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A TALE OF THE NORTH COUNTRY

IN THE TIME OF SILAS WRIGHT

IRVING BACHELLER_.

EBEN HOLDEN, D'RI AND |, DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES,
KEEPING UP WITH LIZZIE, ETC, ETC

COTRSNT FAVING ML

OF THE GREAT

BARTON GETS NEW INSPIRATION FROM THE THE WORDS

SILAS WRIGHT.

Womnn." Amos Grimshaw, a young

for Amos. Reprgved for an act of
intending to make his home with th

Boynes home, A short time later

known as “Money,

Synopsis—Barton Baynes, an orphan, goes to llve with his uncle,
Penboy Baynes, and his Aunt Deel on a farm on Rattleroad, In a
neighborhood called Lickitysplit, about the year 1826,
Dunkelberg, ahout his own age, but soclally of a class above the
Bayneses, and Is fascinated by her pretty face and fine clothes.
!L dlso meets Roving Kate, known In the neighborhood as the “Silent

ship, Is a visitor at the Baynes home and Roving Kate tells the boys'
fortunes, predicting a bright future for Barton and death on the gallows

and falls asleep on a porch. There is he is found by Silas Wright, Jr,, a
man prominent in public affairs, who, knowing Peabody Baynes, takes
Barton home after buying him new clothes,
interest In Barton and sends a box of books and magazines to the

United States senate is announced. Barton learns of a wonderful power
and how through [ts possession Grimshaw 1s the
most powerful man ipn the community, Grimshaw threatens to take the
Baynes farm If a note which he holds is not pald.

He meets Sally
Barton
son of the richest man in the town-
boyish mischief, Barton runs away,
e Dunlkelbergs, He reaches Canton

Silas Wright evinees much

the electlon of Mr. Wright to the

CHAPTER V—Continued.
el

To Aunt Deel wagon grease Was
the worst enemy of a happy and re-
spectable home,

We hitched our team to the grass-
hopper spring wagon and set out on
our journey. It was a warm, hazy
Indian-summer day in November. As
we passed “the mill" we saw the Si-
lent Woman looking out of the little
window of her room above the black-
smith shop—a low, weather-stained,
frame bullding, hard by the main
jroad, with a narrow hanging stair on
ithe side of it

“She keeps watch by the winder
jwhen she ain't travelin'” suld Uncle
Peabody. “Knows all that’'s goln'
on—that womanr—knows who goes o
the villnge an' how long they stay.
When Grimshaw goes by they say she
husties off down the road in her rags.
She looks like a slck dog herself, but
I've heard that she keeps that room
o' hers jost as neat as a pin."

Near the village we pussed a smart-
fooklng buggy, drawn by a spry-foot-
ed btorse {n shiny harness, Then I
noticed with a pang that our wagon
was covered with dry mud and that

our horses were rather bony and our

harness a kind of lead color. So I
wis In an humble state of mind when |
we entered the village, |

There wns o crowd of men and
woinen in front of Mr. Wright's office
and through its open door [ saw many
of his fellow townsmen. We walted at ‘
the door for a few minutes, Derowded
ifn while Uncle Peabody stood talk-
ing to a villager, t'he Senator cnught
elght of me and came to my side and

pul his hand on my head and sald:

“Hello, Bart! How you've grown!
and how handsome you look! Where's |
Yyour uncle?" I

“He's there by the door I an- |
swered. |

“Well, le's go and gee him."

Mr., Wright was stouter aad grager
and grander than when I had seen
him last. He wus dressed In black
broadeloth and wore a blg heaver hat
and High collar and his halr was al-
most white. I remember vividly his
clenr, kindly, gray eyes and ruddy
cheeks. '

“Baynes, I'm glad to see you,”" he |
sald heprtlly, "“Dld ye bring me azoy
jerited meat?"”

“Didn't think of it,” spld Uncle
Penbody. “But I've got o nice young
doe all jJerked an’ If you're fond o
jerk Tl bring ye down some to-mor- |
rer.”

“I'd like to take some to Washing-
ton, but I wouldn't have you bring
it so far."

“I'd like to bring It—I want a
chanee to talk with ye for half an
hour or such a matter,” sald my un-
cle. “I've got a little trouble on my
hands”

The Senator took us into his office
and Introduced us to the leadlng men
of the county.

“Here,"” sald che Sepator ag he put
his hand on niy head, “ls a1 coming
man in the Democratic party.”

The great men Iaughed at my
blushes and we came awny with a
deep sense of pride in us. At last I
felt equal to the ordeal of mecting
the Dunkelbergs, Ay uncle must have
ghared my feellng, for, 1o my dellght,
he went stralght to. the basement
atore above which was the modest!
sign: “H. Dunkelberg, Produce.”

“Well I swan!" sald the merchaaot
in the treble volee which I remem-
bered go well. “This Is Bart and Pea-
body! How are you?™

Upretty well,"” I answered, my un-
¢le belng too slow of specch to suit
my sense of propriety. “How ls Bal-
'

The twoe men lnughed heartily, much
to my embarrassment,

“He's getting right down to busi-
Dass,” sald my uncle,

{
ones:

“That's right," saild Mr. Dunkelberg.
*Why, Bart, she's gpry as a cricket
and pretty as a picture. Come up to
dinner with me and see for yourself.”

Uncle Peabody hesitated, whereapon
I gava him a furdve nod and he sald
“All right,” and then I had a dell-
cious feeling of excitement. I had
hard work to control my impatience
when they talked.

By and by I asked, “Are you 'most
ready to go?"

“Yes—come on—it's after
o'clock,” sanid Mr. Dunkelberg.
will be back from school now."

S0 we walked to the blg house of
the Dunkelbergs and I could hear my
heart beating when we turned In at
the gate—the golden gate of my youth
it must have been, for after I had
passed it I thought no more as a child.
That rude push which Mr., Grimshaw
gave me had hurried the passing.

1 was a lttle surprised at my own
dignity when Sally opened the door
to welcome us, My uncle told Aunt
Deel that I acted and spoke like Sllas
Wright, “so nlce and proper.” Sally
was different, too—less playful and
more beautiful with leng yellow curls
covering her shonlders.

twelve
“Sally

"How nlee you look!"” she sald as

she took my arm and led me Into her
playroom.

“These are my new clothes” I
honsted. "“They are very expensive
and I have to be eareful of them."

I behaved myself with great care
at the table—I remember that—and,
after dinner, we played in the door-
vard and the stable, I with a great
fear of tearing my new clothes. I
stopped and ecautioned her more than
“Be ecareful! For gracious

| sake! be careful o' my new sult!"

As we were leaving late in the af-
ternoon she esald:

“I wish you would come here to
school”

“1 suppose he will some time,” said
Uurle Peabody.

A new hope entered my breast, that
moment, and began to grow there.

“Aren't you golng to kiss her?" said
Mr, Dunkelberg with a smile.

I saw the color in her cheeks deep-
en as she turned with a smile and
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“I'm Not Afrald of Him."

walked away two or three steps while
the grown people laughed, and stood
with her back turned looking In at
the window,

“Yon're looking the wrong way for
the scenery,” suld-Mr. Dunkelberg.

She turped aod walked toward me
with a look of resolution In her pret-
ty face and sald:

T —
“I'm not afrald of him." e
We kissed each other and, again,

that well-remembered touch of her

hair upon my face! But the feel of
her warm lps upon my own—that was
so different and so sweet to remem-
ber in the lonely days that followed!
Fast flows the river to the sea when
youth is enililng on it. They bhad
shoved me out of the quiet cove into
the awift current—tnase dear, kindly,
thoughtless people, Rally ran away
into the house as their laughter con-
tinued and my uncle and I walked
down the street. How happy I wasl

I observed with satisfaction that
the village boys did not make fun
of me when I passed them es they did
when T wore the petticoat trousers.
Mr, and Mrs. Wright came along with
the crowd, by and by, and Colonel
Medad Moody. We had supper with
the Senator on the seat with us. He
and my uncle began to talk about the
tightness of money and the banking
laws and I remember a remark of
my uncle, for there was that in his
tone which I could never forget:

“We poor people are trusting you
to look out for us—we poor people
are trusting you to see that we get
treated fair., We're havin' a hard
time,"

My uncle told him abont the note
and the visit of Mr., Grimshaw and of |
his threats and upbraldings.

“Did he say that in Bart’s hearlog?
asked the Senator.

“Peabody,” she called, hoy has
worked llke a beaver minute
since you left—ayes he has! I never
see anything to beat [t—never! 1]

this minute—ayes!"

I followed them into the shed.

“W'y of all things!” my uocle ex-
claimed. “He's worked like a naller,
ain’t he?”

There were tears In his eyes when -

and squeezed it and sald:

“Sometimes I wish ye was little
again so I could take ye up In my
arms an' kiss ye just as I used to.
Horace Dunkelberg says that you're
the best-lookin' boy he ever see.”

I repeated the rules I had learned
as we went to the table.

“I'm goin' to be like Silas Wright if
I can,” I added.

“That's the idee!™ sald Uncle Pea-
body. “You keep on as you've start-
ed an' everybody'll milk into your
pail.”

I kept on—not with the vigor of
that first day with its new inspiration
—but with growing strength and effec-

g

“Ayes |—right out plain." .

“Too bad! I'm going to tell you |
frankly, Baynes, that the best thing
I know about you is your conduct to-
ward this boy. I like it. The next
best thing is the fact that you signed
the note. It was bad business but
it was good Christian conduct to help
your friend. Don't regret it. Youm|
were poor and of an age when the,
boy's pranks were troublesome to both
of you, but you took him in. Til
lend you the interest and try to get
another holder for the mortgage on
one condition. You must let me at-
tend to Bart's schooling. I want to
be boss abgut that. We have a great
schoolmaster in Canton and when Bart
[s a little older I want him fo go
there to school. I'll try to find him
a place where he can work for his
board.”

“We'll miss Bart but we'll he tickled
to death—there’s no two ways about
that,” sald Uncle Peabody.

The Serator tested my arithmetic
and grammar and geography as We
rode along in the darkness and said
by and by:

“You'll have to work hard, Bart
You'll have to take your book Into
the fleld as I did. After every row
of corn I learned a rule of syntax or
arithmetle or a fact in geography while
I rested, and my thonght and memory
took hold of it as I plied the hoe. I
don’t want you to stop the reading,
but from now on you must.spa
of every eveu'ng on your lessons.”

As 1 was going to bed the Seaator
called me to him and said:

“I ghall be gone when you are up
in the morning. It may be a long
time before I see you; I shall leave
gomething for you in a senled envel-
ope with your name on it, You are
not to open the envelope until you
go away to school. T know how you
will feel that first day. When night
falls ycu will think of your aunt and
uncle and be very lonely. When you
go to your room for the night I want
you to sit down all by yourself and
open the envelope and read what I
shall write. They will be, I think, the
most impressive words you ever read.
You will think them over but yon
will not understand them for a long
time, Ask every wise man you meet
to explain them to you, for all your
bappiness will depend upon your un-
derstanding of those few words in the
envelope,”

In the morning Aunt Deel put it
in my hands.

“I wonder what In the world he
wrote there—ayes!" sald she. “Wa
must keep it ecareful—ayes!—I'll put
it in my trunk an’' give it to ye when
ye go to Canton to scuool

“Has Mr. Wright gone?' 1 asked
mther gadly.
“Ayes! Land o' mercy! He went

away leng before daylight with a lot
o' jerked meat in a pack basket—
ayes! Yer uncle Is goin' down to the
village to see 'bout the mortgage this
afternoon, ayes!"

It was a Saturday and I spent lis
hours cording wood In the shed, paus-
ing now and then for a look Into
my grammar,

What a day it was!—the firet of
many like it. I never think of those
days without saying to myself: “What
a QGodls blessing a man like Silos
Wright can be in the commuanity In
which his heart and soul are as an
open hook "

Ag the evening came on I took a
long look at my cords. The shed was
nearly half full of them. Four rules
of syntax, also, had been carcfully
stored away in my braln, 1 sald
them over as I hurried down lato the
pasture with old 8hep and brought In
the cows, I got through milking just
n8 Uncle Peabody came. I saw with
joy that his face was cheerful,

“Yip!” he shouted as he stopped his
team at the barn door, where Aunt
Deel and I were standing, “We al't
got much to worry about now. I've
got the interest money right here in
my pocket.”

We unhitched and went In to sup.
per. I was hoping that Aunt Deel
would speak of my work but she
seemed not to think of It

I went out on the porch and stood
looklog down with a sad conntenance,
Aunt Deel followed me.

“W'y, Bart!" she exclalmed, “you'ra
too tired to eat—ayes! Be ye sick?’

I shook my head.

One Day Mr. Grimshaw Came Qut In
the Field to See My Uncle.

tiveness. Nights and mornings and
Saturdays I worked with a will and
my book In my pocket or at the side
of the field and was, T know, a help
of some value on the farm. My schol-
arship Improved rapidly and that year
I went about as far as I could hope
to go in the little school at Leonard's
Jorners,

el wouldn't wonder if ol' Kate was)
right about our boy," sald Aunt Deel
one day when she saw me with my
book in the field. '

I began to konow than that ol' Eate
had sgmechow been at work in my
soul—subconsciously as I would now
put it. I was trying to put truth
into the prophecy. As I look at the
whole matter these days I can see
that Mr. Grimshaw himself was a
help no less important to me, for it
was a sharp spur with which he con-
tinued to prod us.

CHAPTER VL.
My Secohd Peril.

One day Mr. Grimshaw came out
In the fleld to see my uncle, They
walked away to the shade of a tres
while the hired man and I went on
with the hoeing. I could hear the
harsh woice of the money-lender
gpeaking In lond and angry tones and
presently he went away,

“What's the rip?' I ansked as myp
uncle returned looking very sober.

“We won't talk abount it now,” he
answered,

In the candle-light of the evening
Uncle Peabody sald:

“Grimshaw has demanded his mort-
goge money an' he wants It in gold
coin. We'll have to git It some way,
I dunno how.”

“W'y of all things!” my aunt ex-
clalmed., “How are we goin' to git
all that money—these hard times?—
ayes! I'd like to know?"

“Well, I can't tell ye,” sald Uncle
Peabody. *“I guess he ean't forgive
us for savin' Rodney Barnes”

“What did he say?" I asked.

“Why, he says we hadn't no busl-
ness to hire a man to help us. He
says you an' me ought to do all the
work here. He thinks I ought to took
you out o' school long ago.”

“I can stay out o' school and keep
on with my lessons,” I sald,

“Not an' please him. He wns mad
when he see yeo with a book !n yer
hand out there In the ¢ern-fleld.”

What were we to do now? I spent
the first sad night of my life undolng
the plans which had been so dear to
me but not so dear as my aunt and
uncle, I decided to give all my life
and strength to the saviog of the
furm. I would still try to be great,
but not as great as the Senator.

Barton passes through what
are looked upon as the second
and third of the four perils pre-
dicted for him by “Rovin’' Katae.”
Don't fail to read of his experi-
ences in the next installment.

(TDO BE CONTINUED,)

It's Ended Then.
Youngham—"How can I tell when
the honeymoon Is over?' Oldham—
“When your wife stops telling thinge

and begins asking questions”

want you to come right out into the |
wood-shed an' see what he's done— | )}

he took my band In his rough palm [

e e ———

TEXT—Pliate salth unto them, What
shall 1 do then with Jesus wlich i3 called
Ohrist ?~Matt. 27:22, ; :

Much to Pilate’s surprise, when at
the fenst he asked the multitude:
“Whom will ya
that T relense unto
you, Barabbas or
Jesus  which Is
enlled Christ,"” the
multitude, prompt-
ed by the chief
priests and the
elders, asked for
the relense of Ba-

rabbas, This left
Jesus on his
hands,

Pilate, troubled
and perplexed,
cried -unto the
multitude: “What
shall T do with
Jesus which s

called Christ?"
by the chief priests and the elders,

And again, prompted

the erowd shouted back: “Let him be
erncified.” Pllate answered:” “Why,
what evil hath'he done?" “But they
eried out the more saying: Let him be
cruc!fied.”

When Pllate saw that the crowd
was tumultuous and he counld prevail
nothing, thinking to rid himself of
the responsibility of having Christ cru-
cifled, he teok water and washed his
hands before the multitude, snying:
“I am Innocent of the blood of this
just person: see ye to It.” And the
crowd, beslde Itself with frenzy, little
realizing the import of the words, an.
swered as one man: “His blood be on
s anid on our children,"

iod fook them at their word, and
the blood of Jesus has rested upon
them and *heir children to this day,
and they have suffered, as the proph-
ofs testified they would, because of Ib
Amongst the nations of the world the
Jews have borne the stigma of thelr
crime, and everywhere their nnme 1s a
by-word and a hissing,

ut Pllate did not, by the panto-
mime of washing his hands, nelther
by his word nor that of the maddened
crowd, release himself from his di-
lemma,  Jesus was on hig hands, and
ha was responsible for what he did
with alm, and any. court of Justice
would hald him aecountable,

Pllute’s nume might have gone down
in history ng that of a Just man, had
he refused to be a party to the dinbotl:
enl designs upon Jesus, But Pilate
was n spineless, weal-kneed, political
gycophant. He thonght more of the
security of his throne and his polltl-
eal future than he did of justice, and
s0 he yielded up Barabbas to the mul-
titude and sent Jesus to be erncified.

Pilate's dilemnm Is the dilemma of
nll men. As In Pilate's ease, cireum-
stunces heyond control have placed
Jesng on our hands, and It is
no ensler for us fo shift respon-
sponsikility for our trentment of Jesus
than It was for Pllate to do so.

We say we will have nothing to do
with Jesus, but that does not relieve
ug of our dilemmn. Jesus is on our
hands, for God sent him to be the
Savior of the world, and that very fact
mukes us responsible for what we do
with him.

To say that we will avold responsi-
hility by having nothing to do with
Jesus, thinking thereby to relieve our-
selves of responsibility, 1s as silly ns
it was for Pllate to think he could re
leve himself of responsibility by go-
ing through the pantomime of washing
his hands,

To refuse to heed the claims of
Jesus as Savior is to decide ngalnst
him., We lave his own word for this,
which says, “He that is not with me is
ngainst me” Do not think, then, to re
leve yourself of Pllate's dilemma by
nssuming a negative attitude toward
Jesus, for you have not thereby shift-
el your responsibility to do something
for him. You have by your very at-
titude done something with him. By
not heeding his elaim upopn you, youn
have dented that he has any claim, and
by not accepting him as your Savior
vou have refused him. This is so evl
dent that the wonder is that men will
persistently try to shift thelr respon-
gibility for their treatment of Christ,
anylng: “I will do nothing with him,"”

hoping that this word relleves them of | ad

thelr dllemma. No, no, brother, sister,
Jewus is on your hands, and do not
think that your words wash away your
responsibllity. A gift, though not will-
Tully refused, if not accepted Is reject-
ed, and so Christ, even though not will-
fully refused by youn as your Savior,
15, If he is by you neglected, thereby
rejected.

Pllate's question s your question:
“What shall T do then with Jesus
which is enlled Christ?' TLet me
tell you, brother, sister, what to do
with him, Accept him by faith as
your savior, for “he that belleveth on
the Son hath everlnsting life: and ha
that belleveth not the Son shall not
gee Iife; but the wrath of God abideth
on him."—lJohn 3:38.

Pilate, If he kad done the right
thing with Jesus, wounld have lils name
written in histoty today @8 a man of
justice. You, It you do the right thing
with Jesus, namely, accept him as
your Savior and Lord, will haye your
nime written forever in the Lamb's
Book of Life, and you will have joy
and pence In belleving In the Lord
Jesus Christ, a Joy and a peace that thy
world casanot give, neither toke 2way
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Pills today. They .
the world over,

A

thut I doubted \
lnything would cure kS
me. My back was lame
and wenk and pained 8
dreadfully. I was an-
noyed by the disor- :
dered actlion of my g2
m too. Nervous {
es nearly drove ~
me frantic and I was 'fgs
almost 3
used

cured me,
had the least trouble

mc&'; Doan's at Any Store, 80c a Box
DOAN’S %ier|

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Lol FFF -

EE0H 18 easy to use

No other lye Is packed so wnfely and con-
veniwotly, or ls so0 economilcal—not & bit
wantad,

No pther lva or soa
0 oanily and thoroughly aa nner Lye,
Ia tiol old-style lye. Odorless pnd colorlass;
the groatest cleanser and disinfectant the
world hus over known Use It for cleaning
your kitehen, cellar, sinka, dairy; miik-pans
and bottles, for woftening water, nnd the
fabor of washing and cleaning will be cut in
Wil pramms FPURE SOAF
ang saves money besldes, A 10-vent can of
Babnor Lye, 6% pounds of kilchen grease,
ten minutes’ easy work (no bolling or large
kettles), and you have 10 pounds of best
bard soap or 20 gallons of soft soap.

Bunner Lye Ia wsold by your grocer o
drugginty, rite to us for fres booklst,
“Umes of Banner Lye."

e,
The Ponn Chemical Works Philadelphia USA
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Pemedy

for the prompt rellef of Asthma and
Hay Fever, Ask yourdruggist for it,
25 cents and one dollar. Write for
FREE SAMPLE.

Northrop & Lyman Co,,Inc.,Buffalo,N.Y.

clenns nnd disinfects
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AUSTRALTIM®

BUY l’pﬁ ACHE OlL LEASE, right in the
trepnd o devolopment  In Pecos  County,
Texan, FOR TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS
Geologista say this will be the biggest Ol
Fleld koown. A new wells come In, valus
of acreage (ncreasea tremendously. Texas

oil leapes bought lesa than year ago for
MIVE DOLLARS per acre now selling for
thonaands of dollars per acre, Millions belng
made over nlght In Tex, OlL Aot immediately.
Wire or mail order to Texas Amalgamated
0il Co,, 100% N. Houxton 8L, Ft. Worth, Tex.

HOMESEEKER

d for free Virginia Farm and Timber
%‘:’umﬂ. Dopuﬂ.n?itmt P« Emporia, Vicgiols

USE NOMO AFTER BATH—A fine, Aell-
cata deodorant for persplration odors. It I8
n great comfort In sammer. Your druggist
or from us, 2f cents; 3 conts postpge.

Nomo Chemileal Co., Box 3%6, Frankfort, Ky,

'an u Farm In Southern Ohlo? A fine placs
to Uve, Good tobioeo, stock and daley Carma
gt‘il:ml lower than equul vulues elsewhore,
ond for my Farm List and deséription of
this woctlond Hardin H. Roads. Hillabaro, O.

W. N. U., CINCINNATI, NO. 22--1919,

Warblers All Kinds.

Not taking into aeeount the human
beings who are sometimes referrad to
as warblers, yon will find on looking
Into the bird hook that there nre many
kinds of warblers ranglng alphabet-
feally all the way from hay-hreasfed
warblers to yellow-rnmped warblers,
snys the American Forestry associa-
tion, Washingtons which is econdunet-
Ing the national bird-house building
contest, If yon had n eollection of
them all together they woulid take in
about all the colors of the ralubow,
yvellow, orange, chesinut, black, white,
green, gray, brown and other colors
with numerous shodes entering into
their beautiful plumage.

Now fa the time to fluah the system. 1n
helping the bowels to koep regular, Wright'a
Indinn Vegetable Piils work like a charm,—

v.

Dubious Indignation.

An  Awmericun motorist, stopped by
a Seoteh constuble for speeding, hint-
ed hrondly that he might pay to be
let off,

*“What, sir!™ eorled the constable.
“Dac ye suggest thut 1T wiil take a
bribe? Dae ye dare to Insnlt me, sir?"

“Oh, excuse me,” sull the Ameri
can. T really—"

“But now,” put In the conslable,
“supposin’ I was that Ein' o' o man, -
how much wid ye be Inclined to gle?

Country Wants Bigness.

The bigger the man the more room
there is for him oout in the country.
Not muth room there for the small
sonls.

Just Retribution. .
“They are railroading this man to
prison,”  “That's all tight; he's a
train robber." |

When Your Eves Need

L




