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each other.”

“I am delighted to meet you,” he
faltered, red in the face. “This is a
rather rough and tumble camp meet-
ing reception to offer you the first time

naturally a thief.”

Avwed to silence by the sirange man-
ner of his friend. Jeff Truitt undressed
and got into Led. George turned o:mtl

By WILL N. HARBEN,

e e e

fITFARTYITITIOV S

~

—

i

4

S e A L

Vi)

.

iR Auther of ‘the light. Jeff heard him undressing,

s | “Abner Dan- and thon all was still for +wo or three | F¥ou honor the old warehouse with your
1 | iel” “The minutes, after which Buckley Ttose | presence, Miss Cosby,” he managed-to
i | - ) Tand of ‘the [ from his knees and got in the bed. got out.”"but we are an emotional-peo-

i" Chending “Teen sayin’ yore prayers, George?” | Di2 émfl =
B! Sun” “Th Jeff asked in wonder. Hush!” suddenly exclaimed Lydia,
| = S 'm" T “Yes, Jeff: I try not to neglect it once | facing him witk her great, wondering
E North Waik a day. It scoms to be about the only | €Fes. “Don't speak lightly of that”
‘ Mystery,” Ete- thing that keeps me straight. Good | Then her voice sank into ineffable
night, Jeft.” sweetness. “Show me, Mr. Buckley,

We are in our new quarters at the same

old stand, next to Jenkinson’s, where we are|

prepared to fill all orders for

iroceries.

We will be glad to see youand “ficger”
on any bill of Groceries you may need, and
focl assured we can satisfy you bothin qual-
ity and price.

The Manning Grocery Co.
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SUMMERTON HARDWARE CO.,

: SUMMERTON, S. C.

J. C. LANHAM, C. 1. DAVIS, J. A. JAMES,
President. Vice-President. Sec.-Treas.

OUR MOTTO: 3 LS.

Live and Let Live.
For dvy goods, g0 to 2 dry oroods store.
For shoes, o 1o a shoe store.
For groceries, 20 to a grocery store.
Tor medicines, go to a medicine store.
For HARDWARE and its kindred articles,
gotoa HARDWARE STORE.

Paints, Agricultural Implements, Pumps, Pipe,
Stoves and Stoveware, Harness and
Saddlery, Crockery and Glassware.

e have them all. .

Our long residence in the county is our guarantee of fair

horest treatment of our customers. ;
2 e&Ee have recently associated with us Mr. J. M. Plowden form-
erlv with the Dillon Hardware Cowpany, who thoropghl_y_under-
stands the hardware business and will take pleasure in giving the
public the benefit of his experience.

and

~ SUMTER, S.C.

—_—

We are giving more attention to the handling of Cotton
this season than ever before, which means that whiie we
bought more Cotton than any other firm on the market, it is
our purpose to buy a still greater guantity. This we can-
not do unless we pay the price, and when you bring or ship
to us your Cotton, the VERY HIGHEST PRICE IS AS-

SURED. 1
Our General
Mercantile Department

has been thoroughly looked after and we invite an inspec-
tion of our Dry Goods, Fancy Geods, Shoe and Clothing
Stocks. Our buyer has devoted much of his experience this
season in looking after the Dress Goods selections, and we
can assure our Lady friends that we are enabled to please
them. not only in styles, but prices. Our General Dry Goods
Stock was never more complete and better bought—“GOODS
WELL BOUGHT ARE HALF SOLD.

Shoes! Shoes !

There is no need wearing out shoe leather running about for
footwear, when we have, direct from the factories, Shoes
of the best make, and which we can sell with a guarantee.
Then, we carry as nice a line of Gents’ Youths’ and Boy’s
Clothing as you will be able to see in any other city. This
Department was selected with a view to style, fit and dura-

bility.

OUR GROCERY DEPARTMENT

Cannot be excelled anywhere, and our prices defy competi-
tion. We have always enjoyed 2 tine Clarendon patronage
for which we are grateful, and we shall strive to continue
to merit the patronage and confidence you give us—come
to see us,

LEV

Yours, &c.

ing. His clothing wds ragged and his
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IAPTER NVIL - l
« about the 1st of |
ber Georze was alone in
o, He had just finished
writing sowe letters when Jeff !
Troitt cawme in and stood near the
stove. Ife was a slender young man,
under twenty-tive, shert and frail look-
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sandy bair unkempt. DBrkley looked
at him and smiled. “Deen getting your-
seif into no end of rows over home”
he remarked. My inother teils me
they sent you a death’s Lead the other
night, and vour father suid somebody
shot &t you in the field.”

“That's all so, Geerge,” suid Truitt
gloomily. I reckon I've been shootin’
off my mouth a litile too much.”

“I really thought you Lad more sense |
than to report that desperate zung Over
there for moonshining,” said {.?ewrgel
in a kindly tone. !

“Touldn't ’a’ done it ef I'd Deen |
sober,” replied Truitt. “They made
me mad when I was full, an’ T done
'em all the harm I could.”

“WWell, what are you going to do about
it, Jeffz”

“That's what I come 0 ax you,|
George. Ma and pa are mighty nigh
crazy about it, an’ I give 'cm my word |
I'd come an’ ax yore advice. By gum, |
they think they’ll go to you when they |
die! Ef you was me would you 30,
back over thar today, George? I-—I|
got another warnin® last night; in fact, 1
six or eight of 'em was scattered ali |
about the place. I say warnin', but I ‘
reckon they was wuss than that; they |
was to pa an’ ma an’ said ef they,
ketched me they wouldn't do a thing |
to me.” 5

“TWell, there's some consolation in
that,” said George dryly.

“You know I hain't afeard 0" any rea-
sonable number o' men,” safd Truitt in
his whining voice, “but when a whole
regiment of 'em comes to drink a fel- |
ler's Dlood I jest git rattled an’ want
to make tracks. Ef I had my way,
though, I'd go back home an’ defy "em,
but ma’s mighty nigh crazy.”

“No; you'd better stay in town today
anyway, Jefl,” suid Buckley after a
moment’s reflection. “Go up to the!
Johnston House and get your breakfast |
—take all vour meals there while you
are in town—I've got an account there;
tell them to charge it to me. Stay in
town tonight anyway. I'll sce you to-
morrow. I'm very busy teday. Do
Fou think the gang would dare follew |
you here?” i

“They might, George. They raised a
rumpus here about a year ago, Fou
know—whippin® niggers in Nigger-
town."” ¥ !

Later in the morping Buckley met
the town marshal, Joe Batey, on thel
street. The officer wore a broad brim-
med hat, a dark blue suit of clothes |
with brass buttons and carried a po- !
Heeman's club strapped to his yrist.
George gravely esplained the situation
to bim, but the officer refused to con-
cern himself in the matrtern

“Look ¥ bLere, George Buckler,” he
said. *“Do you reckon I'm paid measly
town wages to do both town and coun-
ty work® IEf the sberiff cayn't keep !
down them riots over thar in the moui- |
taiks, I cayn't. Ier $30 a month 'm |
expected to do police duty in daytime, |
watchman at might an’ act as coroner |
on special occasions. Besides, Jefl !
Truitt's gettin’ entirely 100 numerous. |
Every time he gets full he wants 10
scratch some o them daredevils' eyes
out. He's a funny chap. They say
when he's drunk he'd fight a swarm ¢
svildeats, but when bLe's sober he'd
scare at the sight of a baby popgun,
an’, on top o' that, when he sobers up
he's so stubborn Le'd die "fore he would
apologize fer what he’s dome. What
you goin’ to do with a man like that?
He's no ornament to the community.”

“Well, I only thought I'd let ¥ou |
know the situation,” George smiled as |
he walked on. “All I want to €o is to |
save the fellow's neck.” '

George saw no more of Jeff Truitt
that day. He had some important cal- |
culations to make in connection with |
the sale of certain large quantitics of |
cotton to mills in the east. and he was
closely occupied in his office till past |
midpight. When he bhad finished be !
went to the front door of the ware- |
house to get a Lreath of fresh air he-:
fore retiring. He did not feel sleepr.
Suck work as be had been doing usu-|
ally had a contrary effect on him. Sud-
denly he heard a shout up the street
in the direction of the Johnston Ifouse, |
a revolver was fired, and a grufl voice |
cried out, “Thar he goes, boys!” i

This was followed by a clatter of |
many feet on the Dbrick sidewalk, a !
storm of furious ejaculations and sti-
fled oaths, and then a dark human bii- |
Jow rushed down the street in Buck- |
ley's direction. It was a mob pursu- |
ing Jeff Truitt !

Hardly knowing why be did it
George ran into his office and secured
his big revolver from the drawer of his
desk apd turned back quickly to the
door. He was just in time, for the
mob, numbering fifty or more, was not
ten yards away. Panting and almost
out of breath, Jeff Truitt came bound-
ing along ahead of them and just out
of their grasp. He was making for
the warehouse with the instinet that
there, and there alone. lay some chance
for escape. He gasped out semething
to George and darted past him .nto the
warehouse.

“Halt!” George thundered, his re-
volver leveled at the man in the lead.
#Halt or I'!l blow your brains out!”

The man fell back against those be-
hind him, and the surging mass came
to a sudden pause.

“Heigh! What's this?” panted a man
in the rear. “What's this?”

“It's me,” said Buckley calmly. “That
boy has come to me for protection, and
he shall have it if T have to shoot six
of you in your tracks!”

“Qh, thunder:
man io the front.

“Git cut o' the door,

Buckler, or we'll mash you flatter'n a |

fiitter.”

“The first man that tries to pass thls
step dies as sure as God’s in heaven!”

There was a swerving back from the
weapon in Buckley's steady hand. Si-
lence fell—a threatening silence. The
cocking of a revolver somewhere in
the crowd sounded clearly.

“That’s right, shoot at me, you dirty
coward,” said Buckley defiantly. “Here
I stand in the light, and I can't plck
you out in-the dark. Shoot, you cow-
ardly speak!”

| wearily.

| nedar.

| It's the sawe thing—just as wide as

Ceownrd I'd never Licen the friend to

Cawny baciz at the log schoolhouse, how

away from it till it’s shoved on them.

{ tonight?
| asworryin'.

| visk vou anywherce clse tonight.”

{ Buckley carrving the light.
| passed the Dig fireproof vault in the

{why I sleep here.

Come off!” sneered a

Georse Daviiier an
throuzh you.”

There was a sound of a struggle,
stifled oaths and the clash of a revolver
as it struck the pavement. It was fol-
lowed Dby grumbling words, bot dis-
puting and—silence.

“You are a set of cownwds” said |
Buckley, “running like a px. i of wolves
after a poor boy for wiunt iie said and
did when he was drunk. Now, clear
out, the last one of you. You know
who I am—and vou know if there is
any one of yom. or any ihree. that want
to hold me responsible for this step
T'1l be on Lend. Ias any one lLere any
row to pick with Jeff Truitt, then let
bim speak up. I'}l represent him. I'm
in a fizhting mood tonight and will
satisfy just as many as will apply.”

“an’ he'll do it, too, boys,” said an
admiring voice. “Buckley’s got the
right stuff in ‘im! Come on, let's go
home. George seems friendly to the
cnss, an® any friend o' his is safe as |
fur as I'm concerned.”

«Qame here.” joined in another voice.
“Buck., yore all right, but that's a
Gern slack wad yo're takin' up fer, as
shore 2s rvo're knee high to a duck.”

«1vell, he's my friend, and I'm his
mother's friend.” said Buckley. “A
mob like vours shan't send his corpse
home to her if I can help it.”

“He'd e about as much use to ’er
that a-way as in his natural condition,”
laughed a man near the front “Put
ef she hankers after 'im, an’ Buckley
wants "im to live on. I'll withdraw my
¢laim. This is the sort of rabbit hunt
1 don't wuch like nohow.”

A langh rose and went round. It was
a favorable sizn. George lowered his
revolver. =Go home, boys.” he said
«I'm sorry I spoke as I did
just now. You are all my friends; I
can sce that. Good night.”

They stood for an instant as if un-
certain what step to take, but Buckley's
last words had completely disarraed
them. Slowly they disbanded and
strageled away. When they were all
jost in the darkness George closed the
door and locked it. Just then Jeff
Truitt emerged from the darkness in
the interior of the building and, with
hanging head and downeast eyes, drew

I'll put daylignt

“Oh, George,” be faltered, "1 wish
they bad killed me. I'm a coward., T
was afeard of "em—afeard of 'em!”

«It wasr’ that. my boy: don't you be-
lieve it,” sad ( o vonsoiingly. “You
were simply s The Lbest sol-
Rers are that way when they Sece
syerwhelming nmmbers approaching.
Yeu've got zrit, but they tell me you
buve to fill p with whisky to float it.”

“But you wasn't afeard of 'em,” wail-
eil the boy.

“yes, 1 was—aut first,” said Buckley.
#1 shook all over, 2nd then I got drunk
with rage. just like you do ¢g whisky.

noedod.

Douw* you botler; vou'll
If I'd thouglht you weve a

it's long.

fizht, Jeil.
yoeu I am. My Loerd, don't I remewmber,

Press Tifiten bullied you all day, pinch-
ing vou, calling you names, and finally,
when Lie legan to bump your head
azainst the wall, you turned in and
rave bim the worst licking he ever
nad? e had biack eves and puffy
juws for 2 week. Some men are that
way—justdon’t likxe trouble and stay

How did they bappen to come here for
you?®’

~They went home after me, I reckon,”
said the boy, “an' when tkey found out
I was lhere they come on to get liquor
an’ settle with me. Ef{ you was me,
George, what would you do—go home
You know the folks will be

“No; vou siay lere and sleep with
me,” sald George. “I'm not going to

They went back to the bedroom,
As they

office Jef said, “Looks like it would
be resky to leave jest one man bere
with a whole lot ¢ money in a safe |
like that, George.”

“it hgs a combination lock,” Buck-
ley told bim. -t would tuke an ex-
pert burglar several bours to open it.
and the noise would wake me. That's
Neavty all the poor
people in the mountains and bere in|
town depesit their savings with us.;
[t's a big respousibility, Lut the safe |
and vaunlt are the best in the state. |
They are better than those at the bank |
aptown, an’ ihat's why the people |
want to denosit wiih us. It's a lot of |
trouble, but My, Hillyer likes to accom- l
modate them.” ‘

and tbars always a lots o monc}"
in the safe, I reckon,” said Jeil. |

“Thousands of dollars, my boy,” re-
{ plied Buckley: “but it's fireproof, and
| the risk is very little, as I told you. 1
[ am in this room every night, and when
i I go away Kenner sleeps here.”
| “But thar's another thing you hain’t

thought of,” suid Jefl. “Robbers some-
itimes slip up on a man, git ’im well
| covored an' then force 'im to open a
| safe. What would you do in a case
| like that, George?”

{  Buckley laughed. “I haven't thought
| of that, I'll admit.” he answered; “but,
! with the responsibility on me like it is,
| 1 pelieve 1'd die fighting ratber thanm
| voluntarily give in.” |
“That ud be foolishness,” said Jefl. |
| “What's money—even o fortune—to a
| man’s life?”
| oIt's different with me, my boy.”
! George placed the lamp on the little
| table. “You could give in and many
| others cculd and nothing would be sald
! about it, but if I did it they would say
! it was—my father's weakness cropping
! out in another generation. That would
be the general verdict, Jeff. Folks are
| that way."”
“Do you reckon so, George?”
“Yes, that's the way of the world.
| Now git in bed, Jeff.”
Truitt Lesitated and fushed. “Jest
lle” me lie on a pile o' sacks on the
| floor,” he safd. *I don't want to crowd
| you, George.”
| “You think I'd be above sleeging
i with you, my bor.” Buckler laid -’h.lsi
i hand on his shoulder and turned him |
i foreibly to him. “You've heard all
| that talk out home about my being
! stuck up. but it is a lie cut of whole
lcloth. Jeft, Jeff" — Buckley’s breast
rose high and fell—“I'd give all T have
to feel as zood in the erves of the world

as yvou are. There's u staln on me that |°

“Good night, George.”

CHAPTER XVIiIL
¢ ,-E\ HETY say the old junk shop was

turned into a reg'lar fort last
night,” Kenner jested as he
slouched into the office the
next morning after breakfast, a bundle
of letters in his hands.

Georze and Hillyer exchanged glances
and smiled.

- “You'd have thought something was
wrong if youw'd been here,” George an-
swered lightly.

Hanks was at his desk munching a
piece of cracker acd now and then
taking a sip of water from a thick,
unelean tumbler. He had no comments
te make. If the building had been half
demolished during the night he would
have inspeeted the ruin with supreme

indifference, for it was not his per- |

sonal property. Half an hour later a
man and s woman came down the
strect and entered the warchouse.
The woman was short and fat, wore a
black sunbonmet and a leavy gray
shawl. The man earried a worn Con-
federate flag in his left hand, in his
right a battered army bugle.

«Joff's mammy an’ daddy,” Kenner
soid.  “My Lord, they got here quick!
I reckon somebody must ‘2’ told ’em
the news last night.”

“Come on in, old woman,” Truitt said
to his wife. “Nobody bain't a-goin’ to
hurt you.” ¥ie took the chair Ken-
ner was proffering and placed it near
the stove. Then he leaned uasteadily
on the short staff of the furied fiag.

The bugle rattled on the brass buttons |

of his long overcoat as his arm hung
down.

“The camp meets today,” he said
huskily, “but I hain’t blowed a note
yit, an’ T hain't stuck up the flag. The
bors will wait on o' Bus this mornin'.
I wish some o' my tried comrades could
be here to listen to what I got to say.
George Buckley, I'm goin® to spealk to
you, sir"

George had flushed all over with em- |

barrassment. His profile was to the
door, but out of the corner of his
eye he had caught a glimpse of a
woman’s fizure in the maln doorway.
The thought flashed through his brain

that it was Mrs. Hillyer or Hortense |

Snowden, and he wanted to direct Hill-
ver's attention thither, but with set,
expectant features the merchant was
staring at the speaker.

“Jeff told us jest how it happened,”
Truitt went on, his earnest eves half
full of tears, “an’ me an’ my old wom-
an felt like we wanted to see, to look
at, the man that saved our child. Thar
he is, Matilda; thar he is! Thar’s the
chap that stood up in the teeth o' that
ragin’ mob an’ said ef they got our
boy it ud be over his dead body. George
Buckley done it. He"—the old man’s
voice sank so low for a moment that
it was scarcely audible—“he done It!
I wish God would help me talk, but he
won't, an’ I cayp’t. I had lots to say,
but I cayn't talk. I want to show
what I feel, but I cayn't. I ’lowed
that a—a man that fit fer Jackson an’
Lee an™ Davis was good enough, but
g mdn blessed by a high place in the
world that stoops down an’ offers his
life fer a pore, weak, scared boy is bet-
ter'n a soldier. Ie's more like God
than a soldier. IIe's actuated by love
an’ pity, while the soldier is fightin’
for spite. I—I jest wish God would
give me a chance to show what I feel.
Matilda. ef you want to say anything,
say it. Yore old man's made a fool of
hisself!”

“QOh, dor’t, don't, Mrs. Truitt!" George
protested as the old woman pushed
back lher bonnet and began to speak,
but she went on.

“I cayn’t say what I want to, noth-
er,” she sobbed, “but I kin pray fer
you, George, an’ I will. I hope the
Master will shower blessings down cn
yore head. I've knowed ’'im, gentie-
men, sence lie was a littie boy, an’ he
always was onme o the best children
that ever lived. God knows he's had
trouble, but it jest seems to ’a’ sancti-

“Show me, Mr. Buckicy, where it hap-
:pcri.cd."

fled ’im. Iolks says he hain't a happy
man, that he has lots to contend with
here in town an’ that it looks like he
cayn't git all he wants, but he will,
God bless 'im, ef my prayers kin do
any good. I'm a-goin’ to ask the Lord |
A'mighty to give ’Im peace an’ all hc,[
wants!” She drew her bonnet over
her face and fell to sobbing aloud.

Truitt stood Lis flag in a corner and
led her to the door, and, as all eyes
followed him, George looked and saw
Lyaia Cranston and Kitty Cosby stand-
ing a few fect from him. They had
heard all. In Lydia’s eyes great tears
stood, and in her face shone a kindling
light upon which her very soul seemed
to Lreathe. Covered with embarrass-
ment, Buckley went to them.

“I'm very sorry,” he Dbegar, but
Lydla put up her gloved hand and|
stopped him.

“Don’t,don’t!” she said gently, almost
reverently, as she looked straight into
his eyes. “Don't!”

He had not been introduced to her
companion, and the fact seemed to
have escaped ber. The three walked to
the door.

“I am Miss Cosby, Mr. Buckley,”

“Lydla has com-

wrhere it happened. I mean from

swhich directior «i:d the mob come, and
i3 this the door— vhero the poor boy—
where you stood—this here®”

George grew rodder: he essayed g
Hght laugh, but she was persistent.
She laid ber hands on his arm. “Teli
me,” she urged, “is this the very spot?”’

“That's right, miss,” said Truitt,
coming up. “The gang come runpin’
right down that walk after Jeff. He
hain't a plumb coward, but a mob o’
fifty Dloodthirsty men wouid rattle
any boy that's been made a pet of all
his life. They was all right on his
heels, an’ he seed George Buckley's
open door an' made a break fer it
George let 'im in an’ then stood right
on that sill thar an' dared one of 'em
to pass 'im. He had a gun, but they
could ‘2’ ground ’im to sausage meat.
One man cocked a revolver, an’ George
heard it an’ yelled out an' dared 'im
to shoot ’im while he stood in the
light, an’ Lemeaned 'im fer a coward
an’ all he could think of. His pure
grit, an’ the respect they had fer ’im,
shamed the gang, an' they left But
thar's a lhero, miss. You young ladies
study about leaders of great battles
that are tiis an’ that, but Im a old
soldier, an' what George Buckley done
last-night was the bravest thing I ever
seed or heard tell of.”

“We thought Major Cranston was
here,” Miss Cosby explained when Tru-
itt had gone. “We have been looking
ail over town for him.”

George accompanied them to the car-
riage and helped them in. Heavas still
flushed and embarrassed. Lydia was
quiet and thoughtful.

“You must come up and see us very
“I want vou to know

i soon,” she said.
i Kitty.”

| Buckley turned back to the office, an-
| gry with himself, the Truitts and ev-
i errthing pertaining to the recent hap-
pening. ;

“0h, what an ass I made of mysell,”
he thought—“what a deplorable, help-
less ass!”

He bad just seated himself at his
desk when Jeff Truitt came in.
“George,” he said, “Kenner has nffered
me a job at the compress, and"—

“TWell"—George looked up from his
work, with 2 frown—“that's all right,
I guess.”

Their cyes met, and Truitt’s fell to
the ground. He turned out of the
door, meeting Kenner on the sidewall

“I made George mad jest now,” he
| said to Kenner. “I wouldn't ’a’ done
| it fer the world, but"—

“You didn't make me mad. old boy,”
gaid George, coming up, with a smile.
“T was worried about a calculation I
was making. I hardly knew who was
speaking to me.” .

“Well, I'm glad,” said Jeff, with a
smile of relief. “I.wouldn't bother
you fer th~ world.”

“I'll bet he was mad,” said Kenner
to himself as he moved on. “George
Buckles’s as hard to understand some-
times as a woman. He didn't like the
way the Truitts carried on “fore them
soung ladies. Lord, he don't know
which side his bread's buttered on!
Ef I live 2 bundred years I'll never
forezet Lydla Cranston's face while old
Truitt was a-talkin®, an’ George is as
blind as a bat—kickin’ himself right
now.” :

He went into the office a few minutes
later. George was at his desk, a 4ry
pen in his hand, the flush still on his
face. “I met Bob Hanks uptown
awhile ago,” Kenner observed.

George did not seem to hear.

“Ie's put an & new two horse deliy-
ery wagon, painted up with his sign
on it, jest like city wagons.”

Buckley was still inattentive. -

“By the way, the little devil told me
he was goin’ to let up on that school-
girl racket o’ his. He told me of his
own accord, so I reckon my talk did
some good t'other night."”

] suppose it did,” sald Buckley, with
a start, and he went to work. Kenner
stood ‘watching him for several min-
utes. The flush remained on Buekley's
face all that morning, and he seldom
answered when spoken to. ‘Bven Hill-
yer remarked upon his strange con-
duet.

“He's a quar boy,” said the old man.
41 don’t precend to understand ’im, but
I bank on 'im jest the same.”

“f think I understand ’im,” replied
| Kenner. “I kin see through 2 plank,
! when thar's a knot hole in it” But
| that was as far as the cotton buyer
i' would commit himself.

! CHAPTER XIX.

! ¥ theirarrival at home that morn-
ing the two girls separated in
the hall, Lydia going up to her
room with 2 grave look on her

face, and Miss Cosby turning into the

parlor to take off ber wraps. MMrs.

Cranston joined her immediately.

“f yras in the summer house and saw
you coming,” she said eagerly. “I
thought I'd give Lydia a chance to
go upstalrs, for I am crazy to hear
what you have to say. TWell, did you
meet the paragon?”’

Miss Cosbr rubbed her kid glove
down from her wrist toward the tips
of her slender fingers. ‘MMeet him?—
by a large majority, I assure you. e
walked right into his den. Your scheme
worked, Mrs. Crapston. As soon as wWe
missed the major uptown I told Lydia
that you sald he might be down at the
grain warehouse, and she ordered the
carriage there. I have one thing to
ask you, Mrs. Cranston"—Kitty was
smiling—"“what are the rates of board
in this town?”

“Rates of board?’ exclaimed Mrs.
Cranston. “What on earth do ¥ou
want to know that for?”

“I'm going to pay my board while
I'm with you,” said the girl, with mock
seriousness. “I know you ipvited me
down here to help you out of your
mess. and I have washed my hands of
the whole business. I'm out of it from
now en—out. Do vou understand?”’

uQh, Kitty, do be serious—don’t be
sills.”

“T'm out of it, I tell you,” persisted
Ihe girl, pulling at the other glove. “1
won't work for anybody that don't tote
fair. Whyr didn't you tell me this
Buckley wus a regular Apollo in o
business suit? Wy, I never felt in
my life as I did with him. I may be
romantie, cracked, soft or something,
but I simply steod and stared at bhim,
anable to say a thing that was sep-
sible. Besides, we were all upset—ex-
cited to death, and"—

“Execited!” gasped Mrs. Cranston.
“Trhy, what about?”’

«“0h, about that White Cap affair down
there last night. You never heard balf
of it. The major hinted that it was
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FOR

FALL AND WINTER.

Our Fall and Winter Garments are now ready, and
whatever your needs may be in Men’s, Boys’ or Children’s
Clothing, Hats and Furnishing Goods, we would like the
pleasure of supplying.

We would certainly like to number you amoxg our
regular patrons, and we hope to win you by the excel-
lence of our Cloihing and the reasonableness of our
prices. :

In New Quarters.

_ We now occupy the Ryttenberg Building, Main and
Liberty streets.

cl

Sumter, S.

w

mmmmm_mmmmtmnm:mmmmmmmmmm

WLDOUGLAS

THAN ANY OTHER TWO MANUFACTURER '
UFACTURERS IN THE WORLD.

' e

THE W. L. DOUGLAS AND ZEIGLER
BRO.S SHOES.

THE W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES for Men and the
ZEIGLER BRO.’S SHOES for Women and Children ex-
cel in quality, style and fit any other shoe on the mark:t.

Now to more circulate and prove the merit of these
Shoes we will, during the month of November, sell shoes
less than regular price, on the following conditions:

Any one bringing this advertisement will get our W.
L. Douglas 4 Shoes at $3.50; $3.50 Shoes at §3; $3 Shoes
at $2.50.

The Zeigler Bro.’s Shoes we will sell accordingly.

Remember,

It is only during this month that we can sell these Shoes
for that price. After December 1st regular price will go
into effect again. 3 ]

Now if you want to make 50 cents or as many times
50 cents as vou choose, come to the NEW IDEA and get
the best Shoes made for yourself, wife and children.

THE NEW IDEA,

M. M. KRASNOFF, Prop.
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Kitty said sweetly.

“Put that gun down,” cried & deter- | pothing will remove. Yes, I'd freely
pletelx forgotten that we don't know

mined voice in the thropg. “Xou barm ! give yp my life to prove that I am not
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SUMTER, S. C.

[CONTINTED ON NEXT PAGE.]
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