
THE fl^DAY CALL.
4

off Scotland's hills, who would have snf-
lere<i their tongues torn from their heads
and their tkSn stripped Inch by inch from
tf:eir Jlrsh sooner than betray one of their
cian in distress. You have betrayed a
thousand of your own men, and you.
tl.eir •worn chieftain! Hell was made to

consume snch leper trash!"
McLeod was dazed at first by this out-

turn. At length he sprang to his feet
livid with race.

"I'llnet forget this, sir!" he hissed.
"Don't forget It!" cried the preacher,

trembling with passion as he opened the
door. "Go on and live your lie."

CHAPTKR XXIV.
'

A MODERN MIRACLE.
"Mrs. Durham, the doctor wants you."

ssid Charlie wh<*n McLeod's footfall had
<Jifd away.

"Churiie. dear, why don't you call me
'mama'— surely you love me a little wee
bit, don't you?" the H-sked, taking th«;
boy*a hand uanderly In hers.

"Yes'm." he replied hanging his head.
"Then do euy mama. You don't know

how good it would he in my ears."
"I try to. but It chokes me." he half

v.-hiFpered. glancing tlmidiy up at her.
"Let me call you Aunt Margaret; Ial-
vays wanted ao aunt r.nd 1 think your
name, Margaret's, so sweet." he shyly
added.

She kissed h!m and said. "All right, if
that's all you will give me." She passed,
on Into the library, where the preacher
vailed her.

"My dear. I've just given young Mr-
1^-od a piece of my mind. Iwanted ¦¦>

ray to vou that vou are entirely mlstakt.
in his "character. He's u bad egg. I
know all the facts about his treachery.

He's as smooth a liar as I've met in
jtars."

"With all his brute nature, there s some
good jn him," she p«?rsist*d.

"Well. It will stay in him. He will
r,?\er let it get out."

"All right, have your own way about
It for the time. \Ye"'ll#ee who is right in
the long run. Now I've a more pressing
and tougher problem Cor your solution."

•What's he done this time?"
"He steals everything he can get his

band? on."
"He is a puzzle."
"He's the greatest liar Iever saw." she.

continued. "He simply will not tell th«?
truth if he can think up a lie In time. I'd
tb> run him off the place but for Char-
lie. H<? seems to love the little scoundrel.
I'm afraid his influence over Charlie will
be vicious, but it would break the child's
he&rt to drive him away. What shall we
do with him?"

The preacher laughed. "I give It up.
my dear; you've got beyond my depth
new. Idon't know whether he's got a
soul. Ileave him with you. At present
it's a domestic problem."

¦•Thanks, that's so encouraging."
That night Dick disappeared from Ham-

bripht. and for weeks every evening at
dusk the wistful face of Charlie- Gaston
could be seen on the big hill to the south
of town vainly watching for somebody.
He would always take something to eat
ia his pockets, and when he gave up his
vigil he would place the food under a big
shelving rock where they had cften play-
ed together. But the birds and ground
squirrels ate It. He would slip back the
next day. hoping to see Dick Jump out of
the cave and surprise him.

And Then at last he gave It up, sat
down under the rock and cried. Heltnew
Dick would prow to be a man somewhere
out In the big -world and never come
back.

BOOK TWO— LOVE'S DREAM.

CHAPTER I.

BLl*E EYES AND BLACK HAIR.
"She's coming next month, Charlie,"

said Mrs. Durham, looking up from a let-
ter.

"Who is it now. Auntie; another divin-
ity with which you are going to over-
whelm me?" asked Gaston, smiling as he
laid his book down and leaned back In
fcfs chair.

"Some one I've been telling you about
for the last month."

"Which one?"
"Oh, ,vou wretch! You don't think

about anything except your books. I've
been dinning that girl's praises into your
ears for fully five weeks, and you look at
me in that Innocent way and ask which
ore?"

"Honestly, Aunt Margaret, you're al-
tvays tellingme about some beautiful girl,
Iget them mixed. And then when Isee
them, they don't come up to the advance
notices you've sent out. To tell you the
truth, you are such a beautiful woman,
and I've got 50 used to y««r standard,
the girls can't measure up to It."

"Y'ou flatterer. A woman of 42 a stand-
ard of beauty! Well, It's sweet to hear
you say It, you handsome young rascal."

"It's "the honest truth. You are one of
the women who never show the addition
of .1 year. You ha_ve spoiled my eyesight
for ordinary girls.

•
"Hush, sir. you don't dare 'to talk to

8r.y girl like you talk to me. They all
say you're afraid of them."

"Well. Iam. In a sense. I'vebeen dis-
appointed so many times."

"Oh! you'll find her yet and when you
do!"

"What do you think will happen?"
"I'm certain you willbe the biggest fool

in the State."
"That will make It nice for the girl,

won't it?"
"Yes, and Ishall enjoy your antics. You

who have* dissected love with your brutal
Gerrr.sn philosophy, and found every girl's
laults with such ease— It will be fun to
watch you flounder in the meshes at
last."

"Auntie, seriously, it will be the hap-
piest day of my life. For four years my
dreamt have been growing more and
more impossible. Who Is this one?"

"She is the most beautiful girlIknow,
and the brightest and best, and If she
gets hold of you she willclip your wings
and bring you down to earth. I'llwatch
>ou with Interest." said Mrs. Durham,
looking over the letter again and laughing

"What are you laughing at?"
"Just a little joke she gets off In this

letter."
"Butv who is she? You haven't told

me."
"Idid tell you

—
she's General Worth's

daughter. Miss Sallie. She writes she Is
coming up to spend a month at the
Springs, with her friend, Helen Lowell ofBoston, and wants roe to corral all the
young men in the community and have
them fed and in fine condition for work
when they arrive.".

"She evidently intends to have a good
time."

"Yes, and she will."
"Fortunately my law practice Is not

rushing me at this season. My total re-
ceipts for June last year were $2 25. It
will hardly go over two fifty this year."

"I've told her you're a rising young
lawyer."
"Ihave plenty of room to rise. Auntie.

If you will just keep on letting me board
with ycu,Ihope to work my practice up
to ten dollars a month in the course of
time."

"Dor.'t you wart to hear something
about Miss Sallie?"

"Of course; Iwas Just going to ask you
If fhe's as homely as the last one you
tri<*d to get off on me." .

"I'vetold you she"% a beauty. She mades fie r.satlcn at her finishing school InBal-
timore, it's funny that she was there
the last year you were at the Johns Hop-
kins I'niversity. She's the belle of Inde-
pendence, rich, petted and the only child
of old Genera! Worth, who things the
tun rises and sets in her pretty blue
eye.«."

"So she has blue eyes?"
"Yes, blue eyes and black hair."
"What a funny combination! Inever

faw a girl with blue eyes and black
fctlr."

"It's often seen in the far South. Iex-
pect you to be drowned In those blue
eyes. They are b!g. round and child-like.
et:d lock out of their black lashes as
thouph surprised at their dark setting.
This contrast accentuates their dreamy
b»auty. and her eyes teem to swim In a
dim biue mist like 'the point where the
«a ar.d sky meet on the horizon far out

on the ocean. She Is bright, witty, ro-
mantic and full of coquetry. She is de-
tirmined to live her girl's life to its full
limit. She is fond of society and dances
divineiy." . ,

•'That's bad. Inever even cut the pig-,
eon's wing in my life—and I'm too old
to learn." ,,

"fche has a full, queenly figure, small
hands and feet, delicate wrists, a dimple

in one cheek only, and a mass of brown-
black hair that curls when it's going to
rain." '

"That's fine; we wouldn't need a barom-
eter on life's voyage, would we?"

"No, but you will be looking for a pilot
and a harbor before you've known her a
month. Her upper lip is a little fuller
ond projects 6lightly over the lower, and
they are both beautifully fluted and curv-
ed "like the petals of a flower, which
makes the most tantalizing mouth a
standing challenge for a kiss."

•*Oh: Auntie, you're joking! You never
taw such a girl. You're breaking into my
heart; stealing glances at my Ideal."
"Allright, sir, wait and see for your-

self. She has pretty shell-like ears, her
laughter ie full, contagious and like
mui«!c. She p;ays divinely on the piano,
can't sing a note, but dresses to kill. You
might as well wind up your affairs and
get ready for the first serious work of
jour life. You will have your hands full
after >ou see her."

"But did 1 understand you to say she's
rich?'.'

"Yes, they say her father's worth half
a mliUon."

"Do you think she could be interested
In the poor in this county?"

"Yes. she doesn't seem to know she's
*n heiress. Her father, the general, is
a deacon In the Baptist church at Inde-
pendence and hates dudes and fops with
ail his old-fashioned soul. His idea of a
man Is one of character and the capacity
ot achievement, not merely a pOssesssor
of money.. Still,Iimagine be is going to
give any man trouble who tries to take
his daughter away from him."

"I'm afraid that money lets me out of
the race."

"Nothing of the sort; when you see her
you will never allow a little thing like
that to 1 worry you."

"It's not her dollars that will worry
me. It's the fact that she's got them
and Ihaven't. But, anyhow, Auntie, from
your description you can book me for one
night at least."

"I'm going to book you for her lackey,
her slave, devoted to her every whim
while she's here. One night—the Idea!"

"Auntie, you're too generous to others.
I've- no notion all this rigmarole about
your Miss Sallie Worth Is true. But I'll
do anything to please you."

"Very well. I'll see whom you are try-
ing to please later."
"I mUst go," said Gaston, hastily ris-

ing. "Ihave an engagement to discuss th«
coming political campaign with tfte Hon.
Ailan McLeod. the present Republican
boss of the State."
"Ididn't know you hobnobbed with the

enemy." -¦•£? ::>
"Idon't. But an far as Ican under-

stand him. he purposes to take me up on'
an exceeding high mountain and offer me
the world and the fullness thereof. We
all like to be tempted whether we fall
or not. The doctor hates McLeod. I
think he holds some grudge against him.
What do you think of him. Auntie? He
swears by you. Iused to dislike him as
a boy. but he seems a pretty decent sort
of fellow now, and Ican't help likingjust
a little anybody who loves you. Icon-
fess he has a fascination for me."

"Why do you ask my opinion of h!m?"
slowly asked Mrs. Durham.

"Because I'm not quite sure of his hon-
esty. He talks fairly, but there's some-
thing about him that casts a doubt over
his fairest words. He says he has the
most Important proposition of my life to
place before me to-day, and I'm at a loss
how to meet him—whether as a weU-
meanlng friend or a scheming scoundrel.
He's a puzzle to me."

"Well, Charlie, Idon't mind telling you
that he Is a puzzle to me. • I've always
been strangely attracted to him. even
v/hen he was a big red-headed brute of a
boy. The doctor always disliked him and
Ithought, misjudged him. He ihas al-
ways paid me the supremest deference,
nnd of late years the most subtle flattery.
No weman who feels her life a failure^
as Ido mine, can be indifferent to such
a compliment from a man' of. trained
mind and masterful character. This is a
•ore subject between the doctor and my-
self. And when Isee him shaking hands
a, little too llngerlngly with admiring
sisters after his services Irepay him with
a chat ,with my devoted McLeod. Don't
ask me. Ilike him, and Idon't like him.
Iadmire him and at the same time I
suspect and half fear him."

"Strange we feel so much alike about
him. But your heart has always been
close to mine, since you slipped your arm
aicund me that night my mother died.
Iknow about what he will say. and I
ki.ow about what I'lldo." He stooped
and kissed his foster-mother tenderly.

"Charlie, I'm In earnest about my pret-
ty girl that's coming. Don't forget "It."
."Bah! You've fooled me before." £

CHAPTER IL.V •:"..;
THE VOICE OF THE TEMPTER.

McLcod was waiting w^th some Impa-
tience in his room at the hotel.

"Walk In. Gaston, you're a little late.
However, fetter late than never." Mc-
Leod plunged directly into the purpose os
his visit. ¦•

"Gaston, you're a man of brains and
oratorical genius. Iheard your speech
in the last Democratic convention Ir.Ral-
eigh, and Idon't say It to flattet you,
that was the greatest speech made In any
assembly In this State since the *rar."

"Thanks!" cald Gaston with a wave of
his arm.
"Imean It. You know too much to be

In sympathy with the old moss-backs who
are now running this State. For four-
teen years the South has marched to the
polls and struck blindly at- the Republi-
can party, and 'three times it struck to
kill. The Southern people have nothing in
common with these Northern Democrats,
who make your platforms and nominate
your candidate. You don't ask anything
about the platform or the man. You
would vote for the devil if the Democrats
nominated him, and ask no questions;
and what infuriates me is you vote to en-
force platforms that mean economic ruin
to the South." • •

"Gaston. the time has come to shake
off this nightmare and face the issues of
cur day and generation. We are going
to win in this campaign, but Iwant you.
Ilike you. You are. the kind of man we
need now to take the field and lead in this
campaign." \

"How are you going to win?"
"We are going to form a contract with

the Farmers' Alliance and break the
backbone of the iBourbon Democrats of
the South. The farmers have now a com-
pact body of 50,000 voters, thoroughly or-
ganized, and combined with the negro
vote we can hold this State until Gabriel
blows his trumpet."

"That's a pretty scheme. Our farmers
arc crazy now with all sorts of fool
ideas," said Gaston thoughtfully.

"Exactly, my boy, and we've got them
by the nose." \
"If you can carry that programme

through you've got us In a hole."
"Ina hole? Ishould say we've got you

in a bottomless pit with the lid bolted
down. You'll not even rise at the day of
Judgment. Itwon't be necessary!" laugh-
ed McLeod; as he laughed he changed his
tone In the midst of his laughter.

'
"And what is the great proposition you

have to make to me?" asked Gaston.
"Join with us in this new coalition and

slump the State for us. Your fortune
will be made, win or. lose. 1*11 see that
the National Republican Committee, paya
you a thousand dollars a week for' your
speeches, at least five a week— two hun-
dred dollars apiece. If we lose you will
make ten thousand dollars In the canvass,
and stand in line for a good office under
the national administration. If we win-
1*11 put you In the Governor's palace for
four years. There's a tide in the affairs
of men. you know. It's the flood at
this rroment for you."

Gaston was silent a moment and looked
thoughtfully out of the window. The of-
fer was a tremendous temptation. A
group of old fogies had dominated the
Democratic party for ten years, and had

kept the younger men down with their
war cries and old soldier candidates, un-
tilhe had been more than once disgusted.
He felt as sure of McLeod's success as
if he already saw it. Itwas precisely the
irovement he had warned the old pud-
ding-head set against In the preceding
campaign in which, they had deliberately
alienated the Farmers' Alliance. They
pooh-pcohed his warning and blundered
on in their ruin.
It was the dream of his life, to have

money enough to buy back his mother's
old home, beautify it and live there in
comfort with a great library of books he
could gather. The possibility of a career
at the State capital and then at Wash-
ington for so young a man was one of
dazzling splendor to his youthful mind.
For the moment Itseemed almost impos-
sible to say no.

McLeod saw his hesitation and already
smiled with the certainty of triumph. A
cloud overspread his face when Gaston at
length said:

"I'll give you my answer to-morrow.'
"All right, you're a gentleman. Ican

trust you. Our conversation is of course
only between you and me."

"Certainly Iunderstand that."
All that day and night he was alone

fighting out the battle in his soul.. Itwas
t.n easy solution of life that opened before
him. The attainment of his proudest am-
bitions lay within hlar grasp almost with-
out a struggle. Such a campaign, with
his ncrae on the lips of surging thousands
around those speakers' stands was an
idea that fascinated him with- a serpent
charm.

All that he had to do was to give up his
prejudices on the negro question. His
own party stood for no principle except
the supremacy of the Anglo-Saxon. On
the Issue of party platforms he was in
accord with the modern Republican utter-
ances at almost every Issue, and so were
his associates In the Southern Democracy.
The negro was the point. What was the
use now of persisting In the stupid reit-
eration of the old negro slogan of white
supremacy? The negro had the ballot.
He was still the ward of the nation, and
likely to.be for all time, so far as he
could see. The negro was the one pet
superstition of the millions who- lived
where the negro dwelt. His person and
his ballot were held more peculiarly sa-
cred and inviolate In the South than that
of any white man elsewhere.

The possibility of the reunion In friend-
lv understanding and sympathy between
the masses of the North and the masses
of the South seemed remote and impossi-
ble In his day and generation.

He asked himself the question.* could,
such a revolutjon toward universal suf-
frage ever go backward, no matter how
base the motive which gave It birth?
Why not give up impracticable dreams,
accept things as they are, and succeed?

He did not confer with the Rev. John
Durham on this question, because he
knew what his answer would be without
asking. A thousand times he had said
to him, with the emphasis he could give
to words:

"My boy, the future American must be
an Anglo-Saxon or a mulatto! We are
now deciding which It shall be. The fu-
ture of the world depends on the future
of this republic. The republic can have
no future Ifracial lines are broken and
Its proud citizenship sinks to the level of
a mongrel breed of mulattoes. The South
must fight this battle to a finish. Two
thousand years look down upon the strug-
gle and two thousand years of the future
bend low to catch the message of life or
death!"

'
He could -see now his drawn face with

its deep lines and his eyes flashing with
passion as he said this. These words
haunted Gaston now with strange power
as he walked along the silent streets.!

He walked down past his old home,
stopped and leaned on the gate and look-
ed at it long and lovingly. What a flood
of tender and sorrowful memories swept
his soul! He lived over again the days
of de&palr when his mother was an in-
valid. He recalled their awful poverty,
and then the last terrible day with that
mob of negroes trampling over the lawn
and overrunning the h6use. He saw the
white face of his mother, whose memory
he loved as he loved his life. And now
he recalled a sentence from her dying
lips. He had all but lost Its meaning.

"You will grow to be a brave, strong
man. You will,fight this battle out, and
win back our home.. and* bring/ your own
bride here In the .far away days of sun-
shine and success Isee for you." t

You will fight this battle out—he hod
almost lost that sentence Inhis hunger for
that which followed. It came to his soul
now ringing like a trumpet call to honor
and duty.

He turned on his heel and walked rapid-
lyhome. He looked at his. watch. It was
2 o'clock In the morning.

"We will fight It out on the old lines."
he said to McLeod next day.

"You will find me a pretty good fight-
er."

"Unto the death, let Itbe," answered
Gaston, firmly setting his lips.
"Iadmire your pluck, but I'm sorry,for

your judgment.- You know you're beaten
before you begin."

"Defeat that's seen iras lost its bitter-
ness before Itcomes."

"Then get ready the flowers for the
funeral. Ihoped you would have better
sense. You are one of the men now I'll
have to crush first, thoroughly and fonall
time. I'm not afraid of the old fools.
I'llbe fair enough to tell you this," said
McLeod.

"Not since Legree's day has the Repub-
lican party had such a dangerous man at
Its head," said Gaston thoughtfully to
himself as McLeod strode away across the
square. "He has ten times the brains of
his old master and none of his supersti-
tions. He will give' me a hard fight."

CHAPTER III.

FLORA
Gaston was feeling blue from the reac-

tion which followed his temptation by
McLeod. His duty, was clear the night
belore as he walked firmly homeward, re-
calling the tragedy of the past. Now in
the cold lightof day, the past seemed far
away and unreal.' The present was near,
pressing, vital. He laid down, a book ho
was trying to read, locked his office and
strolled down town to see Tom Camp.

This old soldier had come to"be a sort
cf oracle to him. His affection for the
kon of his colonel was deep and abiding,
and his extravagant flattery of his talents
and future were so evidently sincere they
always acted as a tonic. And he needed
a tonic to-day.

Tom was seated in a chair In his yard
under a big cedar, working on a basket,
and a little golden-haired girl was" play-
Ing at his feet. It was his old home he-
had loet In Legree's day, but had got
back through the help of General Worth,
who came up one ,day and paid back
Tom's gift of lightwood in gleaming yel-
low metal. His long hair and full beard;were white now. and his eyes had a^soft.deep look that told of sorrows borne, in
patience and faith beyond the ken'of the
younger man. It was this look on Tom's
face that held Gaston like a magnet when
he was in trouble.

"Tom. I'm blue and heartsick, I've como
down to have you cheer me up a little."

"You've got the blues? Well, that Is
a joke!" cried Tom. "You, young and
hundsome. the best' educated man in thecounty, the finest orator In the State, life'
all before you, and God flllln' the worldto-day with sunshine and spring flowers
and all for you! .You '.blue! That Is a'
Joke." And Tom's voice rang,ln hearty
laughter.

"Come here. Flora, and kiss me; you
won't laugh at me, will you?" .

The child climbed up Into his lap, slip-
ped her little arms around his neck andlr.ipped and kissed him.

"Now, once <.more, dearie, long andclose and hard—oh! That's worth a
pound of candy!" Again she squeezed
his neck and kissed him. looking into his
face with a smile.
"Ilove you. Charlie." she

-
said withquaint seriousness.

"Do you. dear? Well, that makes meglad. IfIcan win the love of as pretty
a little girl as you I'm not a failure, am
1?" And he smoothed her curls.

"Ain't she sweet?" cried Tom with pride
as he laid aside his basket and looked ather wfih moistened -'eyes.' •. r

-
"Tom. she's the sweetesfchlld Iever

"Yes, she's God's last and best gift to
me, -to show me he still loved me. Talk
about trouble. Man. you're a baby. You
ain't cut your teeth yet. Walt tillyou've
seen some things I've seen. Walt till
you've seen the light of the world go out
and staggerin' In the dark met the devil
face, to face, and looked him In the eye.
and smelled the pit. And then feel him
knock you down In it and the waves
rol! over you und smother you. I've been
ihere."

Tom paused and looked at Gaston. "You
v/eren't here when Icome to the end of
the world, the time when that baby waa
born, and Annie died with the little red
bundle sleepin' on her breast. The oldest
girl was murdered by Legree's nigger sol-
diers. Then Annie give me that little
gal. Lord. Iwas the happiest old fool
that ever lived that day! And then when
Ilooked Into Annie's dead face, Iwent
down, down, down! But Ilooked up from
the bottom of the pit and Isaw the light
of them blue eyes and Iheard her callin'
mo to take her. How Iwatched her and
nursed her, a mother and a father to
her. day and night, through the long
jtars. and how them little fingers of hers
got hold of rn,y heart! Now,Ibless tho
Lord for all his goodness and mercy to
me. She will make It all right. She's
gclng to be a lady and such a beauty;
She's goin' to school now, and me and the
general's goin' to take her ter college by
and by, and she's goin' to marry some
big, handsome fellow like you, and her
crippled, gray-haired daddy'll live in her
house in his old age. The Lord is my
shepherd. Ishall not want."

"Tom, you make me ashamed."
"You ought to be, man, a youngster like

you to talk about gettln' the blues.
What's all your education for?"

"Sometimes Ithink that only men like
you have ever been educated.

"G'long with your foolishness, boy. I
a!n't never had a show in this world. The
nigger's been on my back since Ifirst
toddled into the world, and Ireckon he'll
ride me Into the grave. They are the only
rivals now making them baskets and they
always undersell me."

Gaston started as Tom uttered the last
sentor.ee. «. .

"With you, boy, it's plain sailin*.
You're the best looking chap In the coun-
ty. Iwas a dandy when Iwas young.
It does me good to look at you Ifyou
don't care nothln1about fine clothes. Then
>ou're as sharp as a razor. There ain't
a man in No'th Callny that can stand up
agin you on the stump. I've heard 'em
nil. You'll be the Governor of this.
Slate."

"Hush, Tom, you make, me feel silly,"
said Gaston as he warmly pressed the
old fellow's hand. He went back toward
his office with lighter step and more buoy-
ant heart. His mind was as clear as the
noonday sun that was now flooding th«*
green fresh world with Its splendor. He
would stand by his own people. He would
sink or swim with them. If poverty and
failure were the result, let It be so. If
success came, all the better. There were
things more to be desired than gold.

CHAPTER IV.

THE ONE" WOMAN.
Gaston called at the postoffice to get

his mail. One relief the Cleveland admin-
iriration had brought Hambright— a de-
cent citizen in charge of the postoffice.
Dave Haley had given place to a Demo-
crat and was now scheming and working
with McLeod for the "salvation" of th&State, which, of course, meant for the old
slave trader the restoration of his office
under a Republican admiru.'ration. If
the bouth had held no other reason for
hating the Republican party, the charac-
ter of the men appointed to Federal of-
fice was enough to send every honest man
hurrying into the opposite party without
licking any questions as to its principles.

Sam Love, the- new postmaster, was a
jovial, honest, lazy, good-natured Demo-
crat, whose ideal of luxurious life was at-
tained in his office. He banded Gaston
liis mail with a giggle.

"What's the matter with you, Sam?"
"Nuthin* 'tall. I.Just thought I'd tell

you that Ilike her handwriting," ho
laughed. ¦-• -..

"How dare you study the handwriting
on my letters, sir!"-;- ¦

"What's 4 the. use of being postmaster?
There ain't no big money in it. Ijust
take pride in the office.'" said Sam geni-
ally. "That's a new one. ain't It?"

Gaston looked at the letter incredulous-
ly. It was a new one—a big square envel-
ope with a Beal on the back of it,address-
ed to him In the most delicate feminine
hand, and postmarked "Independence."

"Great Scott, this is Interesting," ho
cried, ibreaking, the seal.

When the 'postmaster saw h© was go-
ing to open Itright there In the office, ho
stepped around In front and looking over
his shoulder said:

"What is l.t, Charlie?'.' .\ , iv
"It's an Invitation from the Ladles'

Memorial Association' to deliver the Mem.
orlal day oration at Independence the
10th of May. That's great. No money In
It,but scores of pretty girls, Llg speech,
congratulations, the lion of the hour!
Don t you wish you were really a man of
brains, Sam?" .

"No, no. I'm married. It would be a
waste now."

"Sam. I'll be there. Got the biggest
speech of my life all cocked and primed,
full of pathos and eloquence

—
been work-

ing on It at odd times for four years.
They'll think it a sudden inspiration.''

"What's the name of It?"
"The Message of the New South to the

Glorious Old."
"That sounds bully; that ought to fetch

'em." • ;
"It will,my boy, and when Dave Haley

gets this postoffice away from you in the
dark days coming, I'llpublish the speech
In a pamphlet, and you can peddle It at
a quarter and make a good living for
your children."

"Don't talk like that. Gaston: that Isn't
funny at all. You don't, think' the Rad-
icals have got any chance?"

"Chance! Between you and me, they'll
¦win."

Sam went back to his desk without an-
other word, a great fear suddenly dark)
ening his future. McLeod had gotten off
the same joke on him the day before. It
sounded omlncus coming from both sides
like that. He took up his party paper,
the Old Timer's Gazette, and read over
again the sure prophecies of victory and
felt better.

Gaston accepted the invitation with fe-
verish haste. He had it all ready to put
in the office for the return mail to Inde-
pendence. But he was ashamed to appear
in such a hurry, so he held the letter over
until the next day. He proudly showed
the invitation to Mrs. Durham.

"What do you think of that, Auntie?"
"Immense. You will meet Miss Sallie

sure. That, letter Is In her handwriting.
She's the secretary of the association andsigned the committee's names."

"You don't say that's the great and only
one's handwriting!" -

"Couldn't ba mistaken. It has a delf-
cate distinction about It. I'd know it any-
where." »
"It is beautiful." acknowledged Gaston,

looking thoughtfully at the letter. ¦"

"Iwish you had a new suit. Charlie."
"Iwouldn't mind It myself. IfIhad

the money. But clothes don't Interest me
much, Just so I'm fairly .decent."

"I'll loan you the money If you will
promise me; to 'devote yourself faithfully
to Sallie."

"Never.' I'llnot sell my Interest In all
those acres of pretty girls just for one I
never saw and a new suit of clothes. No
thanks. I'm going down there with a pre-
monition Imay find her of whom I've
dreamed. They 6ay that town Is full of
beauties."

"You're so conceited. That's all the
more reason you should look your best."
"Iden't care so much about looks. I'm

going to do my best, whatever Ilook."
"ph. you know you're good looking and

you don't care," said, his foster-mother
with pride. . '.

On the 10th of May Independence was in
gala robes. The long rows of beautiful
houses, with dark .bluegrass lawns on
which giant oaks spread their cool arms,
were gay with bunting and with flowers,
flowers everywhere! Every urchin on the
street and 'every man, woman and child
wore or carried flowers.

The leceptlon committee met Gaston at
the depot on the arrival of the excursion
iron. 'hat ran from Hambrlgh.t. "-•••••»*

placed in an open carriage beside a hand-
sunn? chattering society woman, and
drawn by two prancing horses, was es-
corted to the hotel, where he was Intro-
duced to the distinguished old soldiers or
the Confederacy.

At 10 o'clock the procession was formed.
What a sight! It stretched from the ho-
tel down the shaded pavements a mile
toward the cemetery, two long rows of
beautiful young girls holding great bou-
quets of flowers. This long double line
of beauty and sweetness optned and. es-
corted gravely by the oldest general of
the Confederacy present, he waked
through this mile of smiling girls and
Ilowers. Behind him tramped the veter-
ans, some with one arm, some with wood-
en legs.

When they passed through the double
line closed and- two and two the hundreds
of girls carried their flowers in solemn
procession. Here was the throbbing soul
of the South, keeping fresh tht love of
her heroic dead.

They spread out over the. great cemetery
like a host of ministering angels. There
was a bugle call. They bent low for a
moment and Mowers were smiling over
every grave from the greatest to the low-
liest.

And then to a stone altar marked "To
the".Unknown Dead," they came an:l
heaped up roses. 1hen a group of sad-
faced women dressed inblack with quaint
little bonnets wreathing their brows like
nuns went silently straight in front of
him, he looked into the tace of the One
Woman of all his dreams!

There she sat as still as death, her
beautiful face tense with breathless in-,
terest, her fluted red lips parted as ifhalf
Iri wonder, half In Joy over some strange
revelation and her great blue eyes swim-
ming in a mist of tears. He smiled a look
of recognition into her soul and she an-
swered with a smile that seemed to say,
"I've known you always. Why haven't
you seen me sooner?" He recognized her
instantly from Mrs. Dunham's descrip-
tion and his heart gave a cry of Joy. From
that moment every word that he uttered
was spoken to her. Sometimes as he
would look Btraight through her eyes Into
her soul, she would tlush red to the roots
of her brown-black hair, but she never
lowered her gaze. He closed his speech
in a round of applause that was renewed
again and again.

His old classmate, Bob St. Clair, rushed
forward to greet him.

"Old fellow, you've covered yourself
with glory. By George, that was great!
dome, .here's a hundred girls want to
meet you."

He was Introduced to a host of beauties,
who showered him with extravagant com-
pliments, which he accepted without af-
fectation. He knew he had outdone him-
self that day, and he knew why. The
One Woman he had been 'searching the
world for was there and inspired him be-
yond all he had ever dared before.
He was disappointed in not seeing

'
er

among the crowd who were shaking nls
hand. He looked anxiously over the heads
of those near by to see If she had gone.
He saw her standing talking to two styl-
ishly dressed young men.

When the crowd had melted'away from
the rostrum she walked straight toward
him, extending her hand- with a gracious
smile.

He knew he must look 1 like a fool, but
to save him he could not help It, he was
simply bubbling over with delight as he
gra.«ped her hand, and before she could
say a word he said:

"You are Miss Sallie Worth—the secre-
tary of the association. My fo**ar-mother
has described you so accurateMFI should
know you among a thousand. ¦

"Yes, Ihave been looking forward with
pleasure to our trip to the Springs when
1 knew Ishould meet you. Iam delight-
ed to see you a month earlier." She said
this with a simple earnestness that gave
ita deeper meaning than a mere common-
place. .'

"Do you know that you nearly knocked
me off my feet when Ifirst saw you la
the crowd?"

"Why? How?" she asked.
"You startled me."
"Ihope not unpleasantly." she said,

looking up at him with her blue eyes
twinkling.

"Oh! heavens, no! You are such a per-
fect image of the girl she described that
Iwas so astonished Icame near shout-ing at the top of my voice. 'There she la!f

And that would have astonished the audi-ence, wouldn't it?"
"Itwould, indeed," she replied, blushing

just a little.
"But Iam forgetting my mission. Mr.

Gaston. Papa sent me to apologize -for
his absence to-day. He was called out
of the city on some mill business. He told
me to bring you home to dine with htm.
I'm the secretary, you know, and exer-
cise authority In tnese matters, so I've
fixed that programme. You have -no
choice. The carriage is waiting."

CHAPTER V.

THE MORNING) OF LOVE.
To his dying.day Gaston willnever for-

get that ride t'o her home with Sallla
Worth by his side. It was a perfect May
day. The leaves on the trees were just
grown and flashed their green sa-.n under
the Southern sun and every flower in
seemed in full bloom.

A great joy filled his heart with a sense
of divine restfulness. He Was unusually
silent. And then she said something that
made him open his eyes in new wonder.

"Don't drive so fast, Ben, and go around
tho longest way; I'm enjoying this." She
paused and a mischievous look came into
her eyes as she saw his expression. "I've
got the lion here by my side. Iwane to
show all the girls in town that I'm tho
only one here to-day. It isn't often I've
a great man tied down like this."

"Why did you spoil the first part of that
pretty speech with the last?" he said
with a frown.
"It was only your vanity that made me

pause."
"Could you read me like that?"
"Of course, all men are vain, much

vainer than women." Again there was a
long silence.

They had reached the outskirts of the
city now and were driving slowly through
the deep sha'dows of a great forest.

"What beautiful trees! he exciMimod.
"They are fine. Do you love big trees?"
"Yes, they always seem to me to have

a soul. It used to make me almost cry
to watch them fall beneath Nelse's ax.
I'd never have the heart to clear a piece
of woods ifIowned it.".

"I'm glad to hear you say that. Papa
laughed at me when Isaid something of
the sort when he wanted to cut these
v.*oods. He left them Just to please me.
They belong to our place. They hide the
house till you get right up to the gate,
but Ilove them."

Again he looked Into her eyes and was

"Now,Icome to think of It,you're the
only girlI've met to-day who hasn't men-
tioned my speech. That's strange."

"How do you know that I'm not saving
up something very pretty to say «.o you
later about It?"

"Tell me now."
°

"No, you've spoiled it by your vanity
In asking." !She said this tooking away
carelessly. .a

"Then I'llInterpret your silence as the
highest corripliment you can pay me.
When words fall, we are de.iply moved."

•'Vanity of varilty. all Is vanity, saltn
the preacher!" she exclaimed liftingher
pretty hands. ,

They turned through a high arched iron
gateway, across which was written in
gold letters, "Oakwood."

On a gently rising hill on the banks of
the Catawba River rose a splendid old
Southern mansion, its big Greek columns
gleaming through the green trees like pol.
ished^vory. A wide porch ran acroas the
full width of the house behind the b!g
pillars, and ¦ smaller columns supported
the full sweep of a great balcony above.
The house was built of brick with Port-
land cement finish, and the whole painted
In two shades of old ivory, with moss-
green roof and dark, rich Pompellan red
brick foundations. With Its green back-
ground of magnolia trees It seomei Ilk*
a huge block of solid- ivory flashing In
splendor from its throne on the hill. The
drive wound down a little dale, around a
preat circle filled with shrubbery and
flowers and up to the pillared port-co-
chere. ; -

"Oh! what a beautiful home!" Gaston
'xr'aJmed with f"»1'ne

"It is beautiful, isn't it?" she said with
delight "I love every brick in its walls.
every tree and flower and blade of grass."

"I've always dreamed of a hotrn? Mk<?
that. Those tig columns seem to link one
to the past and add dignity and meaning
to life."

"Then you can understand how Ilove
it. when Iwas born here and every nook
and corner has its love message for rr.»-
from the past that Ihave lived, as' well
as- Its wider meaning which you see."

'•The old South built beautiful homes,
didn't they? And that waa one of the rtn-
est things about the proud old days," he
said.

Yes, and the new Bouth. of which you
spoke to-day, will not forget thia heri-
tage of the old, when it comes to itself
and shakes off its long suffering a. id
poverty!"

Strange to hear th.it sort of a speech
from a girl who loves society, dances di-
vinely and dresses to kill. He thought of
the words of his foster-mother with a
jar.g. He hoped she was joking about
those things. But he had. a strong »ua-
j-icion truin the consciousness of power
with which she had tried once or twice
to tease him that they were going to
prove ft-tally true.

"Mother tells me you were InBaltimore.
In that, swell girls' school on North
Charles street when Iwas a student at
the university."

"Yes. and we gave reception after re-
ception to the Hopkins men and you nev-
er once honored us with your presence."

"But Ididn't know you were there. Miss
SalHe."

"Of course not. If you had Iwouldn't
rpeak to you now. They said you were
a recluse. That you never went into so-
ciety and oMdn't speak to a woman for
four years."

"How did they hear that?"
"Bob St. Clare told me after Icame

home, by way of apology for your bad
manners In so shamefully neglecting a
joung woman from your own State."
"I'llmake amends now."
"Oh." I'm not suffering from loneliness

as 1did then. You know Bob put us up to
inviting you to deliver the address. He
s£iid you were the only orator in North
Carolina."

"Bob's the best friend Iever had. "We
entered college together at 15 and became
inseparable friends."

He helped her from the carriage and she
ran lightly up the high stoop.

"Now come here and look at the view
ot the river before papa comes and be-
gins to talk about the tremendous water
power in the falls."

"A glorious view!" said Gaston. look-
Ing long and lovingly at the silver sur-
face of the river.

"Do you love the water, Mr. Gaston?"
"Passionately. Iwas born among the

hills, but the first time Isaw the ocean
sweeping over fiveiriiles of sand rtefa autl
breaking in white thundering spray at
my feet Istood there on a sand dune on
our wild coast and gazed entranced for an
hour without moving. Of aH the things
God ever made on this earth Ilove tha
waters of the sea. and all moving water
suggests it to me. That river says, 1
must hurry to the sea!"

"Itis strange we should have such sim-
ilar tastes." she said seriously. But It
did not seem strange to him. Somehow
he expected to find her agree with every
whim and fancy of his. nature.

"Now we will find mama. She Is such
an invalid she rarely goes out: Papa will
be home any minute."

"We are glad to welcome you. Mr.Gas-
ton," said her mother in a kindly man-
ner. "I'm sure you've enjoyed the drive
this beautiful day. If Sallie hasn't been
trying to tease you. The boys say she's
very tiresome at times."

"Why,mama. I'm surprised at you. The
Idea of such a thing! There's not a word
of truth in It.is there, Mr. Gaston?"

"Certainly not. Miss Sallie. I'll testify.
Krs. Worth, that your daughter has been
simply charming."

She ran to meet her father at the door.
There was the sound of a hearty kiss, a
little whispering, and the general stepped
briskly Into the parlor, where she had
left her guest.

"Pleased to welcome you to our home,
young man. They say down town that
vou made the greatest speech ever heard
InIndependence. Sorry Imissed It.We'll
have you to dinner anyway. Iknew your
brave father in the army. And now I
come to think of It,Isaw you once when
you were a boy. Iwas struck with your
resemblance to your father then, as now.
You showed me the way down lo Tom
Camp's house. Don't you remember?"

"Certainly, general, but Ididn't flatter
myself that you would recall It."
"Inever forget a face. Ihope you have

been enjoying yourself?"
"More than Ican express, sir."
"I'llJoin you by and by," said the gen-

eral, taking leave.
"Now isn't be a dear old papa?" she

said demurely.
"He certainly knows how to*make a

timid young man feel at home."
"Are you timid?"
"Hadn't you noticed It?"
"Well, hardly." She shook her head

and closed her eyes In the most tantallz-
lrg way. "To see the cool Insolence of
conscious power with which you looked
that great crowd In the face when you
arose on -that platform. Ishouldn't say
Iwas struck with your timidity."
"Iwas really trembling from * bead to

foot."
"Iwonder how you would look Ifreally

cool!"
"Honestly, Miss Sallie. Inever speak to

any crowd without the intensest nervous
excitement. Imay put on a brave front,
but it's all on the surface."
"Ican't believe It," she said, shaking

her head.
She looked at his serious face a moment

and was silent.
"It's queer how we run out of some-

thing to say. Isn't it?" she asked atlength.
"Ihadn't thought of It."
"Come to the observatory and I'llshow

you Lord Cornwallls' lookout when ho
had his headquarters here during the rev-
olution."

She lifted her soft white skirts and led
the way up the winding mahogany stairs
Into the observatory, from which the sur-
rounding country could be seen for miles.

"Here Lord Cornwallis waited in vain
for Colonel Ferguson to Join him with hisregiment from King's Mountain."

"Where my great-grandfather was
drawing around him his cordon of death
with his fierce mountain men!" Interrupt-
ed Gaston.

"Yes, it was fought on his land, and his
two-story log house with the rifle holes
cut in the chimney Jambs still stands."

"Then we willshake hands again." she
cried with enthusiasm, "for we are both
children of the revolution!"

Gaston took her beautiful hand in hts
and held It llngerlngly. Never Inall his
life had the mere touch of a human hand
thrilled him with such strange power.
How long he held it he could not tell,
but It was with a sort of surprise be felt
her gently withdraw It at last.They reached the parlor again ar.d haslowly fell Into an easy chair.

"Do you dance. Miss Sallie?"
"Why yes. don't you dance?"
"Never tried Inmy life."
"Don't you approve of dancing?"
"Inever had time to think about It. Italways seemed silly to me."
"Jt's great fun."
"I'd take lessons ifyou would agree to

teach me. and Icould dance with you all
the time and keep all the other fellowsaway."

"Well. Imust say that's doing fairly
well for a timid young man's first day's
acquaintance. What will you say when
you once become fully self-possessed?"
She lifted her high arched eyebrows and
looked at him with those blue eyes oftantalizing fun until he had to look down
at the floor to keep from saying more
than he dared.

"Miss Sall!«. Ifeel as IfI've known you
ever since Iwas born." She blushed andmade no reply.

Dinner was announced and Gaston was
amazed to see Allan McLeod enter chat-tering familiarly with the general. Heseemed on the most intimate terms with
the family and his eye lingered fondly on
Sallle's face in a way that somehow Gas-
ton resented as an impertinence.

¦

Continued Next Week.


