legs were getting cold, he jumped back
into bed again.
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“What do you keep up in your loft*
Inquired Pounaparte of the Boer woman
the next morning, pointing upward and
elucidating his meaning by the addi
tion of such Duich words as he kuesw,
for the leaun IHottentot was gone hoe.

“Dried skins.” said the Boer woman,

“and cmpty bottles and boxes and
sacks and sonp.”
“You doun’t Lkeep any of your Hro-

visions there—sugur. now ?" said Bonn
parte. pointing to the sugar basin and
then up at the loft.

Tant' Saunie shook hey head.

“Only salt and dried peaches.”

“Dried peaches, eh 7" said Bonaparvte.
“Shut the door, my dear child, shut it
tight,” he called out to I2m, who stood
fn the dininz room.  Then he leanvd
over the eil:ow of the sofa and bro:
his face as close as possible to the Baep
woman's and made signs of eating.
Then he said something she did not
comprehend. then said, *“Waldo, Waldo.
Waldo.” peinted up to the loft, and
made sizns of eating again.

Now a#n inkling of his meaning dawn
ed on the B3 woman's mind.  To
make it ¢l 1 e moved his legs aftoer
the manner of one zoing up a ladder.
appearsd to be opening a door. masti-
cated vigorously, said. “‘I’caches,
peaches. peaches” and appeared to be
coming down the ladder.

It was now evident to Tant' Sannice
that Walde bad Locen in her loft and
eaten her penclies.

To excinpiiry his own sharve in the
procecdings  Bonaparte lay down on
the sofa and, shutting his eyes tightly,
said, “Night, night, night.”” ‘Then he
sat up wildly, appearing to be intently
listening, mimicked with bis feet the
coming down a ladder and looked at
Tant® Sannie. T'his clearly showed
how, roused in the night, he had dis-
covered the theflt.

“1Ie must have been a great fool to
eat my peaches,” said T Sannie,

Taut
“They are full of mites as a sheepskin
and as bard as stones.”

Bonaparte, fumbling in his pocket,
did not even hear her remark and took
out from his conttail a little horsewhip,
nicely rolled up. Bonaparte winked at
the littie rhinceeros horsewhip, at the
Boer woman and then at the door.

“Shall we call bim—Waldo, Waldo*"
he said.

Tant® Saunie nodded and giggled.
There was something so exceeding!y
humorous iu the idea that he was go-
ing to beat the boy, though for her own
part she did not see that the peaches
were worth it.  When the Katiir maid
qame with the washtub, she was sent
to summon Waldo, and Bonaparte
doubled up the little whip and put it in
his pocket. Then he drew himself up
aud prepared to act his important part
with bLeeo ning gravity. Soon Waldo
stood in the door and took off his hat.

“Come in. come in, my lad,” said
Bonaparte, “and shut the door behind.”

The boy came in and stood before
them.

“You need not be so afraid, child,”
said Tant’ Sannie. “I was a child my-
gelf once. IUs no great harm Iif you
have taken a few.”

Bonaparte perceived that her remark
was not in keeping with the nature of
the proceedings and of the little drama
he intended to act. Pursing out his
lips and waving his hand, he solemnly
addressed the boy.

“Waldo, it grieves me beyond expres-
gion to have o summon you for so
painful a purpose, but it is at the im-
perative call of duty, which I dare not
evade. I do vot state that frank and
unreserved couression will obviate the
necessity of chastisement, which, if
requisite, shall be fully administered;
but the nature of that chastisement
may be mitigated by free and humble
confession.  Waldo, answer me as you
would your own father, in whose place
I now stand to you. Have you or have
you not, did you or did you not, eat of
the peaches in the loft?”

i he had tatllen

“Say you took them, boy, say you
took them. Then he won't beat you
much,” sald the Dutchwoman good
naturedly, getting a little sorry for
him.

The boy

raised his eyes slowly and
fixed ti Vil !

el ipon her. Then

suddenly his face dark
blood.

“ISo you haven't got anything to say
to us, enaid Bonaparte, mo-
mentarily o uid
bending forward snark

“Puat what | menu is

grew

my lad?”?

his dignity
with a little
just this, my iad
—whoen it takes 2 bhay three-quarters of
an Lour to il a salt pot and when at 3
o'clock in the morning he goes knoek-
ing about t doors of a loft it's nat-
ural to supuose there's mischief in it.
ItU's cortain there is mischief in it, and
where there's misehief in it must be
taken out,” said Bonaparte, grinning
into the box's face.

with |

saia Bonaparte, patting him on tla
! cheek.

The boy lcoked up at him, not sul
lenly, not angrily. There was @ Id.

Then, feeling that !
trom that high gravity |

which was a5 spice to the pudding and |

the flavor of the whole little teagedy,
Lhe drew himself up. “Waldo,” he said,
“confess to me instantly and without
reserve that you eat the peaches.”

The boy's fiace was white now. His
eyes were on the ground, his hands
doggedly clasped before him.

“What? You do not intend to an-
swer?”

The boy looked up at them once from
under his bent eyebrows and then
looked down fagain. g

“The creaiure looks as if all the
devils in hell were in it,” cried Tant
Sannie.  “Say you took them, boy.
Young things will be young things. I
was older than you when 1 used to
eat ‘bultong’ in my mother's loft and
get the little niggers whipped for it.
Say you took them.”

Jut the boy said nothing.

“I think a little solitary confinement
might perhaps * be beneficial,”  said
Bonaparte. “It will enable you, Wal-
do, to refleet on the enormity of the sin
you have committed against our [a-
ther in heaven, and you may also think
of the subinission you owe to those
who are older and wiser than you are
and whose duty it is to check and cor-
rect you.”

Saying this, Bonaparte stood up and
took down the key of the fuel house,
which hung on a nail against the wall,

“Walk on, my boy.” said Bonaparte,
pointing to the door, and as he follow-
ed him out he drew his mouth express-
ively on one side and made the lash
of the little horsewhip stick out of his
pocket and shake up and down.

Tant’ Sannie felt half sorry for the
lad, but she could not help laughing.
It was always so funny when one was
foing to have a whipping, and it would
do him good. Anyhow he would for-
get all about it when the places were
healed. Had not she been beaten many
times and been all the better for it?

Bonaparte took up a lighted candle
that had bLeen left burning on the
kitchen table and told the boy to walk
before him. They went to the fuel
house. It was a little stone erection
that jutted out from the side of the
wagon house. It was low and without
a window, and the dried dung was
piled in one corner, and the coffee mill
stood in another, fastened on the top
of a short post about three feet high.
Bonaparte took the padlock off the
rough dooi.

“Walk in, my lad,”’ he said.

Waldo obeyed sullenly. One place to
him was much the same as another,
e had no objection to being locked
up.

Bonaparte followed him in and closed

the door carvefully. He put the light
down on the neap of dung in the corner
and quietly introduced his hand under
his coattails and drew slowly from his
pocket the end of a rope, which he con-
cealed behind hifm.

“I'm very sorry, exceedingly sorry,
Waldo, my lad, that you should have
acted in this manner. It grieves me”
said Bonaparte.

He movad round toward the boy's
back. ITe hardly liked the look in the
fellow’s eyes, though he stood there
motionless. If he should spring on
him!

So he drew the rope out very care-
fully and shifted round to the wooden
post. There was a slipknot in one end
of the rope, and a sudden movement
drew the boy's hands to his back and
passed it round them. It was an in-
stant’s work to drag it twice round the
wooden post.  Then Bonaparte was
safe.

For & moment the boy struggled to
free himself. Then he knew that le
was powerless and stood still.

“Horses that kick must have their
legs tied,” said Bonaparte as he passed
the other end of the rope round the
boy’s knees. “And now, my dear Wal-
do,” taking the whip out of his pocket,
“I am going to beat you.”

He paused for a moment.
perfectly quiet.
other’s breath.

“*‘Chasten thy son while there is
hope,”” said Bonaparte, “ ‘and let not
thy soul spare for his crying’ Those
are God's words. I shall act as a fa-
ther to you, Waldo. I think we had
better have your naked back.”

He took out his penknife and slit the
shirt down from the shoulder to the
walst.

“Now,” said Bonaparte, “I hope the
Lord will bless and sanctify to you
what I am going to do to you.”

The first cut van from the shoulder
across the middle of the back. The
second fell exuctly in the same place.
A shudder passed through the boy’s
frame.

“Nice, eh?” said Bonaparte, peeping
round into his face, speaking with a
lisp, as though to a very little child.
“Nith, eh?"

But the eyes were black and luster-
less and secmed not to see him. YWhen
he had given 16, Bonaparte paused in
his work to wipe a little drop of blood
from his whip.

“Cold, eh? What makes you shiver

It was
They could hear each

so? Perhaps you would like to pull up
your shirt? But I’ve not quite done
yet.”

When he had finished, he wiped the
whip again and put it back in bhis
pocket. IIe cut the rope through with
his penknifé and then took up the
light.

“Yon don’t seem to have found your
tongue yet. how ied

forgotten to cry?
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It was almost morning. Waldo lay
with his face upon the ground at the
foot of the fuel heap. There was a
ronnd hole near the ton of the door
where a knot of wood had fallen out,
and a stream of gray light came in
through it.

All, it was going to end at last! Noth- |
Ing lasts forever, not even the night. |
Hew was it he had never thought of
that before? For in all that long dark |

night he had been very strong, had
never been tired, never felt pain, had
run on and on, up and down, up and
down. Ife had not dared to stand still,
and he had not known it would end.
He had been so strong that when he

struck his head with all his force upon
the stone wall it did not stun him nor
pain him. oniy made him laugh. That
wias a dreadiul night.  When he celasp-
ed his hands frantically and prayed,
“0O God, my beautiful God, my sweet
(God, once, only once, let me feel you
near me tonight!”” he could not feel
him. He prayed aloud, very loud, and
ho 2ot no answer. When he listened,
it was all quite quiet, like when the
priests of Baal cricd aloud to their god,
“0 Baal, hear us; O Baal, hear us!”
Hut Baal was gone a-hunting.

That was a long, wild night, and wild
thoughts came and went in it; but they
left their marks behind them forever;
for, as years cannot pass without
leaving their traces behind them, nei-
ther can nights into which are forced
the thoughts and sufferings of years.
And now the dawn was coming, and at
last he was very tired. He shivered
and tried to draw the shirt up over his
shoulders. They were getting stiff. He
had never known they were cut in the
night. He looked up at the white light
that came in through the hole at the
top of the door and shuddered. Then
he turned his face back to the ground
and slept again.

Some hours later Bonaparte came to-
ward the fuel house with a lump of
bread in his hand. e opened the door
and peered in. then entered and touch-
od the fellow with his boot. Sceing that
Le breathed heavily, though he did not

rouse, Bonaparte threw the Dbread
down on the ground. He was alive.
That was one thing. He bent over

him and carefuliy seratched open one
of the cuts with the nail of his fere:
finger, examining with much interest
his last niglt’'s work. He would have
to count his sheep himself” that day.
The boy was literally cut up. e lock-
ed the door and went away again.

“*Oh, Lyndall." said Em, entering the
dining room and bathed in tears that
afternoon, “1 have been begring Boua-
parte to let him out, and he won’t,”

“The more you beg the more he will
not,” said Lyndall.

She was cutting out aprons on the
table.

“Oh, but it's late. and 1 think they
want to kill him.” said IEm, weeping
bitterly; and. finding that no more con-
solation was to be gained from her
cousin, she went off blubbering, *1
wouder you can cut out i rons when
Waldo is shut up like that.

IPor ten minutes after she was gone
Lyndall worked on quietly. Then she
folded up her stufl, rolled it tightly to-
gether and stood before the elosed door
of the sitting room with her hands
closely clasped. A flush rose to her
face. She opened the door quickly,
walked in and went to the nail on
which the key of the fuel room hung.
Bounaparte and Tant’ Sannie sat there
and saw her.

“What do you want?”’
gether.

“This key,” she said, holding it up
and looking at them.

“Do you mean her to have it?’ said
Tant’ Sannie in Duteh.

“Why don’t you stop her?’ asked
Bonaparte in English.

““Why do 't you take it from her?”’
sald Tant’ sannie.

So they looked at each other, talking,
while Lyndall walked to the fuel house
with the key, her underlip bitten in.

“Waldo,” she said as she helped him
to stand up and twisted his arm about
her waist to support him, “we will not |
be children always. We shall have the
power, too, some day.” She kissed his
naked shoulder with her soft little
mouth. It was all the comfort her
young soul could give him. i

they asked to-

CHAPTER XIII.

HE MAKES LOVE.
“Here,” said Tant’ Sannie to her
Hottentot maid, “l have been in this
house four years and never been up

 remained

in the loft. Ifatter women than 1 go
up ladders. 1 will go up today and
see what it is like and put it to rights
up there. You bring the little ladder |
and stand at the bottom.” !

“There's one would be sorry if you |
were to fall,” said the Hottentot maid, |
leering at Bonaparte’s pipe, that lay
on the table.

“Hold your tongue, jade,” said her
mistress, trylng to conceal a plcused‘
smile, “and go and fetch the ladder.” {

There was a never used trapdoor at E
one end of the sitting room. This the
Hottentot madd pushed open, and, set- |
ting the ladder against it, the Boer |
woman with some danger and dithi-
culty climbed into the loft. Then the
Hottentot malid took the ladder away,
as her husband was mending the
wagon house and needed it, but the
trapdoor was left open.

For a little while Tant’ Sannie poked |
about amoug the empty bottles and |
skins and looked at the bag of peaches !
that Waldo was supposed to have liked |
80. Then she sut down near the trap- |
door beside a barrel of salt mutton. |
She found that the pleces of meat were |
much too large and took out her clasp |
kuife to divide them.
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no—when his rvieh aunt with the

dropsy i dead. She smiled as she

dived her hand into the piekle water.
At that instant her nicee entered the

room below, closely followed by Bona- |
parte, with his head on one side, smil-
ing mawkishiy, Had 'Tant’ Sannie
spoken at that moment the life of !
Jonaparte Elenkins would have run a
wholly different course.  As it was, she
silent, and neither noticed
the open trapdoor above their heads.
“Sit there, my love,” said Bonu-

| parte, motioning Trana into Ler aunt's

elbow chair and drawing another close
up in front of it, in which he seated
himself.  “There; put your feet upon
the stove too.
somewhere. Long have I waited for
this auspicious event!” !
Trana, who understood not one word !
of Iinglish, sat down in the chair and |
wondered if this was one of the strange |
customs cf other fands—that an old |
genteman nay bring his chair up to
yours and sit with his Knees toueching
you. She had been five days in Bona- |
parte’s company and feared the old |
man and disliked his nose. !
“How long have I desired this mo-i
i

22

ment!”" said Donaparte. “But that
aged relative of thine is always casting !
Ler unhallowed shadow upon us. Look
into my eyes, Trana.”

Bonaparte knew that she compre-
hended not a syllable, but he under-
stood that it is the eye, the tone, the
action, and not at all the rational woid,
that touches the love chords. He saw
she changed color.

““All night.” said Bonaparte, *I lie
awake. I see naught but thy angelic
countenance. I open my arms to re-
ceive thee. Where art thou, where?
Thou art not there!” said Bonaparte,
suiting the action to the words and
spreading out his arms and drawing
thew to his breast.

“Oh, please, I don't understand.” s:iid
Trana. *1 want to go away.”

*“Yes, yes.” said Bonaparte, leaning
back in his chair, to her great relief,
and pressing his hands on his heart,
“since first thy amethystine counte-
nance was impressed here, what have L
not sutfered. what have I not felt? Oh,
the pangs unspoken, burning as an ar-
dent coal in o fiery and uncontaminat-
ed bosom!" said Bonaparte, bending
forward again.

“Dear Lord.” said Trana to herself,
“*how foolish 1 have been! The old
man has a pain in his stomach, and
now, as my aunt is out. »e has come to
me to belp him.”

She smiled kKindly at Bonaparte and,
pushing past him. went to the bedroom,
quickly rveturning with a Lottle of red
drops in her band.

“They are very good for ‘benaauwd-
heit.” My mothier always drinks them,”
she said, holding the bottle out.

The face in the trapdoer was a fiery
red. Like a tiger cat ready to spring.
Tant® Sannie crouched, with the shoul-
der of mutton in her hand. Exactly
beneath her stood Bonaparte. She rose
and clasped with both arms the barrel
of salt meat.

“What, rose¢ of the desert, nightin-

gale of the colony., that with thine
aiaorous  Iny  whilest the lonesome
Light!™ cried Bonaparte, scizing the

hand that held the “vonlicense.” “Nay,
struggle not! IPly as a stricken fawn
into the arms that would embrace thee,
thou"—

Here a stream of cold pickle water,
heavy with ribs and shoulders, de-
scending on his head, abruptly ter-
minated his speech. Half blinded, Bona-
parte looked up through the drops that
hung from his eyelids and saw the red
face that looked down at him. With
one wild c¢ry he fled. As he passed
out at the front door a shoulder of mut-
ton, well directed, struck the black
coat on the small of the back.

“Bring the ladder! Bring the ladder!
I will go after him!” eried the Boer wo-
man as Boonaparte Blenkins wildly tled
into the ficlds.

L * . < » * -

Late in the evening of the same day
Waldo knelt on the floor of his cabin.
He bathed the foot of his dog which
had been pierced by a thorn. The
bruises on his own back had had five
days to heal in, and, except a little
stiffness in his movements, there was
nothing remarkable about the boy.

The troubles of the young are soon
over. They leave no external mark.
If you wound the tree in its youth, the
bark will quickly cover the gash; but
when the tree is very old, peeling the
bark off and looking caretully, you will
see the scar there still.  All that is
buried is not dead.

Waldo poured the warm milk over
the little swollen foot. Doss lay very
quiet, with tears in his eyes. Then
there was a tap at the door. In an in-
stant Doss looked wide awake and
winked the tears out from between his
little lids.

“Come in,” said Waldo, intent on his
work, and slowly and cautiously the
door opened.

“Good evening, Waldo, my boy,” said
Bonaparte Blenkins in a mild voice,
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Withont a Garland Heater
or a lovely Steel Range. We
don't take a back seat for
any Steel Range or Cook
Stove on the market.
us a call and
stoves and get our price.

Give

inspect our

J. G. WYGANT.
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Your aunt has gone nut; The United States Cream Separator,

with its tripple current,
will make your yield 30
. per cent. greater than
the gravity or old sys-
tem. Can furnish you
machines of sizes suita-
s iz ble for from ten cows
f up. Also are headquar-
ters for gasoline engines.
Dog and pony powers
and . dairy machinery
and supplies.

N. E. WESCOT1, Denison, Iowa.
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Three Farms For Sale

One 174} acres, nearly all in cultivation, a splendid orchard, good large
barn nicely arranged, feed sheds, good house with large rooms, good well
and two cisterns. Price $4500—Part on time.

If‘nr.m of 160 acres in fine state of cultivation, good house, barn and out-
building, all fenced, good orchard, plenty of wood. Price $27 per acre—
Part on time.
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Farm of 20 acres, 1 of a mile from court house, fine land, good house,
fine flowing well, some fruit, a fine place for chicken or hog raising as
there is thousands of acres of timber joining. Price $700—Part time.
VERSAILLES,

Morgan County, Missouri.
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ohureh, Setool
and Platiorm

FURNITURE

And Supplies. Natural
Slate Blackboards a Spec-
ialty. American Flags,
School and Factory Bells.
The best goods. Estimates
furnished. Bids made. Save
money by addressing

POSTOFFICE BOX 139,
DENISON, IOWA.

Wm. Marshall,

With our thirty years of experience in the banking business and our
large capital and constant increasing deposits we are able to take care
of our customers at the lowest rates.
drawn at sight.
six and four per cent for twelve months.
loaning money on cattle to be fed for market.
short time.

Also make first mc rtgage loans on improved farms at current rates.

not venturing move than his nose with-
in the door. *“How are you this even-
ing?”

Doss growled and showed his little
teeth and tried to rise, but his paw
hurt him so he whined. »

“I'm very tired, Waldo, my boy,”
said Bonaparte, plaintively,

Doss showed his little white tecth
again. HIis master went on with his
work without looking round. There

are some people at whose hands it is |

best not to look.
“Come in.”

At last he said:

|
Bonaparte stepped cautiously a little

way into the room and left the door
open behind him. He looked at the
boy's supper on the table.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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W. A. McCHENRY, Pres. SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier

First National Bank.

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, - - $125.000.00.
DEPOSITS, - - - - 425.000.00.
LOANS, - - - - 450.000.00.

Deposits received subject to be
Time certificates issued drawing three per cent for
We make a specialty of
Money to loan on

We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell steamship
tickets for foreign parts. Our officers speak German. We solicit
your patronage.

ORISR SN DL WU i

T™eClure’s

Nagazine.

NOTABLE FEATURES FOR

1900.

The Life of the Master.

BY THE REV. JOHN WATSON, D. D.

Author of ““The Mind of the Master,” ‘‘Beside the Bonnie
Brier Bush,”" Etc. Illustrated, largely in colors,
from pictures made in Palestine by
Knapp Linson
A Novel by ANTHONY HOPE.
Short Stories by MARK TWAIN.
Contributions by RUDYARD KIPLING.

Science and Exporation.
The Hottest Heat Lieut. Perry’s Latest Cam-
Filter Plants of Europe paignForithelBole

3 3 y Warman’s Account of
Bacterioloy in Commerce ‘the Klondike Railroad.
The Inside of the Earth

On the Greatest Ship Afloat

Short Storief by such weli known writers as Bret
Harte, Cy Warman, Booth Tarkington, Shan F. Bullock,
Tighe Hopkins, Robert Barr, Clinton Ross, W. A.

Fraser.
Hob-
Baker,
H()llt-

Interesting Articles licut. Richmond P,
son, Capt. Joshua Slocum, Hamlin Garland, R, S.
Rev. Cyrus T. Brady, Prof E. S. Holden, Ex-Gov.
well and others.

AMe O, ©. Wellure Company,
200 Sast 25th St., New York City, W. ).
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