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1 ﬁnopcln.

. OHAPTER L—Tho story opens with Alfred

rgin " planger, closlog A trade of

,000 for 5,000 acres of mountain
land.Mrs. Bishop and tholie son Alan object to
the 6. Mrs. Bishop's brother, Abner Dan-
ol tells & story. 11.—Tho sale over. Rishop
boasts that nis land Is on & prospective rallroad,
Tompkins, the former owner, hus just unloaded
& tract of 2,000 acres adjolning Blshop's. III—
Bishop goes to Atlants to sece La f’ur Perkins,
who mﬁ him about the ralirond. He has been

* vdecelyed, Tho o'd man s o oast down tha& Lo

returns home without seclog his brother Willlam
or his dmglhlor Adele, who 1s at her unclo’s 1o
Atlanta. V.-—Blnnor has bought 20,000 acros
of mountain land {nall and moll’fqnuod his plan
taton, Abnor tells Alan to consuit Rayburn
Miller, & 1snd speculator, V.—Miller tells Alan
.b‘lu“ dancs at Dnrlo‘:. Alan's sweethoart,
Dolley Barclay, will be there. Frank Hillhouse
I8 attentive to Dolly. Cralg, tho banker. V1.
11y tells Alan that her father objects to his

uest. Barclay has also been caught on
mountain land VIIL—Mliller glves Alan

love

_ oynlcal advice on love. Dolly's mothier talks to

her of her own love experiences. Dolly un-
lappy. IX—Abner sud Rev. Mr. Dole discuss
Pole Baker, tho ex-rwoonshiner, whom
A has reformed., X.—Abner goes to Bar-
0‘:{'!. and Dolley talks to him of Alan. He
tells Alan of his own sweetheart who dled and
he still loves her, Alan will hope snd walt,
H—Allen &m to Miller with a project
g»:_-t raflroad to the land, He redecem Fole
rker from the prison gong.

" CHAPTER XXIIL

BOUT noon that day as Pole

_Baker sat on a fallen tree

] Dear the roadside in the Jone-
ked llest spot of that rugged coun-

ry, his boree grazing behind him, be

saw Oraig coming up the gradual in-

* cline from the creck. Pole stood up
. And caught the bridlo reln of his horeo

and muttered:

*Now, Pole Baker, durn yore hida,
you've got brains—at loast some folks
8ay you have—an' so has he. Ef you
don't git"the boet of that scalawag,
yo're done fer. Yowve put purty big
things through. Now put this un
through or shet up.”

“Well, here you_are,” merrily cried i

was smiling cxpectantly.
cret's safe with me. I haven't met a
soul that I know since I left town.”

“I'm- glad you .didn't, Mr. Craig”
Pole sald. “I don't want anybody
a-meddiin’ with my business.” He
_pointed up the rather steep and rocky
road that led gradually up the moun-
tain, “We've got two or three mile
furder to go. Have you had any din-
ner?”

“l put a cold biscuit and a slice of

~ ham in iny pocket,” said Cralg. *“It Il

do me till supper.”

Pole mounted and led the way up the
unfrequented road.
- “I may as well tell you, Mr. Craig,

_~ that ¥ used to be a moonshiner in theee

mountains, an'*—

““Lord, I knew that, Baker.
doesn’t, I'd like toknow 7

- Pole’s big booted legs swung back
and forth like pendulums from the
flanks of his horse.

““I o8 a-goin' to tell you that I had
o hide out, whar I kept stuff stored,
that wasn't knowed by one livin' man,”

o “Well, you must have had:a slick
ve 1Moeaia, Cralg,
good humor with him-
self and everybody else.

“The best natur’ ever bullt,” sald
Pole; “an’ what's more, it was in thar
that I found the gold. I reckon ft
ud 'a’ been diskivered long ago, ef it
bad "a’ been above ground.”

“Then it's in—a sort of cave?”’
tured Craig. 8
* “That's jest 1t; but I've got the mouth
©f it closed up so it ud fool even a
bloodhound.”

. “ Half an hour later Pole drew rein in
A most {solated spot, near a great yawn-
ing canyon from which came a roaring
~sound of rushimg wuter and clashing
winds. The sky overhead was blue
and cloudless; the alr at that altitude
was crisp and rarefied, and held the
odor of spruce pine. With a laugh

Pole dlsmounted. “What ef I was to
tell you, Mr. Craig, that you was in
ten yards o' my old den right now?*

Cralg looked about in surprise. *I'd
think you was making fun of me—ten-
derfootin', as we used to say out west.”

“I'm givin® it to you straight,” said
Pole, pointing with his riding switeh.
“Do you see that plle o' rocks?”’

Cralz nodded.

“Right under them two flat ones {8
the mouth o' my den’” sald Pole,
“Now let's hitch to that hemlock, an’
I'll show you the whole thing.”

‘When they had fustened their horses
to swinging limbs In a dense thicket
of laurel and rhododendron bushes,
they went to the plle of rocks.

*T toted mighty nigh all of 'em from
higher up,” Pole explained. “Bome

. @ the biggest I rolled down from that
«<lUff aboye.”

Who

yen-

.7 ™[ don't seo how you are golng to

fet into your hole in the ground,” said
Oraig, with a laugh of pleasant antlel-

. pation.

Pole picked up a blg, smooth stick

~ of hickory, shaped llke a crowbar, and
thrust the end of it under the largest
‘rock. “Huh! I'll show you in a jifry.”
It was an enormous stone welghing
“over three hundred pounds; but with
his strong lever and knotted muscles
- the ex-moonshiner managed to slide it
slowly to the right, disclosing a black
hole about two feet square In the rag-
‘ged stone. - From this protruded into
the light the ends of a crude ladder
leading down about twenty-five feel

~ to the bottom of the cave,

“Ugtil” Oralg shuddered as ho peered
‘into tho dank blackness. “You don't
mean that we are to go down there?*

It was a crisls. With his big feet
dangling in tho hole, Pole threw him.
self back and gave vent to a hearty,
prolonged laugh that went ringing and
Bcholng about among the ¢S and
chasma.

"1 Towed thie ud make yoro Besh
Seravh' he sald, "Looks like the open-
in' to the bad place, don't itY’
“It certainly does,” sald Craig, some.
 what reassured by Pole's levity,
“Why, it aln't more'n forty feet
square,” sajd Pole. “Walt till I run
down an' make a light. I've got some
fat ‘pine torches down at the foot o'

. the ladder.”

“Well, I Lelleve I will let you go
first,” said Craig, with an uneasy little
laugh.

Pole went down the ladder, reckless-
ly thumping his heels on the rungs.
He was lost to sight from above, but
in a monient Cralg heard him strike a

" mateh and saw the red, growing flame

of & sputtering torch from which
twisted a rope of smoke.  When It was
well ablaze, Pole called up the ladder:
“Come on now, an' watch whar you
put yore feet. This end o' the ladder Is
" solld as the rock o' Glbralty.”
The square of daylight above was
cut off, and in a motnent the ex-banker
© stood beside his guide.

some down this way/” said

He i
“Your se-

Pole, and With the torch held high he
led the way into n part of the chumber
where the rock overhead sloped down
ower, Here lay some old whisky bar-
rels, two or three lager beer kege and
the Iron hoops of several barrels that
bad been burned. There were several
one gallon jugs with corncob stoppers,
Pole pwept his hand over them with a
laugh. “If you was & drinkin’ man, I
could treat you to a thimbletul or two
left in thom Jugs,” he sald almost apol-
ogetically.

“But I dou't drink, Baker,” Cralg
said. Iis premonition of danger seemed
to have returned to him and to be driv-
en in by the dank coolness of the cav-
ern, the evidence of past outlawry
around him.

Pole heaped his pieces of pine agalnst
a rock and addod to them the chunks
of some barrel stayes, which sot up a
lively popping sound llke a tiny fusil-
lade of artillery.

“You see that rock'behind you, Mr.
Craig?'’' -asked Pole. ‘"Well, set down
on it. Before we go any furder me 'n
you've got to have a understanding.”

The old man stared hesitatingly for
an Instant, and then, after carefully
fealing of the stone, he cotnplied.

*“1 thought we already—but, of coursa*
be sald haltingly, “I'm ready to agree
to anything that 'll make you feel safe.”

“T kinder 'lowed you would.” And,
to Oraig’s overwhelming astonishment,
Pole drew a revolver from his bip pock-
et and Jooked at it, turning the cyln-
der with a deft thumb.

“You mean, Baker’— But Cealg’s
words remained unborn in his bewdl-
dered brain. The rigor of death itself
scemed to have beset his tongue. A
cold sweat broke out on him,

*“I mean that I'vé tuck the trouble
to feteh you heer fer a purpose, Mr.
Cralg, an' thar ain’t any use in"beatin’
about the bush to git at it.”

Cralg made another effort at utter-
ance, but falled. Pole could hear his
rapid breathing and see the terrified
gleaming of his wide open eyes.

‘You've had a lots o' dealin's, Mr.
Oralg,” said Pole. “You've made yore
mistakes an’ had yore good luck, but

“You've trapped ;Mf"
you never did u bigger fool thing 'an
you-did when you listened to my tale
about that lump o' gold.”

“You've trapped mel!”
Craig's quivering lips.

“That's about the size of {£.”

“But—why?' The words formed the
beginning and the end of a gasp.

Pole towered over him, the revolver
in his tense hand.

Mr. COralg, thar 1s one man in this
world that I'd die fer twenty times
over. I love ‘lm more than a brother.
That man you've robbed of every dol-
lar an' hope on earth, I've fetched yon
heer to dic a Ungerin' death, ef—ef, 1
say, ef-—-you don't refund his money.
That man 18 Alan Bishop, an' tho
amount is $23,000 to a cent.”

“But I haven't any money,” moaned
the crouching figure; “not a dollar that
I kin lay my hands on.”

“Then you are In a purty bad fix,"
sald Pole. “Unless I git that amount
o' money from you you'll never smell
a breath o' fresh air or sce natural
daylight.” i

“You mean to kill a belpless man?"
The wordg were like a prayer.

*1'd bottle you up heer to die”’ sald
Polo Baker firmly. *You've met me
in this lonely spot, an' no man could
lay yore end to me, In fact, all that
know you would swear you'd run off
from the folks you've defrauded. You
so¢, nothin' but that money o' Alap
Blshop's kin possibly save you. You
know that well enough, an' thar ain't
4 bit o use palaverin' about it. FP've
fetched a pen an' ink an' paper, an'
you've got to write me an order fer
the money. If I bave to go as fur oft
as Atlanta, I'll take the fust traln an'
g0 after it. If I git the money, you
git out; ef 1 don't, you won't sca me
mur nobody else till you face yore

-~

Cralg bent over hie knces and
groanod.

“You think I have money;,” he sald,
straightening up, “Oh, my Godr’

“I know {t,” safd Pole, *“I don't
think anything about it—I kuow it.”

He took out the pen and {nk from hig
pants pocket and unfolded a shect of
paper. “Git to work,"” he said. “You
needn't try to turn me, you durned old
hog!"

Craig raised a pair of wide open,
belpless cyes to the rigid face above
him.

“Oh, my God!"” he said again,

“You let God alone an' git down to
business,” sald Pole, taking a, fresh
hold of the handle of his weapon.
“I'm not goln' to waste time with you.
Elther you git me Alan Bishop's money
or you'll dle. Hurry up!!

“Will you keep faith with mo—if—
lr"___ .

“Yes, durn you, why wouldn't 17’
A gleam of trinmph flashed in the out-
law’s oyes,

burst from

The ex-banker had tha pen
and Polo spread out fhe. ‘bE: paDer

on his kuee.

*What assurance have I?" stam:

| mered Cralg, his face like a death mask

apainst the rock belind him, *“You
sce, after you got the money, you
might think it safer to leave me here,
thinking that I would prosecute you,
I wouldn't, us God is my judge, but
you might be afraid"”— .

“I'm not afrald o' nothin'” sald
Pole. “0Jd man, you couldn't handle
me without puttin' yoreseif in Jail fer
the rest o' yore Ilfe. That order's
a-goin’ to be proof that yon have money
when you've swore publicly that you
didn't.  No; wben U'm paid back Alan
Bishop's money I'll let you go. I don't
want to kill & man fér jest tryin' to
steal an’ not makin' the riffie.”

The logle-struck home. The warmth
of hope diffused itself over the gaunt
form.

“Then I'll write a note to my wite,"”
he sald.

Pole reached for one of the torches
and held it near the paper,

“Well, I'm glad I won't have to go
furder 'n Darley,” he sald. “It 'll be
better fer both of us. By ridin' peert
I can let you out before sundown. You
may git a late supper at Darley, but
it's a sight better 'n gittin’ none heer
an’ no bed to speak of.*

“I'm putting my life in your hands,
Baker,” sald Craig, and with an un-
steady hand he began to write.

“Hold on thar,” said Pole. “You'll
Enow the hest way to write to her, but
when the money's mentioned I want
You to say the 325000 deposited in the
bank by the Bishops. You sce, I'm not
goin' to tote no order fer money I
hain't no right to. An' I'll tell you an-
other thing, old man, you needn't throw
out no hint to her to have me arrested.
As God is my final judge, ef I'm tuck
up fer this they'll never make me tell
whar you are. 1'd watt until you'd
pegged out, anyway.”

‘T'm not setting any trap for you,
Bakes,” whined Oratg. “Pou've got the
longest hoad of any man I ever knew.
Yorr've got 1o tn your power, and all 1
can ask of you I8 my Ife. Fwve got
Bishop's money hidden in my house.
I am willing to restore 1t 1f yon will vo-
lense ma. I can write my wife a note
that will causae her to gtve it to you.
Isn't that fair?’ ;

“That's all I wami,” sald Pols. “An’
I'll say this to you: I'll agree to use my
influence with Alan Bishop not to han-
dle you by law; but the best thing fer
you an' yore family to do is to shake
the dirt of Darley ofi'n yore feet an’
seck fresh pastures. These round heer
ain't as green, in one way, as some Pye
soea”

Cralg wrote the note and handed it
up to Baker. Pol¢ read it slowly and
then sald: “You mought 'a’ axed ’‘er
to excuse bad writin' an' spellin’, an’
hopin’ these few lines will find you en-
Joyin' the same blessin's; but ef it gits
the boodle that's all I want. Now you
keep yore shirt on, an’ don't git skeerd
o' the'darkness. It will be as black as
pitch, an' you kin heer yorg eyelids
creak after I sbet the front door, but
I'll be back, ef I find yore old lady
bain't run off with a handsomer man
an' tuck thd swag with ‘er. I'm glad
you cautioned 'er agin axin' me ques-
tions."

Pole backed to the foot of the ladder,
followed by Craig.

“Don't loave me here, Baker,” he
sald Imploringly.  “Don't, for God's
sake! [ swear I'll go with you and get
you the money.”

“1 ean't do that, Mr, Cralg: but I'll be

back ws shore as fate, ef 1 wet that|.
| eash,” promised Pole.

“It all depends
on that. I'll keep my word i -you do
your'n." 4

I am going to trust you," said the
old man, with the pleading Intonatlon
of a cowed and frightencd child.

After/he hnd got out Pole thrust
his head Into the opening agaln, *“It 'l
be like you to come up heer an' try to
move this: rock,” he ealled out, “but
you mought as well not try it, fer I'm
goln' to pdd about u dumpeart load o
rocks to it to keep the wolves from
diggin' you out.”

OHAPTER XXIII.
AYBURN MILLBER and Adan

spent that day on the river

trying to catch fish, but with

Do huck at all, returning emp-
ty bhanded to the farmhbouse for a late
dinner. They passed the afterncon at
target shooting on the lawn with rifies
and revolvers, cnding the day by a
reckless ride on their horses across the
flelds, over fences und ditches, after
the manner of fox hunting, a sport not
often Indulged In in that part of the
country.

In the evenlyg, as they sat in the big
sitting room smoking after supper cof-
gars, accompanied by Abner Danjel,
with his long, cane stemmed pipe, Mrs,
Bishop eaie into the room in her quiet
way, smoothing her apron with her
delicate hands.

“Pol¢ Baker's rid up an' hitched at
the front gate” she suld. “Did you
send 'lm to town fer snything, Alany”

“No, mother," replied her son. “I
reckon he's como to get mare meat. Is
father out there?!

“I think ho's some'r’s about the sta-
ble," sald Mrs. Bishop.

Miller laughed. *I guees Pole isn't
the best pay In tho world, I8 he?™

“Father never welghs or keeps ac-
count of anything he gets,” sald Alan.

“Thar's yore money!

Ye all thar.”

*““They both make # guess at It when
cotton 18 sokd. Father calls it ‘lump-
Ing' the thing, and usually Pole gets
the lump. But he's all right, and [
wish wo could do more for Mm. Fa-
ther was really thinking about helping
bhim in some substantial way when the
crash eamo'— :

“Thar!” broke In Dantel, with a gur-
fling lapgh. “I've won my bet. I bet

o myse't jest now tnat ten minutes
wouldn't pass 'fore Cralg an' his bu'st
up would be mentioned.”

» *We have been at it, off and on, all
day,” said Miler, with a low laugh.
“The trath is it makes me madder than
anything I ever encountered.”

“Do you know why?"' asked Abner
serfously, Just as Pole Baker came
through the dining roomwn and leaned
against the door Jumb fucing them. “It's
beca'se”—nodding a grecting to Pole
along with the others—"It's beca’se you
know in reason that he's.got that
money." -

“Oh, -1 wouldn't say that!” protested
Miller, in the tone of a man of broad
experience in  worldly affairs. *I
wouldn't say that.”

“Well, I would, an' do,” satd Abner,
in the full tone of deciston. “I know
he's got "

"\\'ell‘yo’ro wrong thar, Uncle Ab,”
sald Pole, striding forward and sinking
into n chalr. “You've got as good judg-
ment a8 any man I ever run across. I
thought like you do once. I'd 'a’ tuck
my oath that he had it about two
hoars by sun this evenin', but I kin
swear he hain't a cent of it now.”

“IDDo you mean tbhat, Pole?" Abner
stared across tho wide bearth at him
fixedly.

“Heo hain't got it, Uncle AL Pole
was beginning to smlile mysteriously.
“He did bave it, but he bain't got it
now. I got it from 'im, blast his ugly
pictur’!"

“You got it?" gusped Danlel. “You?'

“Yes. I made up my mind be had ft,
an’® it deviled me so much that I de-
termined to have it by hook or crook
ef it killed me or put me in hock the
rest o' my life.”” Pole rose nnd took a
packet wrapped In brown paper from
under his rough coat and luid it on the
table near Alan. “God blass you, old
boy,"” be said, “thar’s yore money! It's
all thar. I eounted it. It's in fiftles
an’ hundreds.”

Broathlessly and with expanded eyes
Alan brohe the string about tho pacihet
and opened jt.

“Great God™ he muttered.

Miller sprang up and looked ot the
etack of Dills, but sakl nothing. Abpes,
kaning forwawnd, uttered a littls, low
Jaugh.

“Sou—you didn't kil 'tm, dxd y
Pole, ol boy—ypou didn't, did yw?z.o:c
asked.

“Didn’'t harm a bair of his head,”
said Pole. “All T wanted was Alan's
money, an' thar it is!"

“Well," grunted Danlel, “I'm glad
you spared his Hfe. And I thank God
you got the money."”

Miller was now hurriedly running
over the bills,

“You say you counted it, Baker?" he
sald, pale with pleased excltement.

“Three times—fust when'it was turn-
ed over to wme an' twice on the way
out heer from town."

Mrs. Bishop had not spoken until
pow, standing in the shadows of the
others, as If bewildered by what seem-
ed a mocking impossibility.

“Is It our wmoney—is it our'n?’ she
finally found voice to say. *“Oh, I8 it,
Pole?"

“Yeos'm,” replled Pole; “It's yo'rn.”
He produced a crumpled piece of pa-
per and handed it to Miller. ‘“‘Heer's
Cralg's order on his wife fer it, an' In
It he acknowledges it's the cash depos-
ited by Ar. Bishop. He won't glve
me no trouble. I've got 'Im fixed. He'll
leave Darley lu the mornin’. He's
afecrd thig 11 zit out an' he'll be
Iynched.” /

Alan svas profoundly moved. He
fransferred lis goze from the money
to Pole's face and leaned toward him.

“You did 1t'out of friendship for me,"”
he said, his volce shaking.

“That’s what I did It fer, Alan, an'
I wish I could do it over ag'in. When
I laid hold o' that wad an' knowed it
was the thing you wanted more'n any-
thing else, I felt like fiyin'."”

“Tell us all about it, Baker,” sald
Miller, wrapping up the stack of bills.

YAll right," sald Pole, but Mrs. Bish-
op Interrupted him,

“Wait fer Alfred,” she said, her voice
rising and crucking In delight. ‘““Walit;
I'll run find 'fm."

She went out through the dining room, |
toward the stables, calllng her hus-
band at every step. “Alfred! Oh, Al-
fred!”

“Heer!" she heard him eall out from
one of the stables.

She leaned over the fence opposite
the closed door, behind which she had
heard his voice.

“Oh, Alfred!” she called. “Come
out, quick! I've got news fer you—
big, big news!"

She heard him grumbling as he emp-
tied some ears of corn into the trough
of the stall containing Alan’s favorite
horse, and then with a growl he emerg-
ed into the starlight,

“That fool nigger only give Alun's
hoss six ears o' corn,” he fumed. *“1
kunow, beca’se I counted the cobs. The
hoss had licked the trough clean an’
gnawed the ends o' the cobs. The idea
o' staryin' my stock right before my*—

“Oh, Alfred, what do you think has
happened 7" his wife broke In. “We've
got the bank money back! Pole Baker
managed somehow to get it. He's go-
In' to tell about it now.” Come on in!"

Bishop closed the door behind him.
He fumbled with the chain and pad-
lock for an instant, then he moved to-
ward her, his lips hanging, his eyes
protruding.

“I'll belleve my part o' that when'—

“But,” she cried, opening the gate
for him to pass through, “the money's
thar in the house on the table; it's been
counted. I say it's thar! Don't you
believe 1t?"

The old man moved through the gate
mechanlenlly, He paused to fasten it
with the iron ring over the two posts,
But after that he seemed to lose the
power of locomotion. He stood facing
her, his features working.

“I'll belleve my part o' that cat-an'-
bull story when 1 see—

“Well, come in the house, then,"” she
cried. “You kin lay yore hands on it
an' count it. It's an awful big plie, an'
nothin' less than fifty dollar bills.*

Grasping his arm, she half dragged,
half led him into the housa. Boter-
Ing the sitting room, ho stroda to the
table and, without a word, picked up
the package and opened i{t. He made
an effort to count the money, but his
fingers seemed to have lost their cun-
ning and he gave it up.

“It's all there,” Miller assured him,
‘and It's your money. You needn't
sother about that.”

Bishop sat down in his place in the
chimney corner, the packet on his
knees, while Pole Baker modestly and
not without touches of humor recount-
ed his experiences.

“The toughest job I had was manag-
in' the woman,"” Pole laughed. ‘‘You
kin always count on a woman to be
contrary. I belleve ef you wae tryin'
to git some women out of & burnin’
house they'd want to have the'r way
about it. She read the order an' got
white about the gills an' screamed,
low, 8o nobody wouldn't heer 'er, an'
then wanted to ax questions. That's
the female of it.  She knowed in reason
that Cralg was dead fixed an' counin't

git out until she complied with tbe in-

slructions, cutishe winted to know:‘all
ubout it. Then i told 'er she'd besar-
rested for holdin® the money, an' that
got her in @ trot.  She fetched it)out
purty guick. se-eryin' an’ abusin’/ me
by turas. s soon as the money; left
‘er hands, though, she begun to beg
me to ride fést. I wanted to comejheer
fust, but I relt sorter sorry fer Oralg,
an' went an’ let 'fm out. He was the
gluddest man to see me you ever looked
nt. He thought 1 was goln' to leave
Im thar., He looked like he wanted to
hug me. He says Winship wasn't much
to biame. ‘They both got in deep water
speculutin’, an' Cralg was tempted to
cabbage on the $25,000."

When Pole had concluded, the group
sat In sllence for a long time. It looked
as If Bishop wanted to openly thank
Pole for what he had done, but he had
never done such a thing.in the presence
of others, and he could not pull himself
to It. He sat creuched up in his tiited
chair as if burning up with the joy of
his releasa.

The silence was broken by Abner
Danlel as he filled his pipe anew and
stood over the fireplace,

“They say money's a cuss an' the
root of all evik” he sald dryly, “but
in this case it's give Pole Baker thar a
chance to show what's in 'Im. I'd ’'a’
give the last cent I have to 'a’ done
what he did today. I grant you he
used deception, but -4t was the fust
water sort that that Bible king resorted
to when he made out he was goin' to
divide that baby by cuttin’ it in balves,
He fetched out the good an' squelched
the bad.” Abner glanced at Pole and
gave one of his impulsive inward
laughs, My boy, when I reach t'other
shore I expect to see whole strings o
sech lawbreakers as you a-playinr’ leap-
frog on tbe ‘golden sands. You don't
sing. an’ pray a whole lot, nur keep
yore religion in sight, but when thar’s
work to be done you shuck off yore
shirt i)’ Go it Mo o wikdoat a-scmatch-
0

No one spoke after this outburst for
several minutes, though the glanoces
cast in his direction showed fhe em-
barrassed ex-moonshiner that one and
all had sanctionod Abner Daniels opin-
fon,

Bishop leaned forward and Jooked at
the clock, and, seeing that it was 9, he
put the money in a bureau drawer and
turned the key. Then he took down
the big family Bible from its shelf and
sat down near the lamp. They all
knew what the action portended.

CHAPTER XXIV.
BOUT a week after the events

recorded in the preceding
m%] chapter old man Bishop, just
BER) ot dusk one evening, rode up
to Pole Baker’s humble domicile. Pole
was In the front yard making a fire of
sticks, twigs and chips.

“What's that fer?”’ the old man quos-
tioned as he dismounted and hitched
his horse to the worm fence.

“To drive off mosquitoes,” said Pole,
wiping his eyes, which were red from
the effects of the smoke. “I'll never
pass another night like the last un ef
I kin he'p it. I ’'lowed my hide was
thick, but they bored fer ofl all over
me from dark till sun-up. I never 've
tried smoke, but Hank Watts says it's
ahead o' pennyr'yal.”

“Shucks!"” grunted the planter, “You
aln't workin' it right, A few rags
burnin’ in & pan nigh yore bed may
irl\'e ‘em out, but a smoke out heer in

Sie yard ‘Il jest drive 'em in)”

“What?" sald Pole in high disgust.
*Do you expect me to sleep sech bot
weather as this is with a fire nigh my
bed? The durn things may eat me
raw, but I'll be blamed ef I barbecue
myse’f to please 'em.”

Mrs. Baker appeared in the cabin
door holding two of the youngest chil-
dren by their hands. ‘“He won't take
my advice, Mr, Bishop,” she said. “I
Jest rub a little lump oll on my face an’
bands, en’ they don’t tetch me."”

Pole grunted and looked with laugh-
ing eyes at the old man.

“She axed me t'other night why I'd
quit kissin' 'er,” he said. "An' I tokd
‘or I didn't keer any more fer keroseno
than the mosquitoes did.”

Mrs. Baker laughed pleasantly as
she brought out a chair for Bishop and
{nvited him to sit down. He complied,
twirling his riding whip in his hand.
From his position, almost on a leyel
with the floor, he could see the interior
of one of the rooms. It was almost
bare of furniture. Two opposite cor-
ners were occupled by crude bedsteads;
in the center of the room was a cradle
made from a scapbox on rockers sawed
from rough poplar boards, It had the
appearance of having been In use
through several generatfons, Near it
stood a splnning wheel and a three
legged stool. The sharp steel spindle
gleamed In the firelight from the big
log and mud chimney.

“What's the news from town, Mr.
Bishop?’ Pole nsked awkwardly, for it
struck him that Bishop bad called to
talk with him about some business and
was reluctant to introduce it.

“Nothin' that interests any of us, I
rockon, Pole,” sald the old man, “ex-
cept that I made that inwestment in
Bhoal Ootton factory stock.”

“That's good,” sald Pole, in the tone
of anybody but a man who had never
invested a dollar in anything. “It's all
hunkey, an' my opinion i{s that it il
never be wuth less."

T did heer, too," ndded Bishop, “that
it was reported that Cralg had set up

“Well, it's yores,” ho sadd.

o llttle grocery store out in Texag, nigh
the Ihdian Territory. Some thinks that
Winship ‘Il turn up thar an' jine 'lm,
but a body never knows what to be-
lieve these days."

“That shore Is a fact,” opined Pole,
“Sally, that corn hread’s a-burnin'. Ef
you'd use less lamp oll, you'd smell bet-
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fer.”

Mrs. Baker darted to the fireplace,
raked the live coals from beneath the
cast iron oven and jerked off the lid in
a clond of steam and smoke. She
turned over the pone with the aid of a
case knife and then came back to the
door.

“Fer the last month I've had my eye
on the Bascome farm,” Bishop was
saylng. “There's a hundred acres
even, some good bottom land and up-
land an’ in the neighborhood o thirty
acres o' good wood. Then thar's a five
room house, well made an’ tight, an’ a
barn, cowhouse an' stable.”

“Lord! I Kknow the place like a
book,"” sald Pole, “an’ it's a dandy in-
vestment, Mr. Bishop. They say he
offcred it fer fifteen hundred. it's
wuth two thousand. You won't drap
any money by buyin' that property,
Mr. Bishop. I'd hate to contract to
butkd jest the house an' well an’ out-
houscs fer a fHousand.”

“T bought 14" Bishop told him. “He
let me have it fer a good deal less 'n
fifteen hundred, cash down”

“Well, you made a dandy trade,
Mr. Bishop. Ah, that's what ready
money will do! When you got the cash,
things seom to come at bottom figures.”

Old Bishop drew a folded paper from
his pocket and slapped it on his knee.
“Yes, I closed the deanl this evenin’,
an' I was jest a-thinkin® that as you
hain't rented fer next yeer—I mean”—
Bishop was ordinarily direct of speech,
but somebow his words became tan-
gled and he delivered himsolf awk-
wardly on this occasion. “You see,
Alan thinks that you 'n Sally ort to
live in a better house than jest this
beer log cabin, an”—

The wan face of the tired woman
was  aglow  with expectation. She
sank down on the doorstep and sat
still and mute, her hands clasping cach
other ‘in her lap. She had always dis-
liked that cabin und its sordid sur-
roundings, und there was something in
Dishop's talk thet maede ber think he
was abort 0 propoee renting the new
farm, bouse and all, %o ber husband.
Her mowth fell opens she scarcely al-
lowod herself %0 breatbe. Then, ns
Bishop pausad, her husband's voice
struck dumb dismay to her heart. It
was na 1f sbe was falling from ghwing
bope back to tasted despalr.

“Thar's more land In that farm ’an
I could do Jestice to, Mr. Bishop, but
ef thar's u good cabin on it an’ you see
fit to cut oY cnvugh fer me an' one
hoss I'd Jest as soon tend that as this
heer. I want to do what you an' Alan
think is best all round.”

MONh, Pole, Pole!” The woman was
crying it to herself, her face lowered to
her hands that the two men might not
sce the agony written In her eyes. A
house ke that to lMve In, with all
those rooms and flveplaces and win-
dows with panes of glass In them! She
fancled she saw her children playing
on the tight, smooth tloors and on the
honeysuckled porch. For one minute
these things had been hers, to be
snatched away by the callous indiffer-
ence of her husband, who, alas, had
never cared a straw for appearances!

“Oh, T wasn't thinkin' about rentin’
it to you!" sald Blshop. And the wo-
man's dream was over. She ralsed her
head, awake agaln. *“You see,” went
:on Bishop, still struggling for proper
expression, “Alan thinks— well, Le
thinks you are sech a born fool about
not acceptin' help from them that feels
nigh to you an’, I may ns well say, "
grateful, exceedingly gratetnl. for what

you've done, things that no other Nyin |0

man could 'a’ done—Alan ‘thinks you
ort to have the farm fer yore own pryp-
erty, un' 8o the deeds has been made
out to''— ’ ATt

Pole drew himself “up to his fnll
helght. His big face was flushed, balf
with anger, half with a strong emotion
of a tenderer kind. He stood towering
over the old mun lke a glant swayed
by the warring winds of good and evil.

“I won't heer n word more of that,
Mr. Bishop,” he sald, with a quivering
lip—*“not n word more. By golly, 1
mean what I say! I don't want to heer
another word of it. Thid heer place is
good enough fer me an' my family.
It's done elght yeer, an’ it kin do an-
other eight.”

“Oh, Pole, Pole, Pole!” The wom-
an's cry was now audible. It came
straight from her pent up, starving
soul and went right to Blshop's heart.

“You want the place, don't you, Sal-
Iy?* he sald, calling her by her glven
name for the first thme, as if he had
Just discovered thelr kinship. ‘He could
not have used a tenderer tone to child
of his own.

“Mind, mind what you say, Sally!"
ordered Pole from the depths of his
fighting cmotion. “Mind what you
say!"

The woman looked at Bishop.
glance was on fire,

“Yes, I want it—I want it!"” she cried.
“I ain't goin' to lle. I want it more
right now than I do the kingdom of
heaven. I want it ef we have a right
to it. Oh, I don't know!" She dropped
her head in her lap and began to sob.

Bishop stood up. IHe moved toward
her in a jerky fashion and laid his
hand on the pitifully tight knot of hair
at the back of her head.

“Well, it's yores,” he sald. “Alan
thought Pole would rafse n kick about
it, an' me an’ him had it made out
in yore name, 80 he coukin't tetch it
It's yores, Sally Ann Baker. That's
the way It reads.”

The woman's sobs Increased, but
they were sobs of unbridled joy. With
her apron to her eyes she rose and hur-
ried into the house.

The eyes of the two men met. Bishop
spoke first:

“You've got to glve in, Pole,” he said,
“You'd not be a man to stand betwixt
yore wife an' a thing she wants as bad
as she does that place, an’ by all that's
good an' holy, you sha'n't!"

“What's the use o' me tryin' to git
even with Alan” Pole exclaimed, “ef
he's eternally a-goin' to git up some'n?
I've been tickled to death ever since 1
cornered old Craig till now, but you
on’ him has sp'iled it all by this heer
trick. It afr't fair to ma™

“Well, 1t's dona,"” smiled the old man
a8 he went to his horse, “an' of you
don't live thar with Sally I'll make ’er
git a divorce.”

Bishop had reached a little pigpen
in a fence corner farther along on his
way home when Mrs, Baker suddenly
cmerged from u patch of high corn in
front of him.

“Is he a-goin' to take it, Mr. Bishop?*
she asked, panting from her hurrfed
walk through the corn that hid her
from the view of the cabin.

“Yes," Bishop told her. “I'm a-goln’
to send two wagons over in the morn-
in' to move yore things. I wish it was
ten times as good a place as it is, but
it will insure you on' the chikiren a
livin' an' o comfortable home*

After the manner of many of her
kind, the woman uttered no words of
thanks, but simply turned back into the
corn, and, occupied with her own vision
of prosperity and choking with grati-
tude, she hurried back to the cabln,
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Used for Pneumonia.

Dr.C. J. Bishop of Agnew, Mich.,
says, ‘I have used Foley’s Honey and
Tar in three very severe casea of pnen-
monia with good results in every cage.”
Refuse substitutes.—Denton & Ward.

When does a farmer double up a
?hledepI without hurting it? When he
olds it.

A New Jersey Editor's Testimonial.

M. T, Lynch, editor of the Philips-
burg, N. J. Daily PPost, writes: “I have
used many kinds of medicines for
coughs and colds in my family but
never anything so good es Foley's Hon-
ey and L'ar. I cannot eay too much in
praise of 1t.—Denton & Ward

When did Moses sleep with five In
bed? When he slept with his fore-
fathers.

Cured Hemorrhages of the Lungs,

Several years since my lunge were so
badly affected that I had many hem-
orrhages,” writes A, M. Ake of Wood,
Ind. “Itook treatment Wwith several
physicians without any benefit. I then
started to take Foley’s Honey and Tar
and my lungs are now as sound as a
Lonllet. 1 recommend it in advanc d
ftages of lung trouble,”—Denton &
Ward.

Why is u newspaper Iike sn army ?
Becanse it hes leaders, colnmns and
reviews.

Foley's Kidney Cure makes the dis-
eased kidneys connd eo they will elim-
inate the poisons from the blood.—
Denton & Ward.

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

Avoid serious results of kidney or
bladder disorder by taking Foley’s Kid-
ney cure,—Denton & Ward.

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

Doctors Could not Help Her.

“I had kidoey trouble for years,”
writes Dre. Raymond Conner of Shelton,
Wash,, and the doctors could not help
me, I tried Foley’s Kidney Cure, and
the very first dose gave me relief and I
am now cured. I cannotsay too much
r\‘\;r E:loley‘s Kidney Cure.”—Denton &

ard.

Notice to Patrons bl the Manchester
& Onelda Rallway Company at
North Manchester Ia.

1 wish to call your attention to the
fact that a great number of passengers
are boarding our trains at that point
without procuring tickets at our down
town oflize, and thereby causing a great
loss of revenue to our Railway,

This is to notify you that unless yon
procure your through tickets from thie
station, which may be done by calling
here or telephoning us to send tickets
with conductor for your destination, 1
will be obliged to discontinue that
point a8 a stop for our trains to pick up
passengers,

This 1 do not wish todo, but unless
you co-operate with me in this matter
it will be neceesary to come to out sta-
tion to board our train.

JNO. L.SULLIVAN,
Gen, Mgr,

Ebg;ﬂl“ thl’ state-
:h shly 'iypx&m 7 than
when yoh compate the genuine Dewitt's
Witch Hazel wn wﬁ’: the many
coun! 8 and worthless substitutes
that are on the market. W, S. Ledbetter
of Shreveport, La,, says: “After using
numerous other remedies without bene-
fit, one box of DeWitt’'s Witch Hazel
Salve cured me.” For blind, bleeding,
Itching and protrading piles no rem-
edy equal to DeWitt’s  Witch Hazel
Salve, Sold by Smith Broe.

CHEAP-—Kesldence Pro in this el
Enquire of Bronson & Carr. RESY 7

The Pleasure of Eating,

Persons suffering from indigestion,
(yspepsia or other stomach trouble will
find that Kodol Dyspepsia Cure digests
what yon eat and makes the stomach
sweet, This remedy is a never failin
cure for Indigestion and Dyspepsia an
a1l complaints affecting the glands or
membranes of the stomach or digestive
tract. \When you take Kodol Dyspepsia
Care everything you eat tastes good,
and every bit of the nutriment that
your food contains is aasimilated and
appropriated by the blood and tissues.
Sold by Smith Bros

For your llyer and stomach {lls,
Take Reacom’s Plenic Pills,

They will surely do you good

They wiil stimulate your blood,

And mako you feel as happy as a clam,
Pry them, % cts, All druggists. 5oLt

TIRRILL & PIERCE

are Lioaning Money as cheap as

any person or corporation.

ABﬁpning v

-\
at present is that of g

Coal

“We have on hand a
choice asgortment of the most
. desirable grades of soft coal
at the lowest prices consistent
with the market. All coal
promises to!be scarce later in
the season and prices will
rule higher,

$

HOLLISTER
LUMBER
COMPANY.
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] CAKE BASKETS, BUTTER DISHES,

M.F LEROY Prest. H.A, GRANGER Cashier
E. C, HESNER, Asst. Cashior
A.H. BLAKE, 1st. V. Presiden
1. O. HAEBERLE, 2nd, V. President,

First Nafional

BANK,

MANOCHESTER. IOWA.
CAPITAL. - 50,000

Cenerat

Bankin

Business Transacted,
Interest Paid on Time Deposits.

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES

FOR RENT.
R. R. Robluolf ==' F. LeRoy,
. A Granger, A Bisks,
{‘1.. Il‘t ﬁ'g;:" ven, H. O. Ru:lulo

CORRESPOINDEINTS.
First Nationsl Bank, Dubuque, Iows.
Central National Bank New York City.
Commercial National Bank, Ohiocago. gl.l‘

Compound Vapor and Sham-
poo Baths.

B th Most all dis-

©ases are caused
y ‘Polsonous 8sec

Vapor

and

b;

retions, which

clog the wheels
Shampoo.

of NATURE.

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

ually be traced
to the 1mperiect aotion ot the millions
of pores of the haman body. A bath in
accordance with scgientific 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 tho story. 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,

6t Q. D. GATES.

W. N. BOYNTON,

HAS

Ladies and Gents Gold Watches
in all sizes kinds and styles,
Ladies, Gents and Chrildrens: Rings 3}

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

WEDDING RINGS.
— 00—

SOLID STERLING SILVER FORKS,
TABLE, DESERT &nd TEA SPOONS,
NAPKIN RINGS, ETC., ETC,, ETC)

Also large line of Best Brands of—

SILVER PLATED SPOONS,
TEA SETS, WATER SETS

ETC., ETC.

CARVING KNIVES and FORKS, LADIES

GUARD CHAINS, GENTS VEST S

y EMBLEM RINGS, CHARMS, LOOR:

< F1S, GOLD SPECTACLES, MAN-|
TEL CLOCKS, SILK UMBREL

LAS, GOLD PENB.. . -

Coitle and see ‘many things LS
haveﬁ%!npmtom P '!

W. N. BOYNTON.
Delaware "Couitz

SIATE BANK

Manchéster, lowa.

Capital and Surplus $90,000.

—OFFICER8—

WM. 0. CAWLEY, - Pres

R. W. TIRRILL, - - . - Vleelgt%‘e'ml
CHAB.J. SEEDS, - . - Cashier,

0. W. KEAGY, '- - - Ass't, Cashier,

—DIRECTORS—

WM. C. CAWLEY, R. W. TIRRIL

W. G, KENYON. H. F, ARNOLJ‘.

M. H, WILLISTON,

E, P, SEEDS. . W. 3
CHAS, J,BEEDS.

A general banking business transacted in all
branchies, Drafts sold, ble anywh
United States, Enxlnnd?ﬁ::hnd lg: B%rr%:;‘ a8

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

Deposit Boxes for rent, for the
valuable papers, etc,, all guarded by

o

Steamship Tiokets for sale to and trom all
parts of Kurope,

Private personal ch
from llﬂ!og.e

The banking business of the public Is respect- ~ =
fully soliclted, and we assure En Our customers
every accommodation consistent with good busi-
ness methods,

AC——
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When you want

Fine Furniture

Fair Prices .
GO TO

Werkmeister’s

AT

Earlville.

Undertaking Solicited

F. WERKMEISTER,

‘Earlville, Iowa

.



