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Synopsis,

OHAPTER [.—The story opens with Alfred
Blshop, & Georgin planter, elosing & trade of
$5,000  1n mill st ¢k for 5,000 ncios of monnisin
Iand. Mrs. Bishop sl their son Alan objoet to
the trade, Mrs. Dishop’s brother Abner Dan-
fel tolls & story. 1l ~The sale over. lllrhnr
Dboasts that nis Iand 13 o0 s prospostivo ralirond .
Tompking, the former awinr, hus Just unloadnd
- A tract of 2,000 neres  djoinlng His op’s. 111

Bishyp to Atlints to sun Lawyoe Porkl s,
who told him hout the ralleoad. e has been

deceiyed. Thood min [s 50 eas<t down that hn

returna home without soel: g s hrother Willlam
* or his daughter Adclo, wan Is iy her uncla's 1o

Atlanta, IV —Rsnop hax bought 2,000 seros

of mouatain land Inull st m rigaged his plun

tation. Abner tolis Alan to cousult Rayburn

Miller, a 1ind spoculntor V. —Mlllor teli Alun
“about & dance at “urh'". Alan's sweethes t,

Dolley Barclay, will be thers — Erank illihousoe

18 attentlve to Dolly. Cralg. the banker VI,

—Dolly tells Alan thiut Linr father ohjects to his

. Barclay hins alsp hoeni eaught on

nud, VILL--Mller glves Alan
cynleal advieo on Iove. Dolly’s mather talks to
her of her own loye oxperlonces.  Dolly un-
py. 1IX—Abuosr ~od Hev - M. Dolo discuss

22 A8 ref rmed, X.—Abnur gois to Har-
clay's, and Dolley talks to him of Alan  He
. Alan of his own swesthsrt who died and
~ he stlll loves her. Alan will lope und wait.
- XLand XII—Allen goes to Miller with & pinject
~ for a rallroad to the land. He redeem Polu
" Barker from tho prison gong.

CHAPTER XV.
I'TER supper that evening the
Bishops sat ot on the veran-
dn to got the cool alr before
retiring. There was only one
2glit burning In the house, and that
- Was the little smoky lamp in the kitch-
en, where the cook was washing the
‘dishes. Bishop sat near his wife, his
coat off and vest unbuttoned, his chafr
tilted back azainst the weatherboard-
ing. Abner Danlel, who had been try-
ing ever since supper to cheer them up
In regard to thelir financial misfortune,
sat smoking in his favorite chair near
the banisters, on top of which he now
and then placed his stockinged feet.
“You necdn’t tnlk that a-way, Broth-
er. Ab” sighed Mrs. Bishop. “Yo're
Jest doin' it out.o' goodness o' heart.
We might as well face the truth.
‘We'ye got to step down from the posi-
tion we now hold, an’ present way o
livin', An’ thar's Adele. Pore child!
She sald in ‘er last letter that she'd
ery ‘er eyes out, She was hent on
comin’ home, but ‘er Uncle Willilam
won't let 'er. e said she'd not do any
ﬂm." <
“An’' she wouldn't,” put in Bishop
grofily. “The sight o' you an' Alan be- |
fore me all the time I8 enough to show |,
me what a fool I've been."
3 Yoy are lioth crossin' bridges 'fore
~ you git to 'em,” said Abner. “A lots o'
- folks has come out'n scrapes wuss'n
what yon are In, ten to one. 1 ain't
never mentioned it, but my land hain't !
* got no mortgage on it, an' I could ralse
a few scads to he'p keep up yore in-
trust an’ taxes till you could see yore
vay ahead:”
'r_j'ﬂuh!" snorted his brother-in-law.
Do you reckon I'd let as old a man
48 you are, an' no blood kin, stake his
little all to hielp me out of a hole that
18 gittin® deeper an' wider all the time—

' a hole T deliberately got myse'f into?

“Well, not much!"
* “I wouldn't listen to that nuther,”
~declared Mrs. Bishop, “but not many
men -would offer {t.”
. They heard a horse trotting down
‘the road, and all bent thelr heads to
. lsten, “It's Alan,” sald Abner. “I wa
* thinkin® it was time he was showin'
np_n

Mrs. Bishop rose wearily to order the
cook to get his supper ready, and re-
turned to the veranda just as Alan was
coming from the stable. He sat down
on the steps, lashing the legs of his
dusty trousers with his riding whip.
it was plain that he had something
of importance to say, and they all
walted in impatient sllence.

“Father,” he said, “I've had a talk
with Rayburn AMiller about your land.
He and I have lately been working on
a little {dea of mine. You know there

+ are people who will lend money on real
estate, How would it suit you to bor-
row $25,000 on that land, giving that
alone as security 7’

There was a startled silence, and

Bishop broke it in a tone of great irrl-
tation,
! *“Do you take me fer a plumb fool 7"
he asked. “When I want you an' Mil-
ler to dabble In my business, I'll call
on you. Twenty-five thousand, I say!

It T could exchange every acre of it
fer enongh to lift the mortgage on this
farm an' keep a roof over our heads,
I'd do it gladly. Pshaw!”

There was another sllence, and then
Alan began to explalin.

While he talked Mrs. Bishop sat like
a figure cut from stone, and Bishop
leaned forward, his elbows on his

“knees, his big face in his hands. It
‘was as if a tornado of hope had blown
over him, shaking him through and
through.

“You been doin’ this to he'p me out,”
e gasped, “an’' 1 never so much as
axed yore opinion one way or another.”
“I'd rather gee you make money out
of that purchase than anything in the
avorld,” sald his son, with feeling.
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. “Supper's rafdy, Marse Alan,”

~ “People have made fun of you in your
old uge, but if we can build the road
and you can get your hundred thou-
sand dollars some of these folks will
laugh on the other stde of their faces.”
. Bishop was so full of excitement and
emotion that he dared not trust his
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volee to utterance. He leaned bael
aguinst the wall and cloged his cyes,
pretending to be eahmn. thongzh his alert
wife saw that he was quivering in ev-
#ry limb,

“Oh, Alan,” sha ¢rled, “don’t you sece
how excited your pa 18Y You ought
not to raise his hopes this way on such
an uncertainty., As Mr. Miller said,
there, may be some slip, and ywe'd be
right back where we was and feel
wuss than over.'

Bishop rose from his chair and be-
gan to walk to and fro on the veranda.
“It ain't possible,” they heard him say-
ing. I won't git out as casy aus that—
I jest cayn't!”

“Perhaps it would be wrong to ex-
peet too mueh,” sald Alan, “but I was
obliged to tell you what we are going
in town tor tomorrow."”

Bishop wheeled and paused before
them, “Ef Wilson puts up the money,
I'd have enongh to lift the mortgage
an' a clean $20,000 besides to put in
some good Investment.”

Aunt Maria, the colored cook, came
out and timidly announced that Alan's
supper wuas on the table, but no one
heard her.  She crossed the veranda
and touched the youug man on the
shoulder.

“Supper’'s raldy, Marse Alan,” she
said, “en It's gittin’ col' ergin.”

He rose nnd followed her into the
dining room and sat down in his ac-
customed place at the long table.
When he had eaten, he went back to
the group on the veranda. .

“L think I'll go up to bed,” he told
them.  “My ride and running around
at Darley have made me very tired.
Father, ‘get all your papers together
and let's take an early start in the
morning,”

CHAPTER XVI.
8 Henry, Aunt Maria’s hus-
band, who was the chief
farmhand, was busy patching
fences the next morning,
sent over for Pole Baker to
Alan sat be-

Bishop
drive the spring wagon.
side Pole, and Abner and Bishop and
Mrs. Bishop occupled the rear seats.
Alan knew he could trust Pole, drunk
or sober, and he confided his plans to

the flattered fellow’s ears. Pole seem-
ed to weigh all the chances for and
agalnst success in his mind as he sat
listening, n most grave and portentous
expression on his massive face,

“My opinion 1s the feller 'll be thar as
sghore as preachin’,” he said. “But
whether you git his wad or not—that's
another question. Miller's as sharp as
a bricr, an', as he says, it \Wilson gits
to talkin' about that land to any o
these hill Billies they'll bu'st the trade
or die tryin’. Jest let 'em heer money's
about to change hands, an' it ‘Il make
‘em so durn jenlous they'll swear a lie
to 'keep It away from anybody they
kunow. That's human natur’,”

“I believe you are right,” said Alan,
pulling a long face, “and I'm afraid
Wilson will want to make some In-
quiries before he closes.”

“Like as not,” opined the driver.
“But what I'd do of I was a-runnin’
it would be to git some feller to strike
up with 'ini aceldental-like an' lter'ly
fill ’im to the neck with good things
about the property without him ever
dreamin’ he was beln’ worked.”

The two exchanged glances, Alan
had never looked at a man so admir-
ingly. At that moment he seémed a
glant of shrewdness as well as that of
physical strength.

“I believe you are right, Pole,” he
sald thoughtfully.

“That’'s what I am, an’, what's more,
I'm the onc that could do the fillin’
without him ever knowin' 1 had a fun-
nel in his mouth. I&I can't do it, I'll
fill my hat with saft mud an’ put it
on."”

Alan smiled warmly, *“I'll mention
At to Miller,” he sald. *“Yes, you could
do it, Pole, If any man on earth could.”

Driving up to Miller's office, they
found the door open, and the owner
came out with a warm smile of greet-
ing and aided Mrs. Bishop to alight.
“Well,” he smiled when they had
taken seats In the office. ‘“We have
galned the first step toward victory.
Wilson is at the hotel. I saw his name
on the register this morning.”

The elder Bishops drew a breath of
relief. The old man grounded his
heavy walking stick suddenly, as if it
had slipped through his inert fingers.

“I'm trustin’ you boys to pull me
through,” he said, with a shaky laugh.
“I hain't never treated Alan right, an'
I'm heer to confess it. 1 'lowed I was
the only one in our layout with any
business sense."”

“S8o you are willing to accept the
loan?" safd Miller,

“Willin'? I reckon I am. I never
slept one wink last night fer feer
some'n' 'll interfere with it.”

Miller reflected a moment and then
said: “I am afraid of only one thing, and
that Is this: Not one man In a million
will make a trade of this size without
corroborating the statements made by
the people he is dealing with. Wilson
18 at breakfast by this time, and after
he 18 through he may declde to nose
around a little before coming to me.
I'm afraid to go after him; he would
think I was oyveranxious. The trouble
is that he may run upon somebody
from out in the mountains—there are
a lot in town already—and get to talk-
ing. Just one word about your biting
off *more than you can chaw, Mr.
Bishop, would make him balk lke a
mean mule. He thinks I'm favoring
him now, but let him get the notion
that you haven't been holding that
land for at least & hundred thousand
and the thing would bu'st like a bub-
ble.”

Alan mentioned Pole Baker's propo-
sition. Miller thought it over for a
moment, his brow wrinkled, and then
he said: “Good—a good idea, but you
must call Pole In and let me give him
a few pointers. By George, he could
keep Wilson away from dangerous
people anyway."

Alan went after Pole, and Miller
took him into his consultation room in
the rear. where they remained for
about fifteen minutes. YWhen they came
out, Pole's face was very grave. “I
won't forget a thing,” he sald to Miller,
“I understand exactly what you want.
When I git through with 'lm, he'll
want that land bad enough to pay any-
thing fer iy, an’ he won't dream I'm in
cahoot with you nuther. I can man-
age that. I ain’t no fool ef I do have
fits,"” ¢ Ziv A

Do you remember my description of
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him?" asked Miiler.

“You bet I do--thick set, about fifty,
bald, red facwl, sharp black eyes, iron
gray hair, ni" mighty nigh always with
a clgar i 2oyt

*Phat’s vlght,” lnughet
do your work, aad
you, B§ T
from meddicsome people,”

When LPoie hnd left the office .and
Miller had sesumed his revolving chair,
Mrs, Bishop addressed him, looking
stradght into his eyes.

“L don't see,” she sald in a timig,
hesitating way and yet with a note of
firmness dominating ber tone—“I don't
§ee why we bave to go through all this
trickery to make the trade. Ef the
land 15 good sceurity fer the money,
we needn’t be arfeerd of what the man
will find out. I3f it ain't good secur-
ity, L don’t want his money, as fer as
I'm-concerned.”

“I waus jest thinkin’ that, too,” chimed
in her husband, throwing u troubled
glance all round. *I want money to
help me out o' my scrape, but 1 don't
want to trick no man, Yankee or what
not, Inte totin' my loads. As Betsy
says, It scems to e it the land’s wuth
the money we needn't make such a
great to-do. I'm afeerd I won't feel
exactly right about ir.”

The young men exchanged alarmed
glances.

“You don't understand,” said Miller
lnmely, but he seeined to be unprepared
for views so heretical to financial deal-
logs, and conld not finish what he had
started to say.

“Why" sald Alan testlly, “the land
is worth all Wilson can make out of it
with the atd of his capital and the rail-
road he proposes to lay here.  Father,
you have spent several years looking
up the best timbered properties and
getting good titles to it, and to a big
lumber company a body of timber like
you hold is no small thing. We don't
want to cheat him, but we do want to
keep him from trying to cheat us by
getting the upper hand. Rayburn
thinks If he finds out we are hard up
he'll try to squeeze us to the lowest
notch,"”

“Well," aighed Mrs. Bishop, “I'm
shore I never had no idea we'd resort
to gittin’ Pole Baker to tote anybody
around like a hog after a yeer o' corn.
I "lowed we was golu' to make a open
and shut trade that we could be proud
of an' stop folks’ mouths about Al-
fred’s foolish dealin's. But”—she look-
ed at Abner, who stood in the door-
way leading to the consultation room—
“I'll do whatever Brother Ab thinks
Is right. 1 never knowed 'im to take
undue advantage of anybody.”

They all looked at Abner, who was
smiling broadly.

“Well, 1 say git his money,” he re-
plied, with a short, impulsive laugh—
“git his money, and then, ef you find
he's starvin’, hand 'fm back what you
feel you don't need. I look on a thing
like this sorter like I did on seramblin’
fer the upper holt in wartimes. I re-
member 1 shot stralght at a feller that
wias climbin’ up the enemy’s breast-
works on his all fours, 1 said to my-
se'f, ‘Ef this ball strikes you right, old
chap, 'fore you drap over the buank,
yo're onc less agin the Confederacy;
ef it don't, you kin pop away at me.
I don't think I give "tm anything but a
flesh wound In the back, beca'se he
Jost sagged down a little an' crawled
on, an' that's abont the wust you could
do fer Wilson. 1 believe he ort to hold
the bag awhile. Alf's hung on to it till
his fingers ache an’' he's weak at the
knees. I never did feel like thar was
any harm n passin’ a counterreit bill
that some other chap passed on me.
Ef the government, with all its high
pald help, cayn't keep crooked shin-
plasters from slidin® under our noses,
it ortn’t to kick agin our lookin' out
fer ourse'ves.”

“You needn't lose any sleep about
the Southern Land and Timber com-
pany, Mrs. Bishop,” said Miller, “They
will take care of themselves. In fact,
we'll have to keep our eyes peeled to
watch them even if we get this loan,
Wilson didn't come up here for his
health.”

“Oh, mother’s all right,”” said Alan,
“and so is father, but they must not
chip in with that sort of talk before
‘Wilson."

“Oh, no, you mustn't,” said Miller.
“In fact, I think you'd better let me
and Alan do the talking. You see, if
you sit perfectly quiet he'll think you
are reluctant about giving such big
security “for such a small amount .t
money, and he will trade faster.”

“Oh, I'm perfectly willin' to keep
quiet,” agreed the old man, who now
seemed better satisfied,

Pole Baker left the office with long,
swinging strides. “Cheré was an en-
trance to the Johnston House through
a long corridor opening on the street,
and Into this Pole slonched. The hotel
office was empty save for the clerk,
who stood behind the counter looking
over the letters in the pigeonholed key
rack on the wall. There was a big
gong overhead which was rung by pull-
ing a cord. It was used for announc-
ing meals and calling the porter. A
big china bowl on the counter was filled
with wooden toothplcks, and there was
a showease containing cigars. Pole
glanced about eautiously without be-
ing noticed by the clerk and then with-
drew into the corridor, where he stood
for several minutes listening. Present-
ly the, dining room door opened, and
Wilson strolled out and walked up to
the counter. s

“What sort of cigars have you got?”
he sald to the clerk.

. “Nothing better than 10—three for a
quarter,” was the respectful reply as
the clerk recognized the man who had
asked for the best room in the house.

Wilson thrust his fingers into his vest

pocket and drew out a clgar. “I guess

Miller. “Now
won't forget
keep him away

we

I can make what I have last me,"” he
sald, transforring his glance to I'ole
Baker, who had shambled across the
room and leaned heavily over the open
register. “Want to buy any chickins—
gne fryin’ size?” he asked the clerk,

“Well, we are In the market,” was
the answer. “Where are they 7"

“I didn't fetch 'em in today,” sald
Pole dryly. *“I never do till I know
what they are a-bringin’. You'd bet-
ter make a bid on a dozen of 'em any-
way. They are the finest ever raised
on Upper Holly creek, jest this side o'
whar old man Bishop’s lumber para-
dise begins.”

Pole was looking out of the corner of
his eye at the stranger and saw his
hand, whbich was in the act of striking
a match, suddenly stay itself.

“We don’t bid on produce till we
sce it,” suld the clerk.

“Well, I reckon no harm was done by
my axin',"” sald Pole, who felt the eyes
of the stranger on him.

“Do you live near here?” asked Wil-
son, with a smile half of apology at
addressing a stranger, even of Pole's
humble stamp.

*“No." Pole laughed and waved his
hand toward the mountains in the
west, which were plainly discernible
in the clear morning light. *“No, I'm a
mountain shanghai. I reckon it's fif-
teen mile on a bee Itne to my shack."

“DIid you say you lived near old Mr.
Bishop's place?" asked Wilson, moving
toward the open door which l_c_ul ta tha

}
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veranda,

“I don't know which place o' his'n
you mean,” said Pole when they were
alone ontside and Wilson had Hghted
his clgee That old gcamp owns the
whole o' ereation out our way. Well,
I'll take that back, fer he don't own
any land that haie't loaded down with
trees, but he's got territory cenough.
Some thinks he's goin' to seceed from
the United States an’ elect himself
president of his own country.”

Wilsan laughed, and then he said:

“Have you got a few minutes to
spare?"
“l reekon I have,” said Pole, “ef

you've got the mate to that clgar.”

Wilkon laughed again as he fished
the desired article from his pocket and
gave It and a mateh to Pole. Then he
leaned against the heavy railing of the
banisters. I may as well tell you,”
be sald. “I'm a dealer In lumber my-
self, and I'd like to know what kind of
timber you have out there,”

Pole pulled at the cigar, throst it
well Into the corner of bis month, with
the fire end snic g very near his left
eve, and looked thoughtful, *To tell
you the truth, my fricnd,” he said,” I
railly belleve you'd be Wwastin® time to
£0 over thar” .

*Oh, you think so!" It was a voeal
start on the part of Wilson,

“Yes, sir; the truth is old man Bishop
has simply raked into his dern clutch
ever' aere o' fine timber out that away.
Now, ef you went east, over t'other
side o' the mountains, you mounght pick
out some good timber; but, as I sald,
old man Bishop’s got It all In a bag
out our way. Sawmill?"

“No, 1 don't run a sawmill,” said
Wilson, with an avaricious sparkle in
his eye. “I somctimes buy timbered
lands for a speculation; that's all.”

Pole laughed. I didu't see how yon
could be a sawmill man an' smoke ‘-
gars like this an' wear them clothes,
I never knowed a sawmill mun to make
any money."

“I suppose this Mr. Bishop is buying
to sell again,” sald Wilson tentatively.
“People generally have some such idea
when they put money Into such prop-
erty."”

Pole looked wise and thoughtful. “I1
don’t know whether he {8 or not,” he
said, “but my opinion I8 that he'll hold
on to it till he's in the ground. Ile evi-
dently thinks a good time's a-comin'!
Thar was a feller out thar t'other day
with money to throw at cats.  He's
been tryin’ to honeyfuggle the old man
into a trade, but I don't think he made
a deal with 'fin.”

“Where was the man from?’ Wilson
spoke uneasily,

“L don't railly know, but he ain't
a-goin' to give up. He told Nell Fil-

more at his store that he was goin'
home to see his company an' write the
old man a proposition that ud feteh 'fm
cf thar was any teade'in "tm."”

Wilson pulled out his wateh,

“Do you happen to know where Mr,
Rayburn Miller's lnw office is?' he
aske

“Yes; It's right round the corner, |
know whar all the white men in this
town do business, an' he's as white as
they muke ‘em an' as stealght as a
shingle.,”

“He's an acquaintance of mine,” said
Wilson, “I thought I'd run In and see
him before 1 leave.”

“I's right round the corner an' down
the fust side street toward the court-
honse. [ ‘aln’t got wothin' to do; 'l
p'tut it out.”

“Thank you," said Wilson, and they
went out of the house and down thy:
street together, Pole putling vigorous!y+
at his elgur in the brisk breezo.

“Thar you are,” sald Pole, pointing
to Miller's slgn. “Good day, sir; much
obleeged fer this sinoke,” and with his
bead in the alr Pole walked pust the
office without looking in.

“Good morning," exclaimed Miller as
Wilson entered. **You uare not an early
viser llke we are here in the country.”
He introduced Wilson all round aud
then gave him a chair near his desk
and facing him rather than the others.

*This is the gentleman who owns tha
property, I believe,” said Wilson suave-
Iy as he Indicated Bishop.

Miller nodded, and a look of cunning
dawned In his clear eye.

“Yes. I bave just been explaining
to Mr. and Mrs. Bishop that the mere
signing of a paper such as will be nec-
essary to secure the loan will not bind
them at all in the handling of thelr
property. You know how cautious old-
er people are nowadays Jn regard to
legal matters. Now, Alan here, their
soa, understands the matter thorough.

ly, and his mind {s not at all disturbed.”

Wilson fell into the preliminary trap.
“Oh, no; it's not a binding thing at
all,” he sald. “The payment of the
money back to us releases you-—-that is,
of course,” Wilson recovered himself,
I we make the loan.”

Scveral hearts in the room sank, but
Miller's face did not alter in the slight-
est.  “Oh, of course, if the loan is
made,” he said.

Wilson put his silk hat on the top of
Miller's desk and flicked the ashes
from his cigar into a cuspidor. Then
he looked at Mrs. Bishop suddenly-—-
“Does the lady object to smoking?"”

“Not at all,” said the old ludy; “not
at all”

There was n pause a8 Wilson re-
lighted his cigar and pulled at it in si-
lence, A step sounded on the sldewnlk
and Trabue put his head in at the
door. Miller could have sworn at him,
but he smiled.  *Good morning, squire,”
he sald.

“I see you are busy,” said the in-
truder hastily.

“Just a little, squire.
a few minutes."

“Oh, all elght!”  The old lawyer
moved on down the sidewalk, his hands
in his pockets.

Miller brought up the subject again
with casy adroitness. I mentioned
your proposition to my clients—the

I'll see you in

proposition that they allow you the
refusal of the land at one hundred
thousand, and they have tinally come
round to it, As [ told thew, they could
not possibly market a thing like that
as easily and for as good a price as a
company regularly in the business. |
may have been wrong in giving such
advice, but {t was the way [ felt
about It.” .

Without realizing it, Wilson tripped
in another hole dug by Miller's inven-
tive mind.

“They couldn’'t do half as well with
it,' the Boston man said. “In fact, no
one could, as 1 told you, pay as much
for the property as we can, considering
the railrond we have to move some
where, and our gigantic facilities for
bhandling lumber In  America and
abroad. Still I think, and our directors
think, a hundred thousand is a big
price.”

Miller lnughed as if amused. “That’s
five dollars an acre, you know, but!
I'm not lere to boom Mr. RBishop's
timber land, In fact, all this has
grown out of my going down to At-
lanta to borrow twenty-five thousand
dollars on the property. I think I
would have saved time if I hadn't run
on you down there, Mr. Wilson.”

Wilson frowned and looked at his

clgar,
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wiiling,"” said be, “to make
an ol O oper cent per annum on
two conditiong™

“Weall, out with ther

' lnughed Mil-

n slowly and me-
wint the refusal of
1ty at oue himndred thousand
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fndifference was surprising.
“For whut length of time do you want
the refusal of the property at that fig-
ure?” he asked, almost in a tone of
contempt,

Wilson hung fire, his brow wrinkled
thougzhtfully,

T it is decided positively,” he got
out finuily, “whether we can get a
charter and a right of way to the prop-
erty."

“That's entirely too indefinite to suit
my clients,” said the lawyer. “Do you
suppose, Mr, Wilson, that they want
to hang their property up on a hook
like that? Why, if you didn't attend
to pushing your roud through—well,
they would simply be in your hands,
the Lord only knows how long.”

“But we Intent to do all we cad to
shove it throngh,” sald Wilson, with a
flush,

“You know that is not a businesslike
proposition, Mr. Wilson,” said Miller,
with a bland smile. “Why, it amounts
to an option without any Umit at all.”

“Oh, I don't know,” said Wilson
lumely. “Mr, Bishop will be interested
Just as we are In getting a right of
way through. In fact, it would insure
us of his help. We can't buy a right
of way; we can't afford it. The eitl-
zens through whose property the road
runs must be persuaded to contribute
the land for the purpose, and Mr. Bish-
op, of course, has influence up here
with his neighbors.”

“Still he would be very imprudent,”
sald Miller, “to option his property
without any lmit. Now here's what
we are willing to do. As long as you
hold Mr. Bishop's note for $25,000 un-
paid you shall have the refusal of the
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“Thar you are,"” said Pole.

Jand at $100,600. Now, take my ad-
viee"—Miller was smiling broadly—
“let it stand at that.”

Wilson reflected for a moement, and
then he said: “All right, Let that go.
The other condition is this—and It
need be oiedy o verbal promise—that
nothing be said about my company's
makiog this loan nor our securing the
refusal of the property.”

“That will sult us,” said Miller. “Mr,
Bishop doesn’t care to have the publie
know his business. Of course the
mortguge will have to be recorded at
the courthiouse, but that need not at-
tract attention. I don’'t blame Mr.
Bishop," went on Miller In a half con-
fidentinl tone. *“These people are the
worst gossips you ever saw. If you
meet any of them, they will tell you
that Mr. Bishop has bu'sted himself
wide open by bLuying so much timber
land, but this loan will make him as
solld as the Bank of England. The
people don't understand his dealings,
and they are trying to take It out on
him by blasting his reputation for be-
In} one of the solidest men In his coun-
ty."

“Well, that's all, I believe,” said
Wilson, and Miller drew a blank sheet
of legal cap paper to him and began to
write.  Half an hour later the papers
were  signed, and Miller carelessly
handed Wilson’s crisp pink check on a
New York bank to Mr, Bishop.

“I'here you are, Mr. Bishop,” he said,
with a smile. “You didn't want any
one else to have a finger In that big
ple of yours over there, but you needed
money, and I'll tell you as a friend
that a hundred thousand cash down
will be about as well as you can do
with that land. It takes money, and
lots of it, to make money, and Mr. Wil-
son's company can wove the thing
faster than you can.”

“That's a faet,” sald Wilson in a
tone that betrayed self gratification.
“Now we must all pull together for
the rallroad.” Ie rose and turned to
Miller. *“Will you come with me to
record the paper?"”

“Certainly,” said Miller,
both left together.

The Bishop family were left alone,
and, the strain being lifted, they found
themselves almost wholly exhausted.

“Is it all over?" gasped the old wo-
man, standing up and grasping ber
son's arp.

“We've got his money,” Alan told
her, with a glad smile, “and a fair
chance for more,”

The pink check was fluttering in old
Bishop's hand. Already the old self
willed look that brooked no interfer-
ence with his personal affairs was re-
turning to his wrinkled face.

“I'll go over to Craig’s bank an’' de-
posit It,” he said to Alan. *“It 'll take
a day or two to collect it, but he'd let
me check on it right now fer any rea-
sonable amount.”

“I belleve I'd ask him not to mention
the deposit,” suggested Alan.

“Hul! I reckon 1've got sense enough
to do that.” !

“I thought you intended to pay off
the wortguge on our farm the fust
thing,” ventured Mrs. Bishop,

“We can't do it till the note's due
pext Junuary,” sald Bishop shortly.
“I agreed to keep the money a yeer,
an' Martin Doe 'll make me hold to it
But what do you reckon I care as long
us I've got some'n’ to meet it with?"

Mrs. Bishop's face fell. *“I'd feel bet-
ter about it if it was cleer,” she faltered.
“But the Lord knows we ort to feel
thankful to come out us we have. If
it hadn't been fer Alan— Mr. Miller
sald that, Alan"—

“If you ull hadn't made sech a eter-
nal row,"” broke in Bishop testily, “I'd
'a' hnd more thober land than this.
Colonel Barclay huas as fine a strip as
any I got, an' he's bantered me for a
trade time an' agin.”

Abner Daniel seldom sneered at any-
body, no matter svhat the vrovocation

and they
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“cold feet agalnst his back,

to refrain from it now.
“You've been lookin' for the
three months ke o man that ne

more land,"” he sald, “Jest no furder

could git enough fer yore folly to raise
the debt off'n yore farm you'd die
py, 4n' now yo're a-frettin’ beca'se you
didn't buy up the sides o' the earth an'
give nobody else a foothold. Le' me
tell you the truth, even ef It does hurt
a little. Ef Alan badn't thought o
this heer railroad Idea, you'd 'n’ been
the biggest human pancake that ever
Iny flat in its own grease.”

“I hain't said nothin’ to. the contra-
ry,"” admitted Bishop, who really took
the reproof well. “Alan knows what
I think about 1t.”

Then Dishop and his wife went to
Craig's bahk, and a moment later Mil-
ler returned, rubbing his hands with
satisfaction.

“We got through, and he's gone to
catch his train,” he said.

“It worked as smooth as goose grease,
I wonder what Pole Baker said to him,
or if he saw him. 1 have an idea he
did. from the way Wilson danced to our
musie.”

“Heer's Pole now,” said Abner from
the door. “Come in heer, you triflin’

loafer, an' give an account o' yore-
se'f.”
“l seed 'Im makin' fer the train,’

laughed Pole, “an' so I sneaked in to
see what you uns done. He walked
like he owned the town.”

“It went through like lightnin®, with
out a hiteh or a bobble,” Abner told
him,

“You did noble,” said Miller, whi
Pole and Alan were silently ¢
hands. “Now 1 told you we would:
forget youn. Go downeto Wimbley's and
tell him to give you the hest
clothes he's got and to charge them o
me and Alan."”

'ole drew himscl? up to his ful)
height and stared nt the lawyer with
flashing exyes.

“Blast yore soul!” Lo said. “Dou't
you say a thing like that to me ngin.
I'll have you know I've got feelin's
as well as you or anybody else. I'd cut
off this right arm an’ never wince to do
Alan Bishop a favor, but I'!ll be danged
ef anybody kin look me over after I've
done a little one an' pay me for it in
store clothes, T don't like that one big,
an’ I aln't areerd to

I didn't mean an
apologized Miller 1

“Well, you wouldsz't "' sald it to
some men,” mrowled ole.  “I Know
that. When 1 want pay fer a n;

like that, I'll Jest zo to that corner o
the street an® leok down at that rock
pile whar Alan four one day an
paid me out t to keep me from bein’
the langhin® siock o' this town.”

Alan put his arm over his shoulder

1

“Rayburn didn’t mean any horm,” Le
sald gendy, “You are bo ¢ friends,
and we've had o Ll 3¢ today

Let's not have hard feclings.”
Pole hung his head stubbornly and
Miller extended his hand. Abner Dan

fel was an attentive listener, a half
gmile on his face.
“Say, Pole,”” he sald, with a littie

langh, “you run down to Wimbley's
an’ tell "im ot to wrop up that suit.
I'm a-owin' him a bill, an® he kin jest
credit the value of it on my account.”

Pole laughed heartily and thrust bis
big hand into Miller's,

“Uncle Ab," be said, “vou'd muke n
dog laugh.”

*1 believe yo're right,” said Abner
signiticantly, and then they all roared
at Pole’s expense,

The next day Alan recelved the fol
lowing letter from Dolly Barclay:

Dear Alan—Rayburn Miller told me in
confidence of your wonderful success yes-
terday, and® 1 slmply erled with joy. 4
knew—I felt that you would win, i
this is, as he says, a glorious beginn
I am so proud of you, and I am =0 full
hope today. All our troubles will come
out right some and now that I know
you love me 1 ¢ it. Rayburn would
not have confided uch to me, but he
sald while he would not let me tell father
anything about th ipective ratlrone
he wanted me to | nt him from s
his tract of land ar yours., You Know
my father cogsults me about all his busl-
ness, and he will not dispose of that
property without my knowlog of It. Oh,
wouldn't it be a fine joke on him to have
him profit by your good judgment.

Alan was at the little postol
Filmore's store when he received the
letter, and he folded it and restored it
to its envelope with a heart filled with
love and tenderness. As he walked
home through the woods it seemed to
him that everything in nature was
ministering to hiz boundless happiness.
He felt as light as alr as he strode
along. “God bless her dear, dear little
soul!" he said fervently.

[T BE coxTINGED,)

ONE ARMED MAN’S SKILL.

How He Mannged to Dutton His Coff
10 His Shirt Sleeve,

“When and bow did you lose your
left arny?”

“Iive years ago. I was working in a
factory and got my arm caught in some
belting.”

“Has your right arm become more
serviceable since you lost its mate?”

*Oh, yes. 1 can do almost anything
with my one arm. I used to have
great deal of trouble In dressing my-
self, but it comes easy now. 1 can tie
my shoes, put on a four-in-hand tie, put
«ollar buttons in a new shirt; in fact,
do everything required just as well as
I could when I had two hands.”

“It certainly is wonderful what one

can do if he only has to.”
“Yes; it is, There's only one thing,
however, that T reully pride myseif on
being able to do with 1wy one hand, and
that is to fasten my cuflf. How do you
suppose I do this?™

“Have you some contrivance of your
own that yon use#”

“No."

“Well, I don't see how you do it, It's
beyond me."

“IWhy, I put the enff on the shirt be-
fore putfing on the shirt.”

And he smiled more broadly than
ever.—Indianapolis News.

The mother of the thiee boys had

notleed that when they slept in the
same room they were a long time go-
ing to sleep. A little investigation
brought out the reascn.

“John,” she sald, “what kept you
boys awake so long last night?"

“Bob was telling us storles,” he re
plied.

“But I heard him saying: ‘Boys, I
wish you wouldn’t bother me. I want

to go to sleep!

“Yes,” admitted John. “When he'd
told us one story we'd get out of bed
and run round the room awhile, Then
we would crawl In again and put our
and keep
them there till he told us another.”

Years afterward “Bob'" became a fa-
mous lecturer and story teller, and
that, possibly, 18 the way he got his
start.

PO

“I hadn't thought of this. For the
life of me I don't sce how you do it. )
Do you fasten your cuff with your
teeth

“No.! And the one armed fellow
smiled,

wasd, but It seemed {mpossible for him |

last |
led !

back 'an last night you "lowed of you | F#

! o Could Earaly Get Up,
P, H.
g 8 to certify that [ hayetaken two
of Foley's Kidney Cure
holpad r more +

LA |

¢ hnt s of them gave me
¥ rediel, My druggist recommended
ifoley’s Kidiey Cure and it hos eure

| me. Before commencing its uge I was
In guch a shape that [ conld hardly get
up when once down”.Denton & Ward.

When does a farmer double ups
sheep without hurting it? When he
folds it.

A Dozen Times A Night.
Mr. Owen Dunn, of lenton Ferry,
W. Va, writes; I have had kidney
und bledder trouble for yeare, and it
became eo bad that | was liiged to
get up at least a dozen times o night.
I neyer received uny permanent benelit
irom sny medicine until [ tried Foley’s
Kidaney Cure, After using two bottles,
{ 4 am cured.” Denton & Ward,

When did Moses sleep with five in
hed? When he slept with his  fore-
fathers.

Potent Pill Pleasure,

The pills that are potent in their ac-
tion and pleasant in effect are DeWitt's
Little Karly Risers. W. 8. Phospot of
Albany, Ga, says “During & bliious
attack I took one. Small as it was it
«id me more good than calome! blue
mass or any other pills I ever took and
ot the same time it effected me pleas-
intly, Little Early Risers are certainly
an ideal pill.” Sold by Smith Bros,

Why is 8 newspaper Ilke &n army?
l3ecause it has leaders, columns and
reviews.

Eat All You Want,

Pereons troubled with indigestion or
Dyyspepsia eat all they want if they will
iuke Kodol Dyspepsia Cure, This reme-
Jy prepares the stomach for the recep-
tion, retention, digestion and assimila-
vion of gll of the wholesome food that
may be eaten, and enables the digestive
vrgans to transform the same into the
kind of blood that gives health and
strength, Sold by Smith Bros.

Why are the pages of a book like
the days of man ? ecause they are all
tnmbered.

Save the Ohildren,
Ninety nine of every onehundred
diseases that children have are due to
disorders of the stomach, end thesge
disorders are all caused by indigestion.
Kodol Dyspepsia Cureis just as good
for childeen ws it is for adults. Children
thrive on | s their little stom-
achs i encourages their growth
woa Mrs. Henry Curter,
705 Cent . ville, Tenn., says:
“My Hitle boy is now three years old
il hue veen cuffering from indigestion
ver since Le was horn. I bave had the
best doctors In Nushvllle, but failed to
do him & good. After using one
bottie of Kodol heis a well baby. 1
recommend it to all sufferera.”
Kodol digests what you sat and makes
the stomach sweet. Sold by Smith Bros.

like 8
charged,

Why is an acquitted prisoner
gun? Becunse ha has been
taken up and then lat off,

DoWittls the Name
\When you go to buy Witeh Hazel
sulve look for the name DeWitt on

esch box. The pure unadulterated

Dully of Ashiey, 11, writes,

end it
{
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M.FLEROY Prest. H, A, GRANGER Castier
E, G, HESNER, Asst. Cashier
A. Ii. BLAKE, 1st. V, Presiden
Il. 0. HAEBERLE, 20d, V. Prosident,

]

st National

BANK,

MANCHESTER. IOWA.
CAPITAL. - $50,000

Ceneral

Banking ‘

DBUSINO8S Trusscwa.
Interest Pald on Time Daposits.

(SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES

FOR RENT.
R . Koblnson . M. F
. K. Koblnson, . F. LeRo;
E. M. Carr, M. Beehlor, '
H. A, Grangor A. H. Blako,
1L A, ;‘);t ven, H. O, Haeberle
« HOFt,
CORRESFOITD

ETTE.
First Nationsl Bank, Dubuque, Iowa.
Central National Bunk New York City.
Commoercial National Bank. Chicago, lfls.

Compound Vapor and Sham-
poo Baths,

Baths 53

aases are caused
by poisonous sec

Vapor

and

retions, which
Shampoo,

clo§ the wheels
of NATURE.

The name and
the symptoms
may be different
but the cause of
disease can us-

ually be traced

to the 1mperiect action ot the millions
of pores of the human body. A bath in
accordance with gcientific require
ments is the best preventative and
remedy known, The methods employ-
ed by me are the most scientific ever
invented or discovered for dispelling
disease. Results tell the dtory. Give
me & trial. This is the Conant system
of baths. A competent lady attendant
In charge of the ladiesdepartment.

Office and bath rooms on Franklin
street, opposite Globe Hotel,

W, N. BOYNTON,

Ladies and dents Gold Watches
in all sizes kinds and styles,
Ladies, Gents and Chrildrens: Rings j

from DIAMONDS, OPALS, EMER-
ALDS, PEARLS,ETC., down to
PLAIN GOLD BANDS.

WEDDING RINGS.

SOLID STERLING SILVER FORKS,
TABLE, DESERT and TEA SPOONS,
NAPKIN RINGS, ETC., ETC., ETO)

Alego large line of Best Brands of—

SILVER PLATED SPOONS, -~ RKS,
KNIVES, TEA SETS, WATER SETS

ETC., ETOC.
CARVING KNIVES and FORKS, LADIES

Witen Hazel is ueedin making De
Witt's Witch Ilazel Salve, which is the
test ealve in the world for cuts, burns,
boils, ¢czama and
larivy of DoWitt's Witeh Hazel Saive,
¢due to its many cures. has caused
nimerous worthless counterfeits to be
p'aced on the market, The genuine
ears the name of E, C. DeWitt & Co.,
Chicago. Sold by. Smith Bros,

plles, The- papun-|

GUARD OHAINS, GENTS VEST CHAINS,
EMBLEM RINGS, CHARMS, LOCK-
ETS, GOLD SPECTACLES, MAN-
~ TEL CLOCKS. SILK-TIMpRRL.

LAS, GOLD PENS.

Come and see the. y thinga we

have not epace.*s Hat.
s

W. N. BOYNTON.

Notlce to Patrons of the Manchester
& Onelda Railway Company at
North Manchester Ia.

I wish to call your attention to the
tuct that 8 great number of passengers
«to boarding our trains at that point
«ithout procuring tickets at our down
iuwn oflice, and thereby causing & great
1.8 of revenue to our Railway.

This is to notity you that unlees yon
procure your through tickets from this
station, which may be done by calling
biere or telephoning us to send tickets
with conductor for your destination, I
~ill be obliged to discontinue that
peint as & stop for our trains to pick up
passengers,

T'his 1 do not wish todo, but unless
you co-operate with me in thie matter
1t will be necessary to coms to our sta-
tion to board our train.

JNO. L.SULLIVAN,
Gen, Mgr,

TIRRILL & PIERCE

are Loaning Money as cheap as

any person or corporation.

Belaware CO“IEX

SIATE BANK

Manchester, lowas=

Capital and Surplus $90,000.

—OFFICERS—
Dy - e
CHAS.J. SEEDS, - - . Cashiopcent

C. W. KEAGY, - - Ass't, Cashfer.

—DIRECTORS—
WM. C. CAWLEY, R. W. TIR .
MR A R
. H. LISTON., GEO. .
E. P. SEEDS REAGY, AM:

. 0. W.
CHAS. J.SEEDS,

A genoral banklng business transacted all
branchies, Drafts sold, payable anywhere In the
Unlted States, England, Iteland and Europe.

Interest paid on Time Deposits at
current rates, which can be made in
any sun from one dollar up.

Deposit Boxes for rent, for the storage of
valuable papers. etc., all guarded by ummcn.

Steamship Tickets for sale to and trom all
parts of Europe.

personal checking asccounts recelved

Private
ladles

from

The banking business of the public 1s respect-
fully sollclted, and wo assure all our customers
every accommodation consistent with good busi-

ness
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A Burning Question
Coal

We hand a
choice assortment of the most

have on

desirable grades of soft coal

at the lowest prices consistent

Ty B WD D o T T T T T T T W A B G R

All

promises to be scarce later in

with the market, conl

the season and prices will
rule higher.

HOLLISTER
LUMBER
COMPANY.
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When you want

Fine Furniture

Fair Prices

GO TO

Werkmeister’s

AT

Earlville.

Undertaking Solicited)

F. WERKMEISTER,

\ Earlville, Towa

CAKE BASKETS, BUTTER DISHES, ' .

e e



