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PREFACE

e, FEL

The Light In the Clearing shons upon
waany things and mostly upoa those
which, above all others, have impassioned
and perpetuated tha Spirit of America
and which, just now, seem to me to be
worlhy of attention. I believe that spirit
to be the very candle of the Lord which,
in this dark and windy night of time, has
flickered so that the souls of the falthful
fhave been afrald, But let us be of good
cheer. It Is shining brighter as 1 write
and, under God, T belleve [t shall, by and
by, ba seen and loved of all men.

One self-contained, Homerip figure, of
tha remota country-side In which I was
born, had the true Bpirit of Democracy
and shed ita light abroad in the scnate of
the United States and the capitol at Al-
bany. He carried the Candle of the Lord.
It led him to a height of seif-forgetful-
ness achleved by only two others—Wash-
ington and Lincoln. Yet I have been sur-
prised by the profound and general Ig-
norance of this generation regarding the
career of Silas Wright.

The distinguished scnator who served
at his side for many years, Thomas H.
RBenton of Missouri, has this to say of
RBilas Wright in his Thirty Years' View:

“He refused cabinet appolntments un-
der his fast friend Van Buren and under
PYollc, whom he may be said to have
wlected. He refused a seat on the bench
aof thas Supreme court eof tho United
Hiates: he rejected Instantly the nomina-
tion In 184 for vice president; he refused
to be put In nomination for the presi-
dency. He spent that time In declining
office which othera did in winning it. The
offices he did mccept, it might well be
sald, were thrust upon him. He was born
great and above office and unwillingly de-
scended to It

So much by way of preparing the reader
to meet the great commoner in tliese
pages.

Thers wers those who accused Mr,
Wright of belng a spollsinan, the only
warrant for which claim would seem to
be his remark In g letter; *“Wlen our
enemies accuse us of feeding our friends
instead of them never let them lie In tell-
ing the story."

e was, In fact, a human being, through
and through, but so upright that they
umed to say of him that he was “'as hon-
est as any man under heaven or in it."

For my knowledge of the color and
apirit of the time I am Indebled to a long
¢ourse of reading In its books, newspa-
pers and periodicals, notably the North
American Review, the United States Mag-
azine and Democratic Review, the New
Yorlke Mirror, the Knickerbocker, the 8t
fawrence Hepublican, Benton's Thirty
Years' View, Bancroft’'s Life of Martin
Van Buren, *histories of Wright and his
time by Hammond and Jenkins, and to
smany manuscript lettera of the distin.
guished commoner in the New York pub-
He Ubrary and in the possession of Mr.
Samuel Wright of Weybridge, Vermont.

To any who may think that they dis-
cover portralts in thesa pages I desire to
say that ull the characlers—save only
filas Wright and President Van Buren
and DBarton Baynes—are purely imagin-
ary. However, thers wera Grimshaws
and Purvises and Binkses and Aunt Deels
and Unele Peabodys in almoSt avery rus-
tie noighborhood thoge days, and I regret
to add that Roving Kate was on many
roads, The case of Amos Grimshaw bears
& steiking resemblance to that of young
Rickford, executed long ngo in Malone,
for the partioulars of which case I am
indebted to my friend, Mr. H, 1., Ivea of

Potasdam.
THE AUTHOR.
BOOK ONE
Which Is the Story of the Candle
and the Compass.

CHAPTER 1.
The Melon Harvest.

Once upon a time I owned a water-
melon. I say once because I never did
it again. When I got through owniog
that melon I never wanted another.
The time was 1831; I was a boy of
seven and the melon was the first of
all my harvests.

I didn't know much about myself
those days except the fact that my
name was Bart Baynes and, further,
that I wes an orphan who owned a
watermelon and a little spotted hen
and lved en Rattleroad n a neighbor-
haood called Lickitysplit. I lived with
my Aunt Deel and my Uncle Peabody
Baynes on a farm, They were brother
and sister—he about thirty-cight and
she a little beyond the far-distant goal
of forty.

My father and mother died in &
scourge of diphtherin that swept the
neighborhood when I was a boy of
five.

A few days after I arrived in the
home of my aunt and uncle I siyly en-
tered the parlor and climbed the what-
not to examine some white flowers dn
ftz top shelf and tipped the whole
¢thing over, scattering Its burden of
albnms, war flowers and seashells
on the floor. My aunt came running
on her tiptoes and exclaimed: “Mercy !

Come right out o' here this minute—

you pest|”

I took some rather long steps going
out, which were due to the fact that
Annt Deel had hold of my hand. YWhile
I sat weeping she went back into the
parior and began to plek up things,

“My wreath! my wreath!” I heard
her moaning.

How well I remember that litle as-
semblage of flower ghosts In waxl
They had no more right to asoclate
with human beings than the ghosts of
fable. Uncle Peabody uscd to call
them the “Minervy flowers" because
they were a present from his Aunt
Minerva. When Aunt Deel returned

‘to the kitehen where I sat—a sorrow-
sing little refugee hunched up 2 a cor-
sner—she sald: *TIl have to tell your
Unele Peabddy—ayes!”

“Oh please don't tell my Uncle Pea-
ihody,"” 1 walled.

“Ayes! I'll have to tell him" she
saawered firmly.

For the first time I looked for him
with dread at the window and when
he came I hid in a closet and heard
that solemn and penetrating note in
her voice as she said:

“T guess youll have to take that boy
awny—ayes!”

“What now?" he asked.

“My stars! he sneaked into the par-
lor and tipped over the what-not and
smashed that beauntiful wax wreath!”
“Jerusalem four-corners!” he ex-
claimed, “I'll have to—"

He stopped as he was wont to do on
the threshold of strong opinions and
momentous resolutions,

The rest of the conversation was
drowned In my own cries and Uncle
Peabody came and lifted me tenderly
and carried me upstairs.

He sat down with me on his lap and
hushed my cries. Then he said very
gently:

“Now, Bub, you and me have got to
be careful. What-nots and albums
and wax flowers and haircloth sofys
are the most dang’rous critters In St.
Lawrence county. They're purty sav-
age., Keep your eye peeled. You can't
tell what minute they'll jump on ye.
More boys have been dragged away
and tore to pleces by 'em than by all
the bears and panthers in the woods.
Keep out o' that old parior. Ye might
as well go into a cage o' wolves., How
be I goin' to make ye remember it?"
“I don't know," I whimpered and be-
gan to cry out in fearful anticipation.
He set me in a chalr, picked up one
of his old carpet-slippers and began to
thump the bed with it. He belabored
the bed with tremendous vigor, Mean-
while he looked at me and exclaimed:
“You dreadful child!"

I knew that my sins were responsl-
ble for this violence. It frightened me
and my cries Increased.

The door at the bottom of the stalrs
opened suddenly.

Aunt Deel called:

“Don't lose your temper, Peabody. I
think you've gone fur ‘nough—ayes!"

Uncle Peabody stopped and blew as
if he were very tired and then T cnught
a look in his face that reassured me. |

He called back to her: T wouldn't
'a’ cared so much If It hadn't 'a’ been

He Belabored the Bed With Tremen-
dous Vigor, Exclaiming “You Dread-
ful Childi™

the what-not and them Minervy flow-
ers, When a boy tips over a what-not
he’s goin’ It purty strong.”

“Well, don't be too severe, You'd
better come now and git me a pall o
water—ayes, I think ye had"

Uncle Peabody did a lot of sneezing
and coughlng with his big, red hand-
kerchief over his face and I was not
old enough then to understand it, He
kisgsed me and took my little hand In
hias big bard one and led me down the
stalirs,

I dreamed that night that a long-leg-
ged what-not, with a wax wreath in its
hands, chased me around the house
and caught and bit me on the neck. 1
called for help and uncle came and
found me on the floor and put me back
in bed again,

For a long time I thought that the
way a man punished a boy was by
thumping his bed. I knew that women
had a different and leas satisfactory
method, for I remembered that my
mother had spanked me and Aunt Deel
had a way of giving my hands and
hend a kind of watermelon thump with
the middie finger of her right hand and
with a curious look In her eyes. Uncle
Peabody used to call it a “snaptious
loolk.” Almost always he whacked the
bed with his slipper. There were ex-
ceptions, however, and, by and by, I
came to know In each case the destl-
natlon of the slipper, for if T hud done
anything which really afflicted my con-
selence that strip of leather seemed to
know the truth, and found Its way to
my person.

Aunt Deel tolled Incessantly. She
washed and serubbed and polished and
dusted and sewed and knit from mora-
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fear that company would come &
find her unprepared—Alma Jones
Jabez Lincoln and his wife, or Ben a's
Mary Humphries, or “Mr. and Mp
Horace Dunkelberg.” These were t(
people of whom she talked when &
neighbors came In and when she

not talking of the Bayneses. I obsel
that she always said “Mr. and M°®
Horace Dunkelberg” They were
conversational ornaments of our hom,
“As Mrs. Hornce Dunkelberg says,” ¢
“gs 1 said to Mr, Horace Dunkelberg’
were phrases calculated to establis}
our socinl standing. I supposed thi
the world was peopled' by Joneses, Li
colns, Humphries and Dunkelberg’
but mostly by Dunkelbergs. These lay-
ter were very rich people who lived in
Canton village. /

I know, now, how dearly Aunt Deel
loved her brother and me. I must have
been a great trial to thut woman of
forty unused to the pranks of chil-
dren and the tender offices of a moth-
er. Naturally I turned from her to
my Uncle Peabody as a refuge and a
help in time of trouble, with Increasing
fondness. He had no knitting or sew-
ing to do and when Uncle Peabody sat
in the house he gave all his time to
me and we weathered many a storm
together as we sat silently in his fa-
vorite corner, of an evening, when 1
always went to sleep In his arms,

I wns seven years old when Uncle
Peabody gave me the watermelon
seeds. I put one of them in my mouth
and bit it

“It appears to me there's an awful
draft blowln' down your throat,” said
Uncle Peabody. *“You ain't no busl-
ness eatin' a melon seed"”

“Why?" was my query.

“'Cause It was made to pat in the
ground. Didn't you know it was alive?”

“Allve!” I exclaimed.

“Alive,” sald he. “I'll show ye."

He put a number of the seeds in
the ground and covered them, and
gald that part of the garden should
be mine, I watched it every day and
by and by two vines came up. One
sigkened and died in dry weather. Un-
cle ‘Peabody said that I must water
the other every day. I did it falth-
fully and the vine throve.

down into the garden, night and m

put uncle said that I should get my
pay when the melon was ripe. I had
also to keep the wood-box full and
feed the chickens, They were odious
tasks, When I asked Aunt Deel what
I should get for doing them she an-
swered quickly:

“Nospanks and bread and butter-
ayes!"”

When [ asked what were “nospanks"
she told me that they were part of
the wages of a good child, I was
better paid for my care of the water-
melon vine, for its growth was mea-
gured with a string every day and kept
me Interested. One morning I found
five blossoms on 1t. I picked one and
earrled it to Aunt Deel, Another 1
destroyed in the tragedy of catching
a bumblebee which had crawled into
its eup. In due time three small mel-
ons appeared. When they were as
big ns a baseball I picked two of them,
One I tasted and threw away as I
ran (o the pump for relief. The other
I hurled at a dog on my way to
school. '

So that Inst melon on the vine had
my undivided affection. It grew in
size and reputation, and soon 1
learned that a reputation 18 about the
worst thing that a watermelon ean
acqulre while it is on the vine. I in-
vited everybody that came to the
house to go and gee my watermelon.
They looked it over and said pleas-
ant things abont it, When I was a
boy people used to treat children and
watermelons with a llke solicitude.
Both were a subject for Jests and
produced similar reactions in the hu.
man countenance.

At last Uncle Peabody agreed with
me that 1t was about time to plck the
melon, I declded to pick it immediate-

I could glve it to my aunt and uncle
at dinnerlme. When we got home
I ran for the garden, My feet and
those of our friends and mnelghbors
had literally worn a path to the mel-
on. In enger haste I got my little
wheelbarrow and ran with it to the
end of that puth., There I found
nothing but broken vines! The melon
had vanished, I ran back to the
house almost overcome by a feeling
of alarm, for I bad thought l4ng of
that hour aof pride when I ghould
bring the melon and present it g.o my
aunt and uncle, |

“Unclea Peabody,” I ahouled “my
melon is gone,” i

“Well, I van!" said he, "snﬂebmlp
must "a’ stole it." 3

“Bat it was my melon,” I safdl with
a trembling volce. il

“Yes, nnd I vum t's too ba@! But,
Bart, you ain't learned yit thal there
are wicked people in the wold who
come and take what don't belong to
|em‘ll
There were tears In my eye
1 askedr e g

“They'll bring 1t back, won'} £

“Never!" sald Uncle Feal i

ing wntil night. She lived la mortal

alrald they've et it up.”

It was hard work, I thou% thumb-nail.

ing, with my little pall full of water,|

Iy after meeting on Sunday, so that!

-.:oxmmxammmmé

He bad no sooner sald it than a
¢ry broke from my lips, and I sank
down upon the grass moaning and
gobbing. I lay amidst the ruins of
the simple faith of childhood. It was
as If the world and all 1ts joys had
come to an end.

Aunt Deel spoke in n low, kindly
tone and came and lifted me to my
feet very tenderly.

“(Come, Bart, don't feel so about
that old melon,” said she, *“If ain%
worth It. Come with me, I'm golng
to give you a present—ayes I be!”

I was still crying when she took
me to her trunk, and offered the
gruteful assuagement of candy and
a belt, all embroldered with blue and
white beads.

“Now you see, Bart, how low and
megn anybody Is that takes what
don't belong to 'em—ayes! They're
snnkes! Everybody hates 'em an'
stamps on ‘'em when they come In
sight—ayes!"

The ebomination of the Lord was
in her look and manner. How It
ghook my soul! He who had taken
the watermelon had also taken from
me something I was never to have
agaln, and a very wonderful thing it
was—faith in the goodness of men.
My eyes had seen evil, The world
had committed its first offense against
me and my spirit was no longer the
white and beautiful thing it had been.
Still, therein is the beginning of wis-
dom and, looking down the long vista
of the years, I thank God for the
great harvest of the lost watermelon,
Better things had come In Its place—
understanding and what more, often
I have vainly trled to estimate. For
one thing that sudden revelation of
the heart of childhood had lifted my
aunt's out of the cold storage of a
puritanic spirlt, and warmed It into
new life and opened its door for me.

In the afternoon she sent me over
to Wills' to borrow a little tea, 1
stopped for a few minutes to play
with Henry Wills—a boy not quite
a year older than I. While playing
there I discovered a piece of the
rind of my melon in the dooryard, On
that plece of rind I saw the cross
which I had made one day with my
It was intended to in-
: that the melon was solely and
wholly mine. I felt a flush of anger.

“T hate you," I said as I approached
him.

“I hate you" he answered.

“You're a snake !” 1 said

We now stood, face to face and
breast to breast, like a palr of young
roosters, He gave me a shove and
told me to go home. I gave him a
ghove and told him I wouldn't, T
pushed up close to him again and
we glared into each other's eyes.

Suddenly he spat in my face. 1
gave him a scratch on the forehead
with my finger-nails, Then we fell
upon each other and rolled on the
ground and hit and scratched with
feline ferocity.

Mrs, Wills ran out of the house and
parted us. Our blood was hot, and
leaking through the skin of our faces
a little.

“He pitched on me,"”
plained,

1 couldn’t speak.

Y“Go right home-—this minute—you
brat!"™ sald Mrs, Willls in anger.
“Here's your tea. Don't you ever coma
here again,”

I took the tea and started down the
road weeping. What a bitter day
that was for me! I dreaded to face
my aunt and uncle, Coming through
the grove down by our gate I met
Uncle Peabody., With the keen In:
sight of the father of the prodigal son
he had seen me coming “a long way
off” and shouted:

“Well, here ye be—I was kind o'
worried, Bub."

Then his eye caught the look of de-
jection In my galt and figure, He hur-
ried toward me, He stopped as I
came sobbing to his feet.

“Why, what's the matter?" he asked
gently, as he took the tea cup fiom
my hand, and sat down upon his heels,

Henry ex-

o

Barton meets the famous
Dunkelbergs, including little
golden-haired Sally, whose pret-
ty face and fine clothes fascinate
the boy, whose few years have
been spent
world, The next

in quite another
installment
tells of some other Interesting
persins with whom Barton be-
comes acquainted.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Merely a Superstition.

There Is no kind or a rod, or Instra
ment, which will locate minerals In the
enrih with say degree of certainty
Sometimes 4 bed of iron ore sill affect
the magnetic needle of & compass, of
of a surveying instrument, but there
18 nothing that will locate the preciouy
metals,

The Waves of Michigan.
When I see the waves of Lake Mich-
Ignn toss In the bleak snowstorm,
I see how gmall and inndequate the
common puet {s, But Tennyson, with
his eagle over the sea, hns shown his

sufficiency —Emerson’s Jonrnel

FRECKLES]

Now Is the Time to Get Rid of These Ugly Spots

There's no longer the slightest need of feel
sshamed of your freckles, as mwm
:;::llh-h guaranteed to romove these homely
Slmpiy get an  ounce of Othime—double
strength—from yodr drugglst, sod apply o litle
of it night snd morning kod you shouldl scon see
that even the womel freckies have begun to dis-
gg«:. whils the lHghter ones have wanished en.
iy. It is seldom that more thap ene ounce
w oieded to completely clear the skin and gain
& Beautifal elear complexion
Be wure to ank for tao double strength Othine,
a8 thiy i8 sold under guarantee of money back
A0t falls to remove freckles.—Adr,

Conscientious Justice.

A Delaware justice of the peace is
so hyperconscientious that wher he
discovered himself smoking a cignrette
in RHockwell park, below Tort Penn,
and learned that this constituted dis-
orderly conduet beenuse of recent mili-
tary ruales, he fined himself. Alréndy
necording to loeal reports, fines and
costs collected from soldfers thus of-
fending have amounted to $

BOSCHEE'S SYRUP

will qulet your cough, soothe the In-
flammation of a sore throat and lungs,
stop irritation In the bronchinl (ubes,
{nsuring a good night's rest, free from
coughing and with easy expectoration
in the morning. Made and sold in
America for Hfty-two years, A won-
derful presceription, assisting Nafure in
bullding up your genernl health and
throwing off the disease., Kspecially
useful in lung trouble, usthma, croup,
bronchitis, ete. For sale in all civil-
ized countries.—Adv,

Banana Consumption Big.

According to statisties for 1014, the
Intest avallable, the people of this
country consumerd 48,483 502,000 ha-
panas, of which 15,000,000 bunches
came from Jamalea, 8,000,000 bunches
from Honduras, 5,000,000 bunches
from Costa Rien, and 5,000,000 bunches
from Panama. The others came from
Guatemals, Mexico, Cubn, Colombia,
Niearagua, DBriflsh Honduris, Santo
Domingo and Drozil.

Lifections or Inflammations of the Eyvem
whether from external or Internal I.‘llll:l‘...
Are promptly healed by the use of Roman
Hye Balgam at night upon reticlig. Adv,

The Way of the World.
“This is her fourth husband.”
Yes; she's been widowed once and
alimonied twice”

Cuticura Comforts Baby's Skin
When red, rough and {tching with hot
baths of Cutlecura Soap and touches of
Cuticura Ointment, Also make use
now and then of that exqulsitely scent-

ed dusting powder, Cuticurn Talcum, |

one of the Indispensable Cuticura
Tollet Trio.—Adv,

What Was the Cost?
Jo—1 was touched by ber sweet wan-
ner' b --.I & e, o
_dim—Tor how much?

Far

Mature's efforts to purify the sysi=in need
help In Spring. Wright's Indlan Vegetable
Pills ars Nature's first ald In climinating
Impurities.—adv.

Tired and Broke.
“Have vou finished your spring shop-
ping yet?"
“No! It has finished me.”

The tailor's goose has a larger bill
thun any other hird.

I?‘?m'ir] of

gon I¥ Iu;rd n li;:nuig
vel, dro or
| ﬁu:?s:k oll"?;ur kmorkpﬁ’_r hard oﬂ'.t:!lg
3 ‘g nees “condi
tic::a wigﬁp m“:‘s Kinlmi“‘lm Thou-
wpds rely an them i )

Josse H, Kall, farm-
er,” Port Wasnington,
Ohdo, snys: *“The ac-
tlon of my kidneys
was Irregulnr and the
secrations contained
sediment, 1  sulfered
from rheumatic ins
and for o year | had
to walk with crutohes.
My limbs wers swollen
and  wore. I used 5
Doan's  Kidney Pllls
und In & week wan
able to walk without
erutches, I haven't §
had to lose a dny on
account of rheumatle

cted there is:
Bright's

piulns  or  backache
sinee.’”
Got Doan’s at Any Store, 80c a Box X »t
DOAN’S =ipaer|
PILLS TN
FOSTER-MILBURN CO.., BUFFALO. N, Y, %

When yvour child criesat night, tosses
restlessly in its sleep, is constipated, fev-
| erish or has symploms of worms, you feel
worried. Motlhiers who value their own
comfort and the welfare of their children, i
shiould never be wilhout a box of

Mother Gray’s Sweet
Powders for Children ||

| tor use throughoot the sea-
son. They tend to Break
up Colds, relieve Feverish-
ness, Constipation, Teeth-
ing Disorders, move an
regulate the Bowels and
destray Worms. Thesa
powders are pleasant to
take and easy for parenis \
togive. They cleanss the

stomach, act on the Liver Trads Mark.
and give healthtul slesp Don’t acoepl
by reguiating the child's mnysubatitute.
syitem.

Used by weothars for owtr 30 veary. Sold
by all druggists,’ Sample maiind FREE, §
Address, Mother Gray Co,, Le Roy, N, ¥, |

Be sure you ask for and obtain

Mother Gray’s Sweel Powdors for Childran,

|

Simple stock and poultry troubles,
such as Constipation, Indigestion,
Liver Troubles, Loss of Appetite
and Colds, have been found to
yield quickly to a good dose of

Bee Dee

Stock & Poultry Medicine

(Formerly called Black-Draught Stock & Paultry Medicine)

1t'is a concentrated liver medicine and tonic for chickens,
hogs, harses, cattle, shesp, etc., which has been

and poultry

IN SUCCESSFUL USE FOR
OVER 35 YEARS!

Get a can of BEE DEE from your merchant and use It
with your sick animals and fowls.

Also mix a little BEE DEE regularly with your stock

feed. IT PAYS!

CL L L Y] --------u--‘

Please Use This Coupon!

Write vour name and address on the lines
below, then put this coupon in an envelope
and mail. On receipt, we will promptly
send you Two Beautiful Art Panels, litho-
graphed in five colors, a trial package of Bee
Dee Stock & Poultry Medicine, a sample of
Bee Dee Healing er (fine for cuts,
scratches, sores, galls, etc.), alsoa Bee Dee
Almanac. Tells how to treat stock and
poultry diseases.

N ame

Post Office .

State

St.or R.F.D.

Address: Dept. W,
Beo Deo Stock Medicine Compaay.
Chattanoogs, Tenn,
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