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SYNOPSIS.

Tta Bern at ths of ta stiff
)sM In th lll'ist-j- r ot an olij worn-ou- t
oulhem known s th I.tr-fm-

Ihn risrs t to h S"i.l. and Its
j.:Tnry sml that nf ttsfl nwrir-'- tbs
(julntsrds. In tux aubjoot of 1 ?: n by
J mut Jiar. rrrphaw, a r"Tlnrss man. ft
trangtr known an.l H--

j tm-v- ft farrier. wliu KAiinita.l V.Vayr.0
jiornrrt, ft mysterious rlOM nf the old
southern family, makes hiB HppearHnre.
Ynn-- itf'.'m how h B'liit"'! the b'y.

errls buys th Harotiy, but the
Ovitntar.ln oVny any knowifilits ot tlie
hoy. Yanry to V'-i- HanriihKl. faptnln
Murrei). a frlt-n- of th QuIntRrris, ap-f- nr

sn4 nsks q!.flnns Rt.nut the Ttnr-on-

TrouMa at Hill, tiiiritllnn-rnb- al

Is kidnaped by tmva mount. Onp-ta'- n

Mu'rcll'i &cnt. Yflm-- y ovrtal.-
i'inunt. tve lilin u IhrashiiiH anil s e uros
lh bny. Vitncy appears lfoni Kqtitra
lJai;tani. rt1 in with est f'--

!Vi plaintiff. Hetty Mairoy, a ir'-r- d of
!h bas an nrounir ith Cap-
tain MurreU. who forom his ntton'lnna on
her, anl Is fsrued bv Bruce Carrlnsnon.

tty t cut for lier Tenns5 liomo.
t'Krrinirton ikmp tho same ntan-- .. Yn--
knd Hannibal disappear, with Mvtrrell on
their triii;. Itannlhal arrives at Ihn home
o? .Tuflj-- Klocum I'rico. The Juiia rec

o bo ft sian.n of an old
J'nie frt-n- d. Murrell arrives at JurtHO's
(fom. Cavendish family on raft rrs no
i'ftury, ho Is ftpparently drnd. Price
frrrnV Jail. liiiiy nil ("arrlnsrton arrive
ftt Belle Plain. Hannibal's ride discloses
Some stnrlltm: tlilncs to the Ju'-"- Hanr
Mhal and rwtv inr--t aKftln. Murrell

In nlls Plain. 1m p'.aylnir for
ifakes. Vancv awaltes from louu dream- -

sleep on board the raft. Judo Prlo
t.akes Hiartllnif discoveries In looking up
and titles. Charley Norton, a yonns;
llanter. who aHlits the Judee, Is ly

assaultod. Norton Informs
that Htty has promlHed to roarry

Mm. Norton Is mysteriously shot. More
Ict.t on M'.irre'.l's plot- - He p'..ns upns-n- ff

of neifro-- s. Jtidse Price, with Hanm-1- ,

visits Hettv, and she keeps the boy
ft eompanlon. In ft stroll Betty taKes

with Hannibal they meet Bess Hicks,
flat'Rhter ot the overseer, who warns
petty of danser and counsels her to
leave Pelle Plain at once. Ilelty. terrt-rie- d.

acts on Hess' advice, and on their
way their carrlaKe Is stopped by Hlosson.
the tavern keeper, and a. confederal, and
It-t- ty and Himnfial are made prisoners,
rhs pair are taken to Hicks' cabin, In an
ammst lnacc(ysible epot. and there ';u,r"
red vteits Betty and reveals his part in
the plot and his object. Betty spurns
tils proffered love and the Interview Is

ndv1 bv the arrival of Ware, temfled
at possible outcom of the crime. Judge
TrUe hearing ot the abduction, pmns ac-

tion. Tha judge takes charge of the
situation, and search for the missing ones
In Instituted. Ct.riington visits tne judge
and allies are discovered. Judge Price
v'hits Colonel Fentress, wnere ne m.o
Taney and Cavendish. Becoming enraged,
price dashes ft glass of whisky into ttie
colonel's face and ft duel la arranged.

CHAPTER XXV. (Continued.)
"Hues!" cried MurreP In astonish-

ment, for the "man confronting Mm

vas tha Clan's messenger who should
Lave been speeding across the state.

"Tosa up your hands, Murrell," said
Hues tjufetly.

One of the other men spots.
"You are under arrest!"
-- Arrest!"
"You are wanted for nigger-stealing,- "

said the man. Still Murrell did

not seem to comprehend. lie looked
at Hues In dull wonder.

"What are you doing here?" he
asked.

"Waiting to arrest ycu airt that'
plain?" said Hues, with a grim smile.

The outlaw's hands dropped at his
aide, limp and helpless. With some
Idea that he might attempt to draw
a weapon one of tho men took hold
cf him, but Murrell was nerveless to
his touch; his face bad gone a ghast-
ly white and was streaked with the
markings of terror.

"Well, by thunder!" cried the man
In utter amazement.

Murrell looked Into Hues' face.
"You you " and the words thick-

ened on his tongue, becoming an in-

articulate murmur.
"It's all up, John." said Hues.
'No," said Murrell, recovering him-

self. "You may as well turn mo loose
you can't arrest me!"
"I've done It," answered Hues. "I've

ten on your track for six months."
"How about this fallow?" asked the

man whose pistol still covered Ware.
Hues glanced toward the planter and

hook his head.
"Where are you going to take me?"

sisked Murrell quickly. Again Hues
laughed.

"You'll find that out In plenty of
time, and then your friends can pass
the word around If they like; now
you'll come with me."

Ware neither moved nor spoke as
Hues and his prisoner passed back
along the path, Hues with his hand
on Mtirrell's shoulder, and one of his
compnnlonij close at his heels, while
the third man led off the outlaw's
borse.

Presently the distant clatter of
hoofs was borne to "Ware's ears only
that; the miracle of courage and dar-

ing he had half eipectcd had not hap-

pened. Murrell, for all Mb wild boast-
ing, was liko other men, like himself.
Ills' bloodshot eyes elld around In

their sockets. There across the suu-U- t

stretch of water was Betty the
thoueht of her brought him to quick
choking terrors. The whole fabric of
crime by which be had been benefited
In the past or had expected to profit
In the future seemed toppling In upon
Mm. but his mind clutched on6 Im-

portant fact. Hues, If he knew of
I'.utty's (UvappeftHince, 6ii not con-

cept Murrell with it. Wars sucked In

comfort brtwetn his twitching lips.

8il!rn niggers! No tine would he-l- it

ve that he, a plaMer, iad hand la
ttaX. i4 tur a XiiM fcutant he con

sidered FlpnaUrg Boss to rixturu. Slos-so- n

must be told of Murrell'a arrest;
but he was sick with apprehension,
some ttnp might have been prepared
for tfrn, he could not know; aDd the
Impulse to act forsook him.

He smote his hands together In a
hopolosa, beaten gesture. And Mur-
rell had gone weak with bis own
eyes he had seen It Murrell whom
he believed without foarMlo felt that
he had been grievously betrayed In
his trust and a hot rage poured
through him. At last he climbed In-

to the ssd.lle and, swnylna; like a
drunken man, ga'.lopfd off.

When he reached the river road
ho paused and scanned Its dusty sur-
face. Huos and his party had turned
south when they Issued from the wood
path. No doubt Murrell was being
taken to Memphis. Ware laughed
harshly. The outlaw would be free
before another dawn broke.

He had baited near where Jim had
turned his tesm the previous night
after Betty and Hannibal had left the
carriage; the marks of the wheels
were as plainly distinguishable as the
more recent trail left by the four men,
and as he grasped the significance of
that wide half circle his sense of In-

jury Overwhelmed him again. Hs
hored to live to see Murrell hanged!

He was so completely lost In his
bitter reflections that he had been un-

aware of a mounted man who was
coming toward him at a swift gallop,
but now he heard the steady pounding
of hoofs and, startled by the sound,
looked up. A moment later the horsa-ma- n

drew rein at his side.
"Ware!" h cried.
"How are you, Carrington?" said

the planter.
"You are wanted at Belle Plain," be-

gan Carrington, and seemed to hesi-
tate.

"Yea yes. I am going there at once
now " stammered Ware, and gath

ered up his reins with a shaking hand.
"You've heard. I take It?" said Car-

rington slowly.
"Yes," answered Ware, In a hoarse

whisper. "My God, Carrington, I'm
heart sick; she has been like a d.iugh--
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The Planter's Knees

ter to me I " he fell silent, mop-
ping his face.

"I think I understand your feollng,"
said Carrington, giving him a level
glance.

'Then you'll eicuse me," and the
planter clapped spurs to his horse.
Once he looked back over Ma shoul-
der; he saw that Carrington had not
moved from the spot where they had
met

At Belle Plain, War found bis
neighbors In possession of the place.
Thoy greeted him quietly and spoka
In subdued tones of their sympathy.

When he could be shut himself In
his room. He had experienced a day
of maddening anxiety; he had not
slept at all the previous night; In
mind and body he was "orn out; and
now byj was plunged Into the thick of
this sensation. He must keep control
of himself.

He sought to Torecast the happen-
ings of the next few hours. Murrell'a
trUadf would break iall for Mm, tJt

was a foregone conclusion; hut tha
Insurrection he had planned was at
an end. Hugs had tfealt Its death
blow. Moreover, though the law
might t'e Impotent to deal with Mur-
rell, be could not hope to escape the

of the powerful cia.is be
had plotted to destroy; he would hava
to quit the country. Ware gloated In
this Idea of craven flight. Thank
God, he bed Beeu the Ia?t of him!

But. as always, his thoughts came
back to Betty. Slosson would wait at
Hicks' place for the man Murrell had
promised Mm, and, falling the mes-scr.jrc- r,

for the signal fire, but there
would he neither; and Slosson would
be left to determine his own course of
action. Ware felt certain that hs
would wait through tho nlRht, but as
sure as the morning broke, if no word
had reached him, he would send one
of his men across the bayou, who roust
learn of Murrell'a arrest, escape, flight

for In Ware's mind these three
events wern lndlssolubly associated.
The planter's teeth knocked together.
Ho was having a terrible acquaint-
ance with fear. Its very depths had
swallowed him up; it was a black pit
In which he sank from horror to hor-

ror. He had lost all faith in the Clan
which had terrorized half a dozen
slate3, which had robbed and mur-
dered with apparent immunity, which
had marketed Its hundreds of stolen
slaves. He bad utterly collapsed at
the first blow dealt the organization,
but he was still seeing Murrell, pallid
and shaken.

A Etep sounded In the hall and an
Instant later Hlcks entered tha room
without the formality of knocking.
Ware recognized his presence with a
glance of Indifference, but did not
speak. Hlcks slouched to his employ-

er's side and handed him a note which
proved to be from Fentress. Ware
read and tossed It aside.

"If he wants to see me why don't
he como here?" he growled.

"I reckon that old fellow they call
Judge Price has sprung something
sudden on the colonel," said Hlcks.
"He was out here the first thing this
morning; you'd have thought he
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owned Belle Plain: There was a
couple of strangers with him, and he
had me in and fired questions at me
for half an hour; then he hiked off
up to The Oaks."

"Murrell's been arrested," said Ware
la a dull level voice. Hlcks gave him
a glance ot unmixed astonishment

"Nol"
"Yes, by God!"
"Who'd rlak Itr
"Risk It? Man, he almost fainted

dead away a damned coward. Hell!"
"How do you know this?" asked

Hlcks, appalled.
"I waa with him when he was ta-

kenIt was Hues the man he trusted
more than any other!" Ware gave
the overseer a ghastly grin and was
silent, but In that silence he heard
the drumming of his own heart. He
went on. "I tell you, to tave Mm-ciel-

John Murrell will Implicate ihe
rest of us; we've got to get Mm free
and thn. by hiMl we ouht to knock
him In th hsad; ha Un't Dt to Uv!"

"The Jail ain't built that'll hold
him!" muttered Hlcks.

"Of course, he can't ba held,"
agreed Ware. "And he'll never be
brought to trial; no lawyer will dare
appear sgainst him, no Jury will dara
to find him guilty; but there's Hues,
what about him?" He paused. Tha
two men looked at each other for a
long moment.

"Where did they carry the cap-
tain?"

"I don't know."
"It looks like the Can was In a

bell-fire- hole but, shucks! What
will be easier than to fix Hues? and
while they're fixing folks they'd bet-
ter not overlook that old fellow Price.
He's got some notion about Fentress
and the boy." Mr. Hlcks did not con-
sider It necessary to explain that he
was himself largely responsible for
this.

"How do you know that?" demand-
ed Ware.

"Ho as good as said so." Hicks
looked uneasily at the planter. He
knew himself to be compromised. The
stranger named Cavendish had forced
an admission from him that Murrell
would not condone If It came to his
knowledge. He had also acquired a
very proper and wholesome fear of
Judge Sloeurn Price. He stepped closs
to Ware's side. "Whafll come of th
girl, Tom? Can you figure that out?'
he questioned, sinking his voice al
most to a whisper. But Ware was In
capable of speech, again his terrort
completely overwhelmed him. "J
reckon you'll have to find another
overseer. I'm going to strike out for
Texas," said Hicks.

Ware'B eyes met his for an Instant,
He had thought of flight, too; was
still thinking of It, but greed was as
much a part of his nature as fear;
Belle Plain was a prize not to be light-
ly cast aside, and It was almost his
He lurched1 across the room to th
window. If he were going to act, the
sooner he did so the better, and gain
a respite from his fears. The road
down the coast slid away before hv
heavy eyes; be marked each tura,
then a palsy of fear shook him, his
heart beat against his ribs, and he
stood gnawing his Hps while he gazed
up at the sun.

"Do you get what I say, Tom? 1

am going to quit theEe parts," said
Hicks. Ware turned slowly from the
window.

"All right. Hicks. You mean you
want me to settle with you. Is that
It?" he asked.

"Yea, I'm going to leave while t
can; maybe I can't later on," eald
Hicks stolidly. He added: "I am go-

ing to start down the coast as 60or
as It turns dark, and before It's da?
again I'll have put the good miles be-

tween me and theso parts."
"You're going down the coast?"

and Ware was again conscious of the
quickened beating of Ms heart. Hlcks
nodded. "See you don't meet up with
John Murrell," Bald Ware.

"I'll take that chance. ' It seems
heap better to me than staying bore."

Ware looked from the window. Th
shadows were lengthening across the
lawn.

"Bttter Etart now, Hlcks," ha ad
vised.

"I'll wait until It turns dark."
"You'll need a horse."
"I was going to help myself to one

This ain't no time to stand on cere
mony," said Hlcks shortly.

"Slosson shouldn't be loft In th
lurch like this or your brother'
folks"

"They'll have to figure It out fot
themselves, same as mo," rejoined
Hicks.

"You can stop there as you go by.''
"No," said Hlcks. "I never did be-

lieve In this damn foolishness about
th gil, and I won't go near George's

"I don't ask you to go there; you
can give them the signal from the
head of tho bayou. All I want !s for
you to stop and light a fira on the
shore. They'll know what that means.
I'll give you a horse and fifty doV

lars for tha Job."
Hlcks' eyes eyarkled, but ha only

said:
"Make It twice tbit and maybe w

can deal."
Racked and tortured. Ware hesv

tated; hut the sun was slipping Into
the west; his windows blazed with
the hot light.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Their Romance.
"He loves me, he loves me not,

said Maud Muller, as she went through
the garden picking potato bugs off tha
potato plants.

"He loves me."
She picked a potato bug.
"Ho loves me not."
Bhe gathered another potato hug.
"A thrifty girl, forsooth," declared

the Judge. "Instead of playing that
game with daisy petals, cut plays it
with potato truss "

Ho proposed, thoy ra married,
and If the reoall does no. go lata
affect thar IU doubtless liva tafJSiXj,

MELISSA ABHORS A VOCAL VOL-

CANO.

Almost Immediately after the street
door closed Mrs. Merriwid tottered
Into the room where her maternal
maiden aunt Jane was sitting at a lit-

tle tea tal)l There hlte collapsed in
a ' gradual Delsartean movement at
the fool of an easy chair, allowing bt r
head to droop weakly against its cush-

ion.
"Got up, Molisaa. nnd don't mako a

fool of yourself," said Aunt Jane.
"Tea, give me tea!" murmured Mrs.

MerriId, faintly.
"You might have had it before it

got cold if you had been a little more
hospitable." Aunt Jane remarked, aa
site poured.

"He didn't give me a chance to in-

vite him," said Mrs. Merriwid, scram-
bling to a more conventional posture.
"Ho was so much occilod with our
pleasant little chat that I couldn't
have Interjected an invitation to par-

take of a glass of water. He's a
great little monologue artist, Mr. Prol-lick- s

la. I'll bet you could use his
vocal .chorda for an elevator cable and
get past the inspector."

"He certainly has a command of
language," Aunt Jane agreed.

"He hasn't any control of it," said
Mrs. Merriwid. "It runs away with
him every time and the great trouble
is It never gets any place In par-

ticular. Talk about speaking volumes!
That man will speak a congressional
library during a morning call and
never bat an eye. If I had a dear
little lap dog whose hind leg I had
any regard for, I'd certainly tie him
up In the basement when Prolly call-
ed. My own understanding "

"Melissa!" said Aunt Jane, reprov-
ingly.

"Pardon me, dearie," said Mrs. Mer-
riwid, plucking down her skirt. "It
was careless of me. 1 mean to say
It passes my comprehension how any
creature that hasn't a red beak and
green feathers can make such a con-
versational nuisance of himself. I'm

I

n
"Good Gracious! Is It

a pretty good single banded talker,
me, when 1 get an intelligent und ap-

preciative listener like you, dearie
but Mr. Prollicks could fill his mouth
with hot mush and make me seem
tongue-tied- . If he'd only whistle once
In a while, he'd be so much better
company."

"Well," observed Aunt Jane, "there
are some men who never have a
chance to say for themselves.."

"I doubt it," replied Mrs. Merriwid.
"When It comes to themselves, they
are all, more or less, loquacious; it's
when you try to Bwitch to a less In-

teresting subject that they fall back
on grunts. Women have wider con-
cerns. They'll extend the discussion
to their husbands and tho servant
problem and infant culture and chif-
fons at least. Mr. Prollicks doesn't
confine himself to anything, how-
ever. If anybody 6tarted tho

of Ichthyosauri as a topic, he'd
butt In and hold the floor Indefinitely
explaining how It came that he bad
never devoted any time to that branch
of Information."

"What did he talk about this after-
noon?" asked Aunt Jane.

Mrs. Merriwid cast her eyes up-

ward. "Let me see," sho began. "The
weather first, I think, then other pre-
dictions and fortune telling and clair-
voyance and esoteric Buddhism and
Mr. Isaacs. From Isaacs to Oppen-hel-

waa a natural transition, and
detective stories carried Mm to
science, which embraced wireless
telegraphy and aeroplanes. Then he
volplaned to earth and automobiles
In wide and fluent spirals and, by way
of country roads, ha arrived ut bunga-
lows and from bungalows to cottages
and from cottages to love."

"Oh, he!" said Aunt Jane, rubbing
her sapient noso with her forcilugor
and amillng

"Ah ha!" Mrs. Merriwid mimicked.
"Yes, he said that after all It wan

lovo that made the world go round. I

.nctorl thnt at times it was on In

judicious Indulgence in cocktails and
,wh hut he ilidn t hear mo Docausu

he was busy explaining his theory at
IctiKth. It seems that be bad lmaginca
several times that bo had boon l

love only to discover that It was a
paswing fimry, and h? thought it not
improbable that marriages had been
made on tonally baseless tupposl-tlon- s.

(Foxy Prolly!) It there ho
paused for the first tlmu and gave nio
my opportunity.

" '1 love a good crime of bridgo
whist,' 1 Haiti, ,'and I love to fish where
you have to bo very quiet, and I lovo
the reading rooir.3 In the public li-

braries and denert solitudes and-dum-

animals and watch cases and clams.'
"'Why clams?" says he.

they're hnppy?'
" 'No,' says I, sweetly. 'For another

reason altogether.'
"11(3 seemed a little bewildered and

mechanically pulled out his watch.
"'Good gracious! I said. 'Is it

really as late as that?'
"Well, he thoutht he would have to

bo going. He didn't even ask about
the watch case."

"What was there about it?" Inquired
Aunt Jane.

"Oh, nothing, but they're generally
easy to shut up," replied Mrs. Merri-
wid.

(Copyright, 1013, by W, U. Chapman.)

Mistaken Identity.
The A Knelish class of a Louisville

school, s:tys a writer In th Courier-Journal- ,

formed a basket ball team. It
was wholly composed of girls and prac-
tice work began with vigor. It, as the
intent!' of tie Vani after it. became
proficient to challenge the players of
several other classes. No member ol
tho A English class was over twelve
years of old, and Marion, who was be
ing tried out for a position on tho
team, was only ten. She was quick
and athletic, but all the hard knocks

Really as Lato as That?"

in tho practico work seemed to como
her way.

On one, afternoon out! of her tench-er-

found her in a hallway off tho
gymnasium crying bitterly.

"What is it, Marion?" sho asked.
"Don't you liko the practice work?
What is your position on the team,
dear?"

"I don't don't know, ma'am,"
blubbered Marion, "but tho way they

they," a r.tom of sobs, "treat me. I
think I'm tho basket." .Mother's Mag-
azine).

Nothing Doing There.
"A persistent insurance agent bad

long been pestering a certain engino
driver to take out a polity on his
life. Meeting with littlo success. I.e.
called at tho works where the man
was employed and t mleavored

on bis fears.
"Now, lock there." Bald the agent,

pointing to a couple of huge boiler
close at hand. "If they were to

where would you bo?"
"There's no knowin'," was the re-

ply. "1 might bo anywhere at the
tlmo safe r bed for choice!"

"Yes, yes," said the agent; "butthat Isn't what I mean. If they wero
to blow tip now at this Identical mo-
ment '

"Well, T that cane," replied tho
other, quietly, "I reckon mo an' the
'ud finish our littlo argymont up 1

tho clouds!"
Then tho agent gave It up. Tit-Hit- s.

A Drawback.
"Sea vesBtila are different from any-

thing else in tuo world." x

"How so?"
"They can't make knots when thor'r

tied up" ,
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