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UNCLE PEABODY SPURNS BRIBE OFFERED BY GRIMSHAW

TO SEAL BART'S LIPS.

Synopsis~—~HBarton Baynes, an orphan, goes to live with his uncle,
Peabody Baynes, und his Aunt Deel on a farm on Rattlerond, In
J nelghborhood called Liekitysplit, about the year 1828, He meets Sally

Woman,”

stranger,
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CHAPTER 1X—Continued.
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To my ntter surprise he resumed his
tolk with me as the young man went
AWLY.

“You ece all ways are north when
you put this lodestone near the
needle,” he went on. “If It 18 to tell
you the truth you must keep the lode-
stone awuny from the needle, It's that
way, too, with the compass of your
soul, partner, There the lodestone Is
selfishness, and with its help you can
muke any direction look right to you
and soon—you're lost."

He bound the last bundle and then
we wilked together toward the house,
the sepator earrying his sickle,

“1 ghall introduce you to the presl-
dent,” he suld a8 we neared our des-
tination. “Then perhaps you had bet-
ter leave us'

I could not remember that I had
ever been “introduced” to anybody., 1
kuew that people put their wits on ex-
hibition and often flung down a “snag"
by way eof demonstrating their fitness
for the honor, when they were intro-
duced in books, 1 remember asking
rather timidly :

“What shull T say when—when you
—introduoce me?"

“Oh, sy anything you want to say,”
the answered with a look of amuse-
ment.

“I'm kind o' scared,” I sald.

“You needn't be—he was once a
poor hoy just like you."

“Just like me!”™ I repeated thought-
fully, for while I had heard a good
deal of that kind of thing In our home,
it had not, somehow, got under my
Jacket, us they used to say.

“Just like you—cowhide and all—
the son of a small freeholder in Kin-
derhook on the Hudson,” he went on.
“But he was well fed in brain and
body and kept his heart clean. So of
course he grew and I8 still growing.
That's u curious thing about men and
women, Bart., If they are in good
ground nnd properly cared for they
mever stop growing-— never!— and
that's n pretty full word—Ilsn't It?

We hnd come In sight of the house.
1 Ingged behind a little when 1 saw
the preat man sitting on the small
piazzn with Mrs. Wright, 1 see viv-
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“It ls an Honor to Meet You, Sir, and
Thank You For the Right to Vote—
When | am Old Enough,”

tdly, as 1 write, the full figure, the
ruddy, kindly face, the large nose, the
gray eyes, the thick halo of sllvered
tiir extending from his collar to the
buld top of his head, He rose and
suld in o deep voles:

“He sows 1 luck
renper.”

Mr. Wright hung his wsickle on &
gunll tree In the dooryard and so-
pwired
e plowman has overtaken the

'.'fr. Prestdent. 1 bid you wel-
Wy buiuble home"

who hinders the

renper

P iy

Dunkelberg, about his own age, but socially of a class above the
Bayneses, and 18 faseinated by her pretty face and fine clothes. Barton
also meets Roving Kate, known In the nelghborhood as the “Silent
Amos Grimshaw, a young son of the richest man in the town-
{] ship. i= a visitor at the Baynes home and Roving Kute tells the boys'
fortunes, predicting a bright future for Barton and desth on the gallows
for Amos., Barton weets Sllas Wright, Jr, n man prominent in publle
| affuirs, who evinees much Interest In the boy.

power of money when Mr, Grimshaw threatens to take the Baynes farm
unless n note which he holds Is paid. Now In his sixteenth year, Bar
tom, on his way to the post office at Canton, meets a stranger and they
ride together, They encounter a highwayman, who shoots and kille the
Barton's horse throws him and runs away. As the murderer
bends over the strunger Barton throws a stoue, which he observes
wounds the thief, who makes off at once, A few weeks later Bart leaves
home to enter Michael Hacket's school at Canton,
arrested, charged with the murder which Bart witnessed.

L e 0 N

Barton learns of the

Amos Grimshaw |s

“It I8 n pleasure to be here and a
regret to call you back to Washing-
ton," sald the president as they shook
hands,

“l suppose that means an extra ses-
slon," the senntor answered.

“First let me reassure you. I shall
get away as goon as possible, for I
know that a president is a heavy bur-
den for one to have on his hunds.”

“Don't worry. 1 ean get along with
almost any klad of a human belng, es-
peclally If he like pudding and milk as
well as you do,” suld the senator, who
then Introduced me In these words:

+Mr. President, this I8 my young
friend, Barton Baynes, of the nelgh-
borhood of Lickitysplit in the town
of Ballybeen—a coming man of this
county."

“Come on,” was the pluyful remark
of the president as he took my hand.
“1 shall be looking for you."

I had ecarefully chosen my words
and I remember saying, with some dig-
nity, like one In u story book, although
with a trembling volce:

“It Is an honor to meet you, sir, and
thank you for the right to vote—when
I am old enough.”

Vividly, too, I remember his gentle
smile as he looked down at me and
sald in a most kindly tone:

“I think It a great honor to hear
you say that."

He put his hands upon my shoulders
und turning to the senator sald:

“Wright, I often wish that I had
your modesty.”

“I need It much more than you do,”
the senator lnughed.

Stralghtway I left them with an
awkward bow and blushing to the
roots of my halr.

As I neared the home of Mr, Hacket
I heard hurryving footsteps behind me
ond the volee of Sally enlling my name,
I stopped and faced about.

How charming she looked as she
walked townard me! I had never seen
her quite so fixed up.

“Bart," she sald. *1 suppose you're
not golng to speak to me.”

“If you'll speak to me,” 1 answered

“J love to spenk to you,” she sald.
“Zve been looking all around for you.
Mother wants you to come over to
dinner with us at just twelve o'clock.
You're golng awny with father as soon
a8 we get through

I wanted to go but got the notlon all
at once that the Dunkelbergs were in
| need of Information about me and that
| the tlme had come to Impart it. So
then and there that ancient Olympus
of our famlily recelved notlce as it
 Were.

“I can't,” 1 said, *“I've got to study
my lessons before I go away with your
father,"”

It was a blow to her. I saw the
shndow that fell upon her face, 8he
{\wm vexed and turned and ron awny

from me without another word and I
[ felt u pang of regret as I went to the
{lonely and deserted home of the

schoolmaster,

| At twelvethirty Mr. Dunkelberg
(came for me, with a high-stepping
| horse In a new harness,nnd a shiny,

| still-running buggy. He wore gloves
and a beaver hat and sat very erect
and had little to say,

“l hear you met the president,” he
remuarked,

“Yes, glr, T was introduced to hhn|
this morning” I answered a bit too
'proudly, and wondering how he had |
henrd of my good fortune, but deeply
gratifiedd at his knowledge of it

“What did he have to say 7

| 1 deseribed the Interview and the
looks of the great man, Not much
more wus =ald as we sped away

townrd the deep woods and the high
hills,

1 was eager to get home bul won-
| dered why he should be going with me
to talk with Mr. Grimshaw and my
uncle. Of course I suspected that It
had to do with Amos, but how I knew
pot., He hummed In the rough golog
snd thoughtfully flicked the bushes
with his whip. I pever knew s more
persistent hummer.

Aunt Deel shook hands with Mr,

Punkelberg and then came to me and
sald ;

| “Wal, Bart Baynes! I never was 80
i|;‘ulll to fee anybody In all the duys o'

my life—ayes! We been lookin® ap
the road for un hour — eyesl You
come right Into the house this min-
ute—both o' you.”

The table was spread with the
things 1 enjoyed most—big, brown bls-
culte and a great comb of honey sur-
rounded with Its nectar and a pitcher
of milk and & plate of cheese and some
Jerked meat and an epple ple.

“Set right down an' eat—I just
want to see ye eat—ayes I do!"

Mr. Grimshaw came soon after we
had finlshed our luncheon, He hitched
his horse at the post and came In.

“Good day,” he sald, once and for
all, as he came in at the open door.
“Baynes, T want to have n talk with
you and the boy, Tell me what you
know about that murder.”

“Wal, 1 had gome business over to
Plattsburg,” my uncle began, *“While
I was there I thought I'd go and see
Amos., 8o I drove out to Beekman's
farm. They told me that Amos had
left there after workin' four days.
They gnve him fourteen shillins an'
he was goin' to take the stage In the
mornin'. He left some time In the
night an' took Beekman's rine with
him, =0 they sald. There was a plece
o' wood broke out o' the stock o' the
rifle. That was the kind o' gun that
was used In the murder.”

It surprised me that my uncle knew
all thig. He had sald nothing to me
of his journey or Its result.

“How do you know?" snapped Mr.
Grimshaw,

“This boy see It plain. It was a
gun with a plece o' wood broke out
o' the stock.”

“Is that #0?" was the brusque de-
mand of the money lender as he
turned to me.

“Yes, sir,” I answered,

“The boy les,” he snapped, nand
turning to my uncle added: “Yer mad
‘cuuse I'm tryin' to make ye pay yer
honest debts—aln’'t ye now?”

Uncle Peabody, keeplng his temper,
shook his head and ealmly sald: “No,
I nin't anything ag'ln' you or Amos,
but it's got to be so that a man can
travel the roads o' this town withuwn
gettin® his hend blowed off.”

Mr. Dunkelberg turned to me and
neked :

“Are you sure that the stock of the
gun you saw wus broken?"

“Yen, slr—and I'm almost sure It
wag Amos that ran away with 1t"

“Whyt

“l picked up a stone and threw It
at him and it grazed the left slde of
his face, and the other night 1 saw
the scar It made.”

My aunt and uncle and Mr. Dunkel-
berg moved with astonishment as I
spoke of the scar., Mr, Grimshaw,
with keen eyes fixed upon me, gave a
little grunt of Incredulity.

“Huh!=Liar!" he muttered,

“I am not & llar,” I declared with In-
dignation, whereupon my aunt angrily
stirred the fire In the stove and Uncle
Penbody put his hand on my arm and
snld:

“Hush, Bart!
son."

“If you tell these things you may
be the meuns of sending an Innocent
boy to his death,” Mr, Dunkelberg sald
to me, “I wouldn't be too sure about
‘em If 1 were you. It's so ensy to be
mistaken, You couldn't be sure in the
dusk that the stone reually hit him,
could you?"

I unswered: “Yes, sir—I saw the
stone hit and I saw him put his hand
on the place while he was running.
I guess It hort him some.”

“Look a' here, Baynes,” Mr. Grim-
shaw began In that familiar scolding
tone of his, “I know what you want
an' we might Jest as well git right
down to business first as last. You
keep this boy still an' I'll give ye five
years' Interest"

Aunt Deel gave a gasp and qulckly
covered her mouth with her hand.
Uncle Peabody changed color ns he
rose from his chalr with a strange look
on his face, He swung his big right
hand In the alr as he sald:

“By the eternal jumpin'—"

He stopped, pulled down the left
sleeve of his flannel shirt and walked
to the water pall and drank out of
the dipper.

“Say, Mr, Grimmshaw, I'm awful sorry
for ye," snld my uncle as he returned
to his chalr, “but I've alwnys learnt

Keep your temper,

this boy to tell the truth an' the hull
truth, I know the dapger I'm In. !
We're gettin® old, It'l be hnrd to

sturt over ag'in an' you can ruln us |
If ye want to an' I'm as scared o yo!
48 0 mouse in o coat's paw, but this|
boy bas got to tell the truth right out
plain, I couldn't muzzle him If 1
tried-—he's much of o« man. 1f
you're scured o' the truth you mus’
know that Amos is guilty."”

Mr. trimshaw shook his head with
anger and beat the floor with the end
of his cane.

“Nobody knows anything o' the kind, |
Baynes," sald Mr., Duakelberg. “Of
course Amos never thought o' killing'
anybody. He's a harmless kind of o
boy. 1 know him well and so do you. |
Under the clrcumstances Mr., Grim-
shaw s afrald that Bart's story will
make It difficult for Amos to prove |
hi# innocence.” '

Uncle Peabody shook his head with |
a look ef firmness,
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DADDY'S EVENING

FAIRY TALE |

Sy Mary Graham Bonner

BLUE TONGUED LIZARD,

“Goodimorniug” sald the Salnmnnder

In the 20

Agnin Grimshaw  lsughed brtw«-ui
his teeth us he looked at my uncle.
In hig view every man had his price.

“I see that I'm the monse an' you're |
the cat,” he resumed, as that curloux |
lnugh rattled in his thront. *“Look a'
here, Baynes, I'll tell ye what I'l do.
I'll eancel the hull mortgage.™

Aguln Uncle Peabody rose from his
chalr with a look In his face which 1
have never forgotten. How his volce
rang out!

“No, &ir!" he sghouted #o loudly that
we all jumped to our feet und Aunt
Deel covered her face with her apron
and begun to cry. It was llke the ex-
plosion of a blast, Then the frag-
ments began falling with a loud crash:

“NO, SIR! YR CAN'T BUY THE
NAIL ON MY LITTLE FINGER OR
HIS WITH ALL YER MONEY-—
DN YOu

It was like the shout 8 Israel from
the top of the mountains, Shep
bounced Into the house with halr on

7/ (L ’/: WL/
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“No, Sir!
My Little Finger or His With All
Yer Money—Damn Youl”

Ye Can't Buy the Nall on

end and the chickens eackled and the
old rooster clapped hils wings and
ecrowed with all the power of his lungs.
Every member of that little group
stood stock stlll and breathless,

I trembled with a fear I could not
have defined. Mr, Grimshaw shuflled
out of the door, his cane rupping the
floor as If his arm had been stricken
with palsy In a moment,

Mr, Dunkelberg turned to my aunt,
his fuce scarlet, and mattered an apol-
ogy for the disturbance and followed
the money lender,

“Come on, Bart,” Uncle Peabody
called cheerfully, ng he walked toward
the barnyard. “Let's go an' git In
them but'nuts”

He pald no attentlon to our visl-
tors—noelther did my aunt, who fol-
lowed us, The two wmen talked to-
gether a moment, unhitched thelr
horses, got Into thelr buggles and
drove away.

“Wal, I'm surprised at Mr, Horace
Dunkelberg tryln' to come It over us
like that—ayes! I be,” sald Aunt Deel.

“Wal, I ain't,” sald Uncle Peabody.
“OI' Grimshaw has got him under his
thumb—that's what's the matter,
You'll find he's up to his ears In debt
to Grimshaw—prob'ly."

As we followed him toward the
house, he pushing the wheelbarrow
loaded with sacks of nuts, he added:

“At Iast Grimshaw hes found some-
thin' that he can’t buy an' he's awtul
surprised, Too bad he didn't learn
that lesson long ago.”

He stopped his wheelbarrow by the
ateps and we sat down together on
the edge of the stoop ns he added:

“I got mad-—they kep' plekin® on me
so—I1'm sorry, but 1 couldn't help it
We'll start up ag'in somewheres If we
have to. There's a good many days’
work In e yet”

As we carrled the bags to the attl

room I thought of the lodestone and |
the compass and knew that Mr, Wright
hud foreseen what was lllli'ly to Ly
pen.

When we came down Uncle Pen
body snid to me;

“1 feel sorry, nwful sorry, for that |

boy.™

We spent a silent afternoon gnther
Ing apples. After supper we played
id sledge and my uncle had hard
work to keep us in good countennnes
We went to bed enrly and | lay long
heuring the nutmmn wind In the popple
lenves and thinking of that great thing
which huad grown strong within us,
Httle by lttle, In the candle lght,

Bart encounters a new perl
as a result of his knowleuge re
garding the crime of which
Amos Grimshaw Is accused,
How Bart escaped from the
danger that menaced him s told
L in the next installmept

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

| tomg el

“Good-morning.” sl the Nine
Tongued Ligprd

“Whnt have you to say for your
el nsked the Ralamander, "1 crave

conversytion, 1T do”

“"What In the world do you mesn
when vou =ay that you erave conver
sutlon ™ sxked the Dlue Tongoed
Tdzard

“Twenn,” sold the Sulamander, “thnt
I want some talk. In short 1 want to
ehint with you™

00 snld the Blue Tongued Lizard,
“that = different.”

“What 1= different ™ asked the
S|alnmander.
“Talking and chattiog!' sald the

Bige Tongued Ligard, "1 dldn't know
what you meant whea you talked
nbout conversntion, nad =till T do not
know what you mean when you spenk
of eraving u thing.”

“Ah” snld the Salnmander, “you
o not understand anything ns yet.”

“T'hen you had better explain from
the heginning.” sald the Blue Tongued
Lizard,

“That i troe” said the Balnmander
“It wonldn’t do muoch good If T went
on tulking with a ereature If the creat-
ure didn’t understand me,™

“Tt wouldn't do much good"” sald
the Bine Tongued Lizard, "unless you
wanted to henr yourself talk.”

“Some creatures do ke to hear
themselves tnlk,” sold the Salanmnnder.
“but T am not one of them, No, T
don't enre nhont hearing myself talk

“And that you can tell from the foet
that 1 ernve conversation, or a talk, or
n chnt, But of course T will have o
expiain these things to you before
we enn hove o nice talk."

“Yer, please explain them to me,”
anld the Rlue Tongued Lizard,

“Conversation means just the same
ns a tnlk or n chat, When people have
n conversation with each other they
have a tnlk with each other,” sald the
Salmander

“Andt when animnls, or salnmanders
or llzards have a conversatlon with
eitch other it means just the same—
that they hiave A talk or o chut with
ench other.

“Now, when I sald that I eraved con-
versution It meant that 1 was very
unxious for n conversation or n talk,
I waus very eager for it. A plg, for In-

“Oh," Said the Blue-Tongued Lizard,
“That |s Different.”

stnnee, would spenk of craving for
food, menning that he was most awful-
Iy anxious to have some food, See?"
“Yes," suld the Blue Tongued Liz-
ard, “now I understand you thus far."
“Well," gnld the Salumander, "It s
as far as 1 have gone.”

“But you sald that you eraved con-
versation,” the Blue Tongued Lizard
gnld; “have you hod enough in  ex-
plaining to me all that you had sald
before ¥

“Oh, o, sald the Salpmander, “1
didn't have enough. 1 only tilked a
little myself, 1 dido't have n real con-
versution, [T want to hear you talk,
Then T will tell you if 1 ngree or not,
and then T will talk, We will talk In
turns.”

"“Well.,” snld the Blue Tongued Liz-
ard, “1 look very much Hke a small
white sunke. 1T hove a blue tongue and
of my blue tongue 1 could tulk n
grent deal

“T hnve
1 had n
o higive n

niwnys
T

hwen so pleased thnt
would hate
Thut Is too
think ! If & doe-
waded
CIMease it out your tongue !
T |-|'"-‘l'1 |

Lon e 1
reedd  tongae
Just

"'f‘lfll--l-lviilrt‘

Lovr ot to me
Why,
wonuld be to put out my

Besintiful blne tongue

In fuct, 1 nm so proud of It that 1
will do It withont asking: that Is, 1
i do It of my own free will and oe
arld, without anyone wrging me tn do

"And 1
after my tongue, for that is un
wre nnmeid of
fact, 1 don't
e think of any st 1l

i w0 glad that I have heen
e
I e

uxtinl crentures

ter thelr tongues In
that 1
foIment
“Ta I
pleridd i

Khow
nfier one's tongae

one s n bl
proud of

THTUGH
thut Is, If
Haurd nnd I8 { e
fuer

Y s sl the Snlnmander, “vou

| e unsunl and to be numed after s
|

This is a complete

jewelry store; known

for servire; i nor
forqu. _, ~d
modest prices.

BOYD PARK
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tonge is samething which doesn't vers |

Thunk
Tongued bizard. |

e
enjoyed my

aflti hagprpen ying,

hinve

!!..!I.. with you Immensely.”
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| New Dish.

‘ Mother (ordering) —Kggs on  dip
Lini st

\ Little Jen—1 dess Tl have some

egEs on tiptoes, too,

MAKERS OF JEWELRY

WO6 MATN STRIET SALT LAKE CITY

Comfort the BI“

Do not let the baby suffer from rupture.
We give your baby specinl attention.
Come in al once.

S. H. Bowmar Co., Truss Fitters
220 Brooks Arcade Sall Lake City

"El' '."l‘!' It you wunl blg wages learn

bharbor trwde. Many smail
owns peed Larhers goold sppoartunitios open
for men over draft age. Barbers in army have
ool as nifivers commissinn el prepared
0 fow weeks, Call or welte, Moler
College, (18 West Temple St Sult Luke Oty
e

GRIZZLY BEAR FROM ASIA

Something Like a Million Years Age
the Animal Came Here by
Way of Alaska,

The grizzly bear hus been known toe
the white race a Hitle more than a cen-
tury, Lewls and Clark wrote the first
officin] aecounts of him in 1505, and he
wWius Arst discossed publicly in 1814 hy
Gov, De Witt Cilnton In New York elry.
Guthrie's old geography says that he
was named Ursus horribilus by Natur-
alist George Ord o 1815, Fossil rec-
ords Indicate that the grizzly Is of
Asintle origin, He appears to have
come into Amerien about o milllon
yenrs ngo over one of the prehlstorie
Imod breldges that united Alnskn nnd
Asla. Bears and dogs are descondants
from the smme parent stock, The griz.
2y benr never onts human fesh, I8 not
feroclous and fights only In self-de-
fense.  He leads an adventurous life,
I n born explorer and ever has good
wilderness manners—never mnkes ut-
tacks, The numerous cnses In which
the grizzly hus been made a pet and
compunion of man, where he was
thoughtfully, Intelligently ralsed, show
him to be a superior animnal, dignitfied,
Intelligent, loyal and uniformly good
tempered,

Not a griszly exists in any of the
four netlonnl purks of California, and
that aanimal, once so celebrated in that
stinte, 18 extinet there, He Ix alko ex
tinet over the greater portlon of the
vast territory which the formerly oe-
cupled, and |8 verging on extermina-
tlon,

WAS LONG FAMOUS HIGHWAY

Cumberiand Pike a Well-Traveled
Road In the Early Days of
the Country.

When the Immigranis traversed the
Suntsn Fe trall, when they went over-
lund to the Golden Gate, when they
traversed the prairies In every direc-
tfon, they did not travel in trek carts,
says Dun Benrd In Boys' Life. They
traveled in what were known ns pral-
rle schooners, und the prairle schooner
wus # direct descendant of the econes
togn, and the conestogn wagon was the
freight wagon that earrled all the
frelght over the old Cumberlund road,
or the Old Plke, as It was sometimes
ea'led, This was the first good road
from Wheellug, W. V., to Fort Cum-
berinnd—now Cumberlnnd, Md., o pret-
ty Hitle town delightfully situnted on a
branch of the Potomae river, There
were two routes to the Ohlo valley,
one over the famous Boone trall to
Cumberland Gap blaged on the trees
In 1775, The other route wns over the
Braddock road to the Youghlougheny,
and It wans in the general direction of
this road thut the Cumberlamd plke
was bullt, a splendid road of stone
coverad with gravel that passed over
great arched bridges thrown across
the, ravines and water courses, The
Comberinnd rond was Inld out by un
Indiun gulde and in 1848 it was ne
knowledged (o he the greatest traveled
highway In Americn

The Right View and the Wrong.

“The man who makes gond doesn't
walt for apportunity to knoek: he hna
the door wide apen”
That'a the right spirett. ‘The
we heard n chap eomplaining hecansga
old Opp didn't stick his toe In the door
ke a book npont.—Bostan Transeript

SIYH A exchnnge

other dny

Rest the Eyes,

Look un ¢vers onee In o while from
YOUr wi pndd oy it down Tor o min
fites F W poesw sl then, and et vom
Interest Foens on mare distant 1hing
Thv il ¢ the eves o e
rest by [oien g in another positior

Aladdin's Lamp.
Teachor—What do you know ahout

Alndidin's lnmp?
Willle Willls—I1 he's 1l
thise ek row |
#d It for him

kid
 the guy that black-

Judge,

Many Like Him

ANl newsnaers « 0"l v vt e
ments whieh conld b r nilvan
o pennsly Bar it tonk o chureh paper
t Mer the most orlgiinl one  vet

Vipred—A minister who ha howsn

murriedd 29 weurs

i yory
securing n vch .

cdesirous of

The Glad Kind,

Sald the facotlous feller:  “*Soma
P men are the funnplest chnps, They hnve
giiodd health nnd thelr perves e all

right, but when they meet a friend thelr
band shakes”




