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Synopsis. 
CHAPTER I.—'The story opj»ns with Airrtul 

Bishop, a Georgia plantar, oIokUii; n traih* nf 
$6,000 in mill st ck fnro.ooo iiu:u« ol ni mn-.Hln 
land.Mrs. Bishop uml thotr son Alan uhjunt to 
the trade. Mrs. Bishop's brother Abner 1»»n-
leltellsa story. II -Tho k»1» over, Ntwb»ii 
boasts that Mb laud U on » pmspo.alvo rallrnari. 
Tompkins, the former «»»VM«r, hits Juki uMomlfld 

- a tract of 2,000 acres rijoinlitK His op's. HI — 
Blatnp coos to Atl %nt\ In sue La*>rycr Porhh s. 
Who tola htm About tho railroad, tie has been 
deceived. Thoo d in >n is so n»«<t down that hi» 
returns home without «nel>-g his hrothnr William 
or his daughter Adcle. wmlsuu uer mirlo's in 
Atlanta. IV —B siop !ns h-.uirht Sn.noo sores 
of raouataln land Inallan i m rtgugod his plan 
tation. Almnr tolls Alan to consult Ka.vtvjrn 
Miller, A Innd gpemilutnr V.—Mlllor tell* M»u 
about a dance at t>aru»y. Alon s swoe'lip-i t. 
Dolley Barclay, will be thor* Frank Hllihnuxn 
Is attentive to Q««lly. Cr»l|c. the banker. VI. 
—Dolly tells Alan that h»r fntli«.<r objects to his 
love quoit. Barclay has also horn' caught ou 
mountain laud.' VIU—MHInr Kivns Alan 
cynical advlco on love. lHiliy'n ramhor talks to 
her . of her own love oxprrhww. Dolly un
happy. JX—Abn«r !>mi Krv - Mr. l)oh* <Uhcii*s 
religion, l'ole Baker, tho cx- • nnnsiilner, whom 
•lan has rot rnied. X.—Alimtr k<w»s u» i^r-
clay's, and Dolley talk* to him of Alan Ho 
fcelfa Alan of his own sweethn «ri who died and 
hestlU love* her. Al;»n will 1|ojm» uu.I wait. 
XI andXLI—Allen coos to Miller with a prntnet 
for a railroad to the land. He redeem rol<i 
llarker from tho prison gone. s 

CHAPTER XV. 
. JTT^FTER supper that evening the 

Bishops s«t o;.i ou tlie veran-
tKQiw dn to ge* tho cool ulr before 
QSsfiSI retiring, There was only one 
light burning in the house, and that 
was tho little smoky lamp In the kitch
en, where the cook was washing the 

.dishes. Bishop sat near his wife, his 
coat off and vest uubuttoned, his chair 
tilted back against the weatherboard-
lng. Abner Daniel, who hnd been try
ing ever since supper to cheer them up 
in regard to their financial misfortune, 
sat smoking in his favorite chair near 
the banisters, ou top of which he now 
nnd then placwl his stockinged feet. 

"You needn't talk that a-way,"'Broth-
er. Ab," sighed Mrs. Bishop. "Yo're 
jest doin' it out.o* goodness o* heart. 
We might as wfcll face the truth. 
We've got to step down from the posi
tion we now hold, an' present way o* 
liviu\ An' tlwr's Adele. Pore child! 
She said; in 'er last letter that she'd 
cry 'er eyes, out. She was bent on 
comln* home, but *er Uncle William 
won't lot 'er. lie said she'd not do any 
good:" 

"An* she wouldn't," put in Bishop 
gruffly. "The. sight o' you an* Alan be
fore me all the time is enough to show 
tne what a fool I've been." 

"You are both crossin' bridges 'fore 
you git to 'em," said Abner. "A lots o* 
folks has come out'u 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 raise 
a few scads to he'p kgep up yore in
trust an' tn\ps till you could see yore 

fTvay aheodf* 
^V'Huh!' snorted his brother-in-law. 

Y^Do you reckon I'd let as old a man 
us you are, an' no blood kin, stake his 
little all to help me out of a hole that 
1b gittin' deeper an' wider all the time— 

. a hole I deliberately got myse'f into? 
.Well, not much!" 

"I wouldn't listen to that nuther," 
declared Mrs. Bishop, "but not many 
men would offer it" 

They heard u horse trotting down 
the road, and all bent their heads to 
listen. "It's Alan," said Abtier. "1 was 
thlnkln' it was time be was showin' 
up." 

Mrs. Bishop rose wearily to order the 
cook to get his supper ready, and re
turned to the verauda just as Alan -was 
coming from the stable. He sat down 
on the steps, lashiug the legs of his 
dusty trousers with his riding whip. 
It was plain that he had something 
of - importance to say, and they all 
malted in Impatient silence. 

"Father," he said, "I've had a talk 
with Rayburn Miller about your land. 
He and I have lately been working on 
a little Idea 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?" 

There wus a startled silence, and 
Bishop broke it In a tone of great irri
tation. 

1 "Do you take me fer a plumb fool?" 
he asked. "When I "want you an* Mil
ler to dabble in my business, I'll call 
on you. Twenty-five thousand, I say! 
If I could exchange every acre of it 
fer enough to lift the mortgage on this 
farm an' keep a roof over our heads, 
I'd do It gladly. Pshaw!" 

There was another silence, and then 
Alan began to explain. 

While he talked Mrs. Bishop sat like 
a figure cut from stone, nnd 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 nnd. 
through. 

"You been dohi' this to he'p me out," 
tie gasped, "an' I never so much as 
axed yore opinion one way or another." 

"I'd rather see you make monqy out 
of that purchase than anything in the 
world," said his son, with feeling. 

Marse Alan." 
"People have made fun of you in your 
old age. but if we can build the road 
and you can got your hundred thou
sand dollars some of these folks will 
laugh on the other side of their faces." 

Bishop was so full of excitement and 
^gjotiog that, -he darefl. nat^trijat^hi* 

Ifs 

voice to utterance. Ho leaned back 
against the wall nnd closed his eyes, 
pretending to be calm. 1liou?:h his nlert 
wliV saw that he was quivering in ev
ery Minb. 

•Oil. Alan," she erltHl. "don't you see 
how excited your pa lav xou ought 
not to raise his hopes this way on such 
an uncertainty. As Mr. Miller said, 
there, may be some slip, and yvo'd be 
right back where wc was and feel 
wuss than ever." 

Bishop rose from his chair and be
gan to walk to and fro on the veranda. 
"It ain't possible," they heard bim say
ing. "I won't git out as easy as that— 
I jest cay n't!" 

"Perhaps it would be wrong to ex
pect too much," said Alan, "but 1 was 
obliged to tell you what we are going 
in town for tomorrow." 

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

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

"Supper's raidy, Marse Alan," she 
said, "en it's gittin' col' ergin." 

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

"I 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 lot's take an early start in the 
morning." 

CHAPTER XVI. 

A IS Henry, Aunt Maria's hufc-
| band, who was the chief 

farmhand, was busy patching 
fences the next morning, 

Bishop sent over for Pole Baker to 
drive the spring wagon. Alan sat be
side Pole, nnd Aimer and Bishop and 
Mrs. Bishop occupied the rear seats. 

Alan knew lie could trust Pole, drunk 
or sober, and he conlldcd his plans to 
the flattered fellow's ears. Pole seem
ed to weigh all the chances for and 
against success in his mind as he sat 
listening, a most grave and portentous 
expression on ids massive face. 

"My opinion is the feller '11 be thar as 
shore as preaehin'," he said. "But 
whether you git ids wad or not—that's 
another <iuestion. Miller's ns sharp as 
a brier, an', as he says, if Wilson gits 
to talkin* nbout that land to any o' 
these hill Billies they'll bu'st the trade 
or die tryin'. Jest let 'em beer money's 
about to change hands, an' it '11 make 
'em so durn jealous they'll swear a lie 
to 'keep it away from anybody they 
kiiow. That's human nntur\" 

"I believe you are right," said Alan, 
pulling a long face, "aud 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 Mm accidental-like an' liter'ly 
fill Mm to the neck with good things 
about the property without him ever 
dreamiu' he was bein' worked." 

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

"I believe you are right, Pole," he 
said thoughtfully. 

"That's what I am, an', what's more, 
I'm the one that could do the flllin' 
without him ever knowiu' I had a fun
nel in his mouth. If> I can't do it, I'll 
fill my hat with saft mud an' put it 
on." 

Alan smiled warmly, "IM1 mention 
It to Miller," he said. "Yes, you could 
do it, Pole, If any man on earth could." 

Driving up to Miller's office, they 
found the door open, aud 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 
gained tho first step toward victory. 
Wilson is at the hotel. I saw his name 
on the register this morning." 

The elder Bishops drew u 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 mo 
through," he said, with a shaky laugh. 
"I hain't never treated Alan right, an' 
I'm beer to confess it. I Mowed I was 
the only one iu our layout with any 
business sense." 

"So you are willing to accept the 
loan?" said Miller. 

"Willin'? I reckon I am. I never 
slept one wink last night fer feer 
some'n' Ml 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 tho statements made by 
the people he is dealing with. Wilson 
is at breakfast by this time, and after 
he is through he may decide to nose 
around a little before coming to me. 
I'm afraid to go after him; he would 
thluk I was overanxious. ThG trouble 
is that he may run upon somebody 
from out In the mountains—there are 
a lot iu 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 like a 
mean mule. Ho thinks I'm favoring 
him now, but let him get the notion 
that you hnven't been holding that 
land for at least a 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 Polo 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. When they came 
out, Pole's face was very grave. "I 
won't forget a thing," be said to Miller. 
"I understand exactly what you want 
When I git through with Mm, he'll 
want that land bad enough to pay any
thing fer it, 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." 

l&^ou remember my description of 
v> 

himV aaUvti Miiler. 
"You but 1 do—thick set, about fifty, 

bald, red raced, sharp black eyes, iron 
gray hair, tin' mighty nigh always with 
a .cigar kiifi.s i.ioiuh.'' 

"That'M right," hmghed Miller. "Now 
do your work, and -we won't forget 
you. f'»y ail nu.-aias keep him away 
from meddlesome people." 

When role had left tho office and 
Miller had resumed his revolving chair, 
Mrs. Bishop addressed bim, looking 
straight Into his eyes. 

"I don't see," she said in a timid, 
hesitating wuy and yet with a note of 
firmness dominating her tone—"I don't 
see why we have to go through all this 
trickery to make the trade. Ef the 
land is good security fer the money, 
we needn't be niVerd of what the-man 
will iind out. Ef it ain't good secur
ity, I don't want his money, as fer as 
I'm concerned." 

"I was jest thlnkln' that, too," chimed 
In her husband, throwing a troubled 
glance all round. "I want money to 
help me out o* my scrape, but I don't 
want to trick no man, Yankee or what 
not intr. totin' iny loads. As Betsy 
says, it seems to me if 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 it."s 

MMie young men exchanged alarmed 
glances. 

"You don't understand," said Miller 
lamely, but he seemed to be unprepared 
for views so heretical to financial deal
ings, andvconld not finish what he had 
started to say. 

"Why," said Alan testily, "the land 
is worth all Wilson can make out of it 
with the aid of his capital and the rail
road he proposes to lay here. Fatjier, 
you have speht 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. Uayburn 
thinks if he finds out we are hard up 
hoMl try to squeeze us to the lowest 
notch." 

"Well," flighed Mrs. Bishop, "I'm 
shore I never had no idea we'd resort 
to gittiu' Pole Baker to tote anybody 
around like a hog after a yeer o' corn. 
I 'lowed we was goin' to make a open 
and shut trade that we could be proud 
of an' stop folks' mouths about Al
fred's foolish dunlin'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. I never knowed 'im to take 
undue advantage of anybody." 

They all looked at Abner, who was 
smiling broadly. 

"Well, I say git his money," he re
plied. with a short, Impulsive laugh— 
"git his money, and then, ef you find 
he's starvin', hand Mm back what you 
feel you don't need. I look on a thing 
like this sorter like I did on scramblin' 
fer the upper holt in wartimes. 1 re
member I shot straight at a feller that 
was cllmblu' up the enemy's breast
works on his all fours. 1 said to my-
se'f, lEf this ball strikes you. right, oid 
chap, 'fore you drap over the bank, 
yo're oue less agin the Confederacy; 
ef It don't, you kin pop away at me.' 
I don't think 1 give Mm anything but a 
flesh wound In the back, beca'se ho 
jest sagged down a little an' erawlcd 
on, an' that's about the wust you could 
do fer Wilson. 1 believe he ort to hold 
the bag awhile. Alt'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 in passln' a counterfeit bill 
that- some other chap passed on me. 
Ef the government, with nil its high 
paid 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 eveu if we get this loan. 
Wilsou 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 &ee, if 
you sit perfectly quiet he'll think you 
are reluctant nbout giving Bucb big 
security for such a small amount ^f 
money, and lie 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. There was an en
trance to the Johnston House through 
a long corridor opening on the street, 
and into this Pole slouched. The hotel 
office was empty save for tho 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 tho porter. A 
big china bowl on tho eouuter was filled 
with wooden toothpicks, and there was 
a showcase containing cigars. Pole 
glanced nbout cautiously without be
ing noticed by Ihe clerk and then with
drew into the corridor, where he stood 
for soveral minute* listening. Present
ly tho, dining room door opened, and 
Wilson strolled out and walked up to 
the eouuter. 

"What sort of cigars have you got?" 
he said to the clerk. 
. "Nothing better than 10—three for a 
quarter," was the respectful reply ns 
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 cigar. "I guess 

I can make what I have last me," he 
said, transferring his glance to l'ole 
Baker, who had shambled across the 
room and leaned heavily over the open 
register. "Waut to buy any chickius— 
fine fryln* size?" he asked the clerk. 

"Well, we are In tho market," was 
tho answer. "Where are they?" 

"I didn't fetch 'em in today," said 
Pole dryly. "I never do till I know 
what they are n-brlngiu'. You'd bet
ter make a bid on a dozen of 'em any
way. They aro the fiuest 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, which was iu the act of striking 
a match, suddenly stay itself. 

"We don't bid on produce till we 
see it," said the clerk. 

"Well, I reckon no harm was done by 
my axin'," said 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 Btranger. 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 line to my shack." 

"Did you say you lived near old Mr. 
Bishop's place?" asked Wilson, moving 
toward the onen dnor whipn 

'•Xf • .  i 

verauda. 
"I don't know which place o' liis'n 

you mean," said Pole when they were 
alone outside and Wilson had lighted 
his cigar. "That old scamp owns the 
whole o' creation out our way. Well, 
I'll la!<(v tiiat back, fer he don't own 
any land that hain't loaded down with 
trees, but he's got territory enough. 
Some thinks he's goin' to seceed from 
tho United States an' elect himself 
president of his own country." 

Wilson laughed, and then he said: 
"Ilave you got a few miuutcs to 
spare?" 

"I reckon I have," said Pole, "ef 
you've got the mate to that cigar." 

Wilson laughed again as he fished 
the desired article from his pocket and 
gave It nnd a match to Pole. Then he 
leaned against the heavy ralllng,of the 
banisters. "I may as well tell you," 
ho said. "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, thrust it 
well Into the corner of his mouth, with 
the fire end smoking very near his left 
eye, and looked thoughtful. "To tell 
you the truth, my friend," he said', "I 
railly believe you'd be wastin' time to 
go over thar." ^ 

"Oh, you think so!" it was a vocal 
start on the part of Wilson. 

"Yes. sir; the truth is old man Bishop 
has simply raked into ids dcrn clutch 
ever' acre o' line timber out that away. 
Now, ef you went east, over t'other 
side o' the mountains, you mought pick 
out some good timber; but, as I said, 
old man Bishop's got It all in a bag 
out our way. Sawmill?" 

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

Pole laughed. "I didn't see how you 
could be a sawmill man an' smoked-
gars like this an' wear them clothes. 
I never knowed a sawmill man to make 
any money." 

"I suppose this Mr. Bishop is buying 
to sell again," said Wilson tentatively. 
"People generally have some such Idpa 
when they put money into such prop
erty." 

Pole looked wise and thoughtful. "I 
don't know whether he is or not," he 
said, "but my opinion Is that he'll hold 
on to it till he's in the ground. He 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 honcyfuggle the old man 
Into a trade, but I don't think he made 
a deal with Mm." 

"Where was the man from?" Wilson 
spoke uneasily. 

"I don't railly know, but he ain't 
a-goin' to give up. He told Noll FJ1-
more at .his store that ho was goln'; 
home to see his company an' write the 
old man a proposition that ud fetch Mm 
ef thar was any trade'in Mm." 

Wilson pulled out his watch. 
"Do you happen to know where Mr. 

Ray burn Miller's law office is?" he 
asked. 

"Yes; It's right round the corner. I 
know whar all the white men In this 
town do business, an' he's as white as 
they make 'em an' as straight as a 
shingle." 

"He's an acquaintance of mine." said 
Wilson. "I thought I'd run In and sec 
him before 1 leave." 

"It's right round the corner an' down 
the fust side street toward the court
house. I 'ain't got nothiu' to do; I'll 
p'lnt it out." 

"Thank you." said Wilson, aud they 
went out of the house and down tlu; 
street together, Pole puffing vigorously' 
at his cigar in the brisk breeze. 

"Thar you are," said Pole, pointing 
to Miller's sign. "Good day, sir; much 
obleeged fer this smoke," and with his 
head in. the air Pole walked past the 
office without looking In. 

"Good morning." exclaimed Miller as 
Wilson entered. "You are not an early 
riser like 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 the 
property, I believe," said Wilson suave
ly as he indieated Bishop. 

Miller uodded, aud a look of cunning 
dawned In his clear eye. 

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

ly, and his mind is not at all disturbed." 
Wilson fell into the preliminary trap. 

"Oh. no; it's not a binding thing at-
all," he said. "The payment of the 
money back to us releases you—that is, 
of course." Wilson recovered himself, 
"if we make the loan." 

Several hearts iu the room sank, but 
Miller's face did not ulter hi 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 lady; "not 
at all." 

There was a pause as Wilson re
lighted his cigar and pulled at It in si
lence. A step sounded on the sidewalk 
and Trabue put his head in at the 
door. Miller could have sworn at him, 
but he smiled. "Good morniug, squire." 
he said. 

"I see yon are busy," said the in
truder hastily'. 

"Just a little, squire. I'll see you In 
a few minutes." 

"Oh, all right." The old lawyer 
moved on down the sidewalk, his hands 
in his pockets. 

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

proposition that they allow you the 
refusal of the land at one hundred 
thousand, and they have finally come 
round to it. As I told them, they could 
not possibly market a thing like that 
us easily and for as good a price as a 
company regularly in the busiuess. 1 
may have been wrong in glviug such 
advice, but it was the way I felt 
about It." • 

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

"They couldn't do half as weir with 
it," the Boston man said, "in fact, no 
one could, as I told you, pay as much 
for the property as we cau, considering 
the railroad we have to move some* 
whero^ and our gigantic facilities for 
handling lumber In America and 
abroad. Still I think, and our directors 
think, a hundred thousand is a big 
price." 

Miller laughed as If amused. "That's 
llvo dollars an acre, you know, but 
I'm not here to boom Mr. Bishop's 
timber land. In fact, all this has 
growu 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 hudn't run 
on you down there, Mr. Wilson." 

Wilson frowned 'and looked at his 
cigar. 

"We are willing,V; .said he, "to maUe 
tho loan nt 5 per cent per annum on 
two conditions." 

"Well, out with them." laughed Mil
ler. "Whai :ire ihey?" 

"First." said Wilson slowly and me
thodically. "we want the refusal of 
the property at one hundred thousand 
dollars." 

Miller's indifference was surprising. 
"For what length of time do you want 
the refusal of tho property at that fig
ure?" he asked, almost iu a tone of 
contempt. 

Wilson hung lire, his brow wrinkled 
thoughtfully. 

"Till it is decided positively," he got 
out finally, "whether wo 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 j'ou didn't attend 
to pushing your road through—well, 
they would simply be in your hands, 
the Lord only knows how long." 

"But we Intend to do all we cad to 
shove It through." said 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 limit at all." 

"Oh, I don't know," said Wilson 
lamely. "Mr. Bishop will bo-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 citi
zens through whose property the road 
runs must be persuaded to contribute 
the land for tho purpose, and Mr. Bish
op, of course, has influence up here 
with his neighbors." 

"Still lie would be very Imprudent," 
said Miller, "to option his property 
without any limit Now here's what 
we are willing to do. As long ns you 
hold Mr. Bishop's note for $25,000 un
paid you shall have the refusal of the 

Hi 

"Thar you are," mid Pole. 

land at $100,000. Now, take my ad
vice"—Miller was smiling broadly— 
"let it stand at that." 

Wilson reflected for a moment, and 
then he said: "All right. Let that go. 
The other condition is this—and it 
need be a «ly a verbal promise—that 
nothing be said about my company's 
making this loan nor our securing the 
refusal of the property." 

"That will suit us," said Miller. "Mr. 
Bishop doesn't care to have the public 
know his business. Of course the 
mortgage will have to be recorded at 
the courthouse, but that need not at
tract attention. I don't blame Mr. 
Bishop," went on Miller in a half con
fidential 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'stcd himself 
wide open by buying so much timber 
land, but this loan will make him as 
solid 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
ing one of the solldest men in his coun
ty." 

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

"There you are, Mr. Bishop," he said, 
with a smile. "You didn't want any 
one else to have a finger iu that big 
pie of yours over there, but you needed 
money, aud 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 move the thing 
faster than you can." 

"That's a fact," said Wilson in a 
tone that betrayed self gratification. 
"Now we must all pull together for 
the railroad." He rose and turned to 
Miller. "Will you come with me to 
record the paper?" 

"Certainly," said Miller, and they 
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 tho old wo
man, stauding up and grasping her 
son's arm. 

"We've got his money," Alau told 
her, with a glad smile, "and a fair 
chance for more." 

The pink check was fluttering iu 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 '11 take 
a day or two to collect it, but he'd let 
me check on it right now fer any rea
sonable amount." 

"I believe I'd ask him not to mention 
the deposit," suggested Alan. 

"Huh! 1 reckon 1'ye got sense enough 
to do that." 

"I thought you iutended to pay off 
the mortgage on our farm the fust 
thing." ventured Mrs. Bishop. 

"We can't do it till the note's due 
uext January," said Bishop shortly. 
"I agreed to keep the money a yeer, 
an' Martin Doe Ml make me hold to It. 
But what do you reckon I care as long 
as 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 put us we have. If 
it hadn't beeu fer Alan —Mr. Miller 
said that>Alau"— 

"Ef you all hadn't made sech a eter
nal row," broke In Bishop testily, "I'd 
'a' had more timber land than this.' 
Colonel Barclay has as tlue a strip as 
any I got. an' he's bantered mo for a 
trade time an' uglu." • 

Abner Daniel seldom sneered at any-
bodv. no matter .tvhat the urovocatlon 

was, but It seemed impossible for him 
to refrain from it now. 

"You've been lookin' fer the last 
three months like a man tlmt needed 
more land," he said. "Jest no furder 
back 'an last night you Mowed ef you 
could git enough fer yoro folly to raise 
tho debt off'n yore farm you'd die hap
py, an' now yo're a-frettin' bcea'se you 
didn't buy up the sides o' the earth an' 
give nobody else a foothold. Le' me 
tell you tho truth, even ef it docs hurt 
a little. Ef Alan hadn't thought o\ 
this heer railroad idea, you'd V been 
the biggest human pancake that ever 
lay flat In its own grease." 

"I hain't said nothln' to. the contra
ry." admitted Bishop, who really took 
the reproof well. "Alan knows what 
I think a*bout It." 

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

"We got through, and he's gone to 
catch his train," ho said. 

"It worked as smooth as goose grease. 
I wonder what Polo Baker said to him, 
or if lie saw him. I have an Idea he 
did. from the way Wilson danced to our 
music." 

"Heer's Pole now," said Abuer from 
the door. "Come in heer, you triflin' 
loafer, an' give an account o' yore-
se'f." 

"1 seed Mm 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 liglitnin'. with
out a hitch or a bobble," Abner told 
him. 

"You did noble." said Miller, while 
Pole and Alan were silently clasping 
hands, "Now 1 told you we wouldn't 
forgot you. Go down-to Wlmbley's and 
toll him to give you the best suit of 
clothes he's got and to charge them to 
me and Alan." 

Pole drew himself up to his full 
height and stared at the lawyer with 
flashing eyes. 

"Blast yore soul!" he said. "Don't 
you say a thing like that to mo agin. 
I'll have you know I've got feelln's 
as well as you or auybody else. I'd cut 
off this right arm an' never wince to do 
Alan Bishop a favor, but I'll be dnnged 
ef anybody kin look me over after I've 
done a little one an' pay me for it in 
store clothes. I don't like that one bit. 
an' I ain't afeerd to say so." 

"I didn't mean any offense. Pole," 
apologized Miller most humbly. 

"Well, you wouldn't 'a' said it to 
some men," growled Pole. "I know 
that. When I want pay fer a thing 
like that, I'll Jest go to that corner o' 
the street an* leek down at that rock 
pile whar Alan found me one day an' 
paid me out Jest to keep me from bein' 
the laughin' stock o' this town." 

Alan put his arm over his shoulder. 
"Rayburu didn't menu any harm," he 
said gently. "You are boih my friends, 
and we've had a big victory today. 
Let's not have hard feelings." 

Pole hung his head stubbornly and 
Miller extended his hand. Abner Dan
iel was an attentive listener, a half 
smile on his face. 

'Say, Pole," he said, with a little 
laugh, "you run down to Wlmbley's 
an' tell Mm not to wrop up that suit. 
I'm a-owin' him a bill, an' he kin jest 
credit tho value of it on my account." 

Pole laughed heartily and thrust his 
big hand into Miller's. 

"Uncle Ab," be said, "you'd make n 
dog laugh." 

"1 believe yo're right," said Abner 
significantly, and then they all roared 
at Pole's expense. 

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

Dear Alan—Rayburn Miller told mo In 
conHdencc of your wonderful success yes
terday, and^ 1 simply cried with joy. L 
knew—I felt that you would win, and 
this is, as he says, a gloriauH beginning. 
I am so proud of you, and I am so full of 
hope today. All our troubles will come 
out right some day. und now that 1 know 
you love me I can wait Rayburn would 
not have confided so much to me, but he 
said while he would not let me tell father 
anything about the prospective railroad, 
he wanted me to prevent him from'selling 
his tract of land near yours. You know 
my father consults me about all his busi
ness, and he will not disposu of that 
property without my knowing 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 postotlice in 
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 iu nature was 
ministering to his bouudiess happiness. 
He felt as light as air as he strode 
along. "God bless her dear, dear little 
eoul!" he said fervently. 

(To BB CONTirrUED.] ' '"•£ 

I Ho Could Kardly Get Up. 
P. H. Duffy of Ashley, ill., writes, 

, "This is to certify that I haye taken two 
bottles of Foley's Kidney Cure end it 

! hhi» helped rns more than any other 
mvdieiTi* I tried many advertised 
miiedlee but none of them gave noe 
any relief. My druggist recommended 
Foley's Kidney Cure and it hoa cured 
me. Before commencing its use I was 
in such a shape that £ could hardlv get 
up when once down".Denton & Ward. 

ONE ARMED MAN'S SKILL. 

How lie Mnnased to Button Ilia CniT 
to ili« Shirt Sleeve. 

"Whon nnd Uow did you lose youv 
left arm?" 

"Five years ago. I was working lis a 
factory and got my arm eauglit iu some 
belting." 

"Has your right arm become more 
serviceable since you lost its mate?' 

"Oil, yes. I can do almost anything 
with my one arm. I used to have a 
great deal of trouble in dressing my
self, but it comes easy now. 1 can tie 
my shoes, put on u four-in-hand tie, put 
ollar buttons in a new shirt; In fact, 

do everything required just as well as 
I could when I bail two bands." 

'It certainly is wonderful what one 
can do if he only has to." 

'Yes; it is. There's only one thing, 
however, that I really pride myseif on 
being able to do with my one band, and 
that is to fasten my cuff. How do you 
suppose I do this?" 

"I hadn't thought of this. For the 
life of me I don't see how'you do it. 
Do you fasten your cuff with your 
teeth?" 

"No." And the one armed fellow 
smiled. 

"Have you sonic contrivance o£ your 
own that you use?'' • - • 

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

"Why. r put the cuff ou the shirt be
fore putting on the shirt." 

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

The mother of the "three" boys had 
noticed that when they slept 111 the 
same room they were a long time go
ing to sleep. A little Investigation 
brought out the reason. 

"John," she said, "what kept you 
boys awakp so long last night?" 

"Bob was telling us stories." lie 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 iu again and put our 
cold feet agulnst his back, and keep 
them there till he told us another." 

Years afterward ''Bob" beenme a fa
mous lecturer aud story teller, and 
that, possibly, Is the way he got his 
start. 

Whondoosa farmer double up a 
sheep without hurting it? When be 
l'olds it. 

M.KI.EliOY Prcst. H. A, GKANGERCuhler 
E. C, llESNEK, Asst. Cashier 
A. n. BI.AKE, 1st. V. Prosidon 
n. 0. HAEBBRT,R, 2nd. V. President, 

A Dozen Times A Night. 
Mr. Owui Dunn, of lSenlon ferry, 

W. Va., writes: 1 have had kidney 
and bladder trouble for yearp, and it 
became eo bad that 1 was i.tuigea to 
get up at Iea6t a dozen times a night, 
i neyer received uny permanent bene lit 
irum any medicine until I tried Foley's 
Kidney Olire. After nsins: two bottles, 
i am cured." Denton & ~W»rd. 

When did Mosea sleep with Qve In 
bed? When be slept with his fore-
iathere. 

Potent Pill Pleasure. 
The pills that are potent in their ac

tion and pleasant In effect are DeWitt's 
Little Early Kisers. W. S>. Phospot of 
Albany, Ua., says "During a bilious 
attack I took one. Small as It waB it 
did me more jjood than calomel blue-
rnaBs or any other pills I ever took and 
.a the Bame time it effected me pleas-
'iritly. Little .Early Risers are certainly 
an ideal pill." Sold by Smith Bros. 

Why is a newspaper like an army V 
Because it has leaders, columns and 
reviews. , 

Eat A11 You Want. 
Persons troubled with indigestion or 

Dyspepsia eat all they want if they will 
iake Kodol Dyspepsia Cure. This reme
dy prepares the stomach for the recep-
: ion, retention, digestion and assimila
tion of all of the wholesome food that 
may be eaten, and enables the digestive 
urgans to transform the Bame into the 
kind of blood that gives health and 
strength. Sold by Smith Bros, 

Why are tho pagts of a book like 
the days of man ? Because they are all 
numbered. 

Save the Children. 
Ninety-nine of every onehundred 

diseases that children have are due to 
disorders of the stomach, and these 
disorders are all caused by indigestion. 
Kodol Dyspepsia Cure is just as good 
for chlldwn us it is for adults. Vhildren 
thrive on it It l;eeps their little stom
ach? sweet and encourages their growth 
and development. Mrs. Henry Carter, 
,05 Centrnl rit., Nashville, Tenn., says: 
"Aly liiila buy is now three years old 
und has neen fullering from indigestion 
ever since he was born. I have had the 
best doctors in Nashville, but failed to 
do him Any good. After using one 
bottle of Kodol he is a well baby I 
recommend It to all sufferers." 
Kodol diuresis what you eat and makes 
the stomach sweet. Sold by Smith Bros. 

Why is an acquitted prisoner like a 
gun ? Because he has been charged, 
taken up and then let off. 

DoWitt Is the Name 
When you go to buy Witch Hazel 

«lve look for the name De Witt on 
each box. The pure unadulterated 
Witch Hazel is used in making De-
\\ itt's Witch Hazel Salve, which Is the 
beat salve in the world for cuts, burns 
boils, eczeina and piles, The-jMipn-
larity of DoWftt's Witch Hazel Salve, 
due to Its many cures. lias caused 
numerous worthless counterfeits to be 
p'o.ced on the market. The genuine 
>:eats the name of E. C. DeWltt&Co., 
Chicago. Sold by. Smith Bros. 

Notice to Patrons of the Manchester 

& Oneida Hallway Company At 

Worth Manchester la. 

I wlBh to call your attention to the 
tact that a great number of passengers 
"fo boarding our tralnB at that point 
without procuring tickets at our down 
town oiliee, and thereby cattsing a great 
1 .as of revenue to our Railway. 

This Is to notify you that unless you 
procure your through tickets from this 
station, which may be done by calling 
here or telephoning us to send tickets 
itith conductor for your destination, 1 
will be obliged to discontinue that 
point as a atop for our trains to pick up 
iiisseijgerB. 

This l do not wish to do, but unless 
>mi co-operate with me in this matter 
it will be necessary to come to our sta -
tion to board our train. 
t > W t F  J N O .  L . S U L L I V A N .  
, Gen. Mgr. 

W. N. BOYNTON, * 
HAS 

Ladies and dents Gold Watches ' . 
in all sizes kinds and styles, 

Ladies, Oents and Chrildrenst Rings J 
• .from DIAMONDS, OPALS, EMER-

' AI.DS, PEARLS,ETC., down to , 
PLAIN GOLD BANDS. 

WEDDING RINGS. 
—••— 

SOLID STERLING SILVER PORKS, ' 
TABLE, DESERT and TEA SPOONS, 

NAPKIN RINGS, ETC., ETC., ETOJ 

Also large lino of Best Brands of— 

SILVER PLATED SPOONS, JORKS, : 

KNIVES, TEA SETS, WATMtSETS 
CAKE BASKETS, BUTTER DISHES," 

ETC., ETC. 

CARVING KNIVES and FORKS, LADIES 
GtJARD CHAINS, OENTS VEST CHAINS 

EMBLEM RINGS, CHARMS, LOCK
ETS, GOLD SPECTACLES, MAN-

Ty.t. riTT.Tr TTTiTy-" 
LAS, GOLD PEV& 

Como and see theynlany things we 
have not spac^vHst. , , 

W. N. BOYNTON. 

For your liver and stomach ills, 
.• Take lieacoiu's ricoic Pills, 

r' I Uey will surely do you good 
' ^ I hey will stimulate your blood, 

And make you feel as happy as a clam. 
Try them. «5 eta. All druggists. 50tf 

TIRRILL & PIERCE " 

are Loaning Money as cheap as 

any person oi coipoiatioa ( 

at present is that of 

We have on hand a 
choice assortment of the moBt 

desirable grades of soft coal 
at the lowest prices consistent 
with the market. All eonl 
promises to be scarce later in 
the season and prices will 
rule higher. , 

H0LLI5TER i 
LUMBER ;H 
COMPANY. 

- v 

BANK, 
MANCHESTER. IOWA. 

CAPITAL. - $50j000 

-; General 
Banking 

," , Business Transacted, 
Interest Paid on Time Deposits. 

SAFETY- DEPOSIT BOXES 
FOB KENT. 

33XIKBCTOsae. 
K. it. Kobinson, M. P. LeRov 
E.M.Carr, ^ M.BeewS?7, 

H. A. Granger. 
II. A. von Oven, 
l<. L. Hoyt, ' "•~i 

C0BSUE8F02TX3B27T8.V 
First Notional Bank, Dubuque, Iowa. 
Central National Bank New York oitv. ' 
Commorolal National Bank. Chicago, Ilia. 

A. H. Blake, 
H. O. Haeberle 

Compound Vapor and Sham-

^ s poo Baths. 
Most all dis

eases are caused 
by poisonous sec 
retlons, which 
clog the wheels 
of NATURE. 

The name and 
the symptoms 
may bo different 

Shampoo. but the cause or 
d i BAASA Mn iia-

" J Vapor 
/ and 

disease can us-
ually be traced 

tho imperiect action ol tho millions 
— pores of the human body. A bath In 
accordance with scientific reoulro 
ments is the best preventative and 
remedy known. The methods employ
ed by me are the most scientific ever 
invented or discoveied (or dispelling 
disease. Results tell tho story. Giro 
me atrial. This is the Conant system 
|>f baths. A competent lady attendant 
In charge of the ladies department. 

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

q.d.qatcs. 6tf 

Delaware County 

Manchester, lowU 

Capital and Surplus $90,000. 

-OFFICERS 
WM. C. CAWLEY, 
R. "W. TIKRILL, ' 
CHAS. J. SEEDS, -
C. W. KEAGY, -

- President. 
• Viee President' 

• Cashier. 
• Asa't. Cashier. . 

DIRECTORS 

Xm;,cl-S65YK. W. TIKRILL. W. G. KKNYON. H. F. ARNOLD. *-• 
M. H. WILLISTON. GEO. W. DUNHAM. -
E. P. SEEDS. 0. W. KEAGY. V 

CHAS. J. 8EEDS. * 

A geuerul banking business transacted In all -
brandies. Drafts sold, payable anywhere In the 
United States, England, Ireland and Europe. 

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

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

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

Prlvato personal checking accounts received 
from ladles. 

The banking business of the public Is respect* 
fully solicited, and wo assure all our customers 
every accommodation consistent with aood busi
ness methods. 

' "* ,V?" When you want 

f 

Fine Furniture v 
^ " •OJP-

Al* 

..vny* j 

i r 
> (fa 

' < -m. 

Fair Prices 

GO TO '-fS ,Vf 

Werkmeister's 

AT 

Earlville. 
& J**"6? 

Undertaking Solicited) 

•' .--in-.• i " 

: . F. WfiRKMEISTER, 

Earlville, Iowa 

a,-


