THE MARBLE HILL PRESS. MARBLE HILL, MO

LAUREN STOUT

COPYRICH T Y BODBBOMENRLL COMNRAYY

@5 VALIANTS #VIRG ]N[A

& NALLIE ERMINIE RIVES
ILLUSTRATIONS &

SYNOPSIS. i
John Valinat, a rich soclely favorite,
suddenly discovers that the Vallant cor
poration, which his in‘- r founded and
which was Lhe pric r|- sarce  of h'-|
wenlth hus I.xii»-l H olipntarily turns
over s private fortune W the l't'ull\f.l']
for the corporation

CHAPTER (ll.—Centinued.

To be outslde! All that light and
color and comfort and pleasure would
hum and sparkie on just the same,
though he was po longer within the |
circle of its effulgence—slaving per |
haps, he thought with a twisted smile |
at gome tawidry occupation that called |
for po exprerience, W pay for a meal
in rome wecond-rale restaurant and a
pallet in some shabby-genteel, hall
bedroom, till hls elothes were replaced
\y iAtting “hand-me-downs'—till by
wretched gradations he arrived finally |
at the etatus of the dime seat lo the |
gallery and five cent elgnrs! |

There was one way back. It lay |
through the hackneyed gateway of
marriege. Youth, comeliness and fine |
Hoen, In the world he knew, were &
falr exchunge for wealth any day.
“Cutlet for cutlet”—the satiric phrase

ran through his mind  Why not? |
Others did 80, And as for himself, It
perhape veed be no question of plain |

and splnstered mill there
Katharine Fargo!'

In hig beart John Vallan! was aware
by those subtle glgns which men apd |
women alike distioguish, that while
Katharine Fargo loved firet and fore
most her own wonderfu! person, he
had been an edsy second In her re |
gurd |

John Valtast looked down at the
bulldog squatted on the floor, his eyes
shining In the dimness. A Qlttle hot

ons Was

ripple had run over him 'Wot on
your life, Chum!" he sald No shame-
less barter!  There must be other

things bezides mopey wud soclal posi |
tion in this doddering old world, ulter
all! We're
for ourselves, If IU's only roising cabd-
bages! And we're golng (0 stand It |
without any baby-aching—the nurse |
never held our noses when we took
our custor-oll!'"”

It was folded down, that old bright
page  Figis had been written to the
rose colared chaptgr And even as he
told hitself, e was consclous of a
pew rugeed something that bad been
glowly dawning within him, & sonse of I

courage, even of zest, and a4 furious
batrid of the self-plty that hed
wrenched bim even for a moment.

He turned from the window, plcked
up bis letters, and followed Ly the dog, I
wont slowly up another tight to his |
room
- . . L] - - L] -

#e tore open the letters abstracted- |
ly: the usual dinnercard or two, &
taflor'a fpring unnouneement, i
chronie serial from an exclamatory |

marblv<uarrying company
statement of
The (
meript look
One wis
n legal tirm
wan largish,

a quarterly
w club house-committes,
luvt two (ulesives bore 4 nonde |

small, with the name of |
in Itk corner. The other
*

corpulent and heavy, of

stout Manila paper, and bore, down |
oue €'de, n gaudy procession of post
age dtamps proclalming that it Imt!|
been reglstered

P

Whnt's in thar, 1
o himsclf

wonder™ he sald |
and then, with a smile ut{
|

ll!um.mu’ﬁmumm ; I

For a Long Time John Valiant Sat
Motionless, the Opened Letter In
His Hand, Staring at Nothing.

the unmascyline speculation, upem-d‘
the smaller envelope

“Dear Sir,"” began the letter, in the
most uncompromlsingly conventional
of typewriting
“Dear Sir:

“Hoclosed pleass find, with title
deed, a memorandum opened In your
name by the late John Valiant somo
wears before his death. It was his |
desire that the services Indicated in
econnection with this estate should con-
tinue till this date, We hand you
Berewith our check for $23620 (two
tsundred and thirty-six dollars and
twently cenls), (he balance in your fs-
wor, for which please send recelpt,

“And oblige,

“Yours very truly,
’ “Emerson and Ball"

“{Enclosure)

He turned to the memorandum. It

| Clerk's office,
| pusged to Mr

going to begin something |

| Vallant, of New York,
| its theaters. hall-fello

showed a sizable Initial deposit against
®lich was entered & series of apoual

tax payments with minoer disburse
ments  eredited to "inspection and
care,”’

to the account,

The larger wrapper contalned an un-
seiled envelope, across which was
written in faded lpk and in an unfa-
millar dashing, slanting handwriting.

his own name. The envelope con-
talned a creased yellow parchment,
from between whose folds there

clumped and fluttered down upon the
floor & long fattish oblect wrapped
lu & puper, & newspaper clipping and
& letter

Puzzled he unfolded the crackling
thing in his hands Why," he sald
half aloud, "iUs—It's a deed made over
to me.” He overran it swiftly. “Part
of an old Colony grant * " a
plantation 1o Virginig, twelve hune
dred odd acres, given under the hand
of a viceregal governor In the six-
teenth century, | had no idea titles
in the United States went back #o0 far
a8 that!™ His eye fied to the
It was my father's' What could he
have wanted of an estate In Virginia?
It must have come into his huiuds in
the course of busliness

He pleked up the newspaper clip-
ping. 1t was worn and broken in the
folds as 1f it had been carried for

. months in a pocketbook

"It will Interest readers of this see-
tion of Virginla (the paragraph be
giun) to learn, from a recent t
recelved for record at the County
that Datnory Court haa
John Viliant, minor
He turned the paper over and found

remnited with all jts contenls and fur
nishings untouched) to rest during so

vnd 1

rausfer

a date, It had been printod in the year
of the transfer to biuuself, when he
was #1x years old —the year his father |
had died
John Vallant, minor, the son of
| the former owner
There are few [ndeed who do not
recall the tragedy with which in the
pubtlic mind the estate |2 connected
Lo fact, moreover, that thia old home-
stead has been left lu s present state |
ifor, ak [ well koown, the house has

long a termm of years unoccupled, could |

not, of course, fail to be commented
and this clrewm: alone hns
ded v n melan-

which be for

on, Lange

perhaps ten keep alive

[ !'.ll]} sLory well
ten.

He read t

1y

the claborate, rather stiited

phraseology 1n the twe hh yearold pa-
per with a wondering Intorest, “An
old house,” he mused, “with a bad
name.  Probably be couldo't sell it
and maybe nobody would ever live in
it That would explain why It re

mained so long unoccupled—why there
no records of rentals.  Probabiy
wand was starved and run down

ure

It's an off:set to the hall-bedroom
i .ot any rate,” ho sald to himself
humarously ‘It holds out an escape

army of rent-payers
When my twenty-eight hundred
gone. 1 could live down there alanded
proprietor, and by the same mark an
hoporary colonel, and ralse the cab
bages 1 was talking about—eh, Chum?

while you stulk rabbite. How does
that strike

He laughed whimeically, He,
first-nighter at

from tho noble

you ate

club ecorridors and welcome diner at
any one of a hundred hrilliant glass
and-sllvertwinkling supper tables, en-
tombed on the wreck of a Virginia
plantation, a would-be country gentle
man, on wn automoblle and next to

| nothing a year!

1 of the fallen
himeelf ef It

He bethought lhimss
letter and possessced
quickly. It lay with the superscrip-
tion slde down On it was written, In
the same hand whlch had addressed
the other envelope

For my son, John Valiant,

When he reaches the age of twenty-
five.

That, then, had been written by his
father—and he had died nearly twenty
years ago! 1le broke the seal with a
gtrange fecling as if, walking In some
familinr thoroughfare, he had stum-

| bled on a llehened and sunken tomb-

atone

“When you read thls, my son, you |

will have come to man s estite, It 1s
curious to think that thizs black, black
iuk may be faded to gray and this
white, white paper yellowed, Just from
lying walting so long. Bul strangest
of all Is to think that you yourseifl
whose brown head bardly tops this
desk, will be as tall (I hope) aa 1!
How | wonder what you will look like
then! And shall 1—the real,
mean—be peering over your strong
broad shoulder as you read? Who

knows? Wise men have dreamed sufh
a thing possible—and 1 am not & bit
wise

“John, you will not have forgotten
that you are a Vallant But you are
also a Virginian. WIill you have dis-
covered this for yourselt? Here is the
deed to the land where | and my
father, and his father, and many, many
more Vallants before them were born.
Sometime, perbaps, you will know why
you are John Valiant of New York In-
stead of John Vallant of Damory
Court. 1 can not tell you myself, be
cause It is too true a story, and | have
forgoiten how to tell any but fairy
tales, where everything iyppens right,
where the Prince marries the beautiful
Princess and they live bapplly to-
gether ever after,

Johmn |

w-well-met (n its |

“You
Damory

may unever care to live at
(‘ourt.  Maybe the life you

The tax receipts were pinned | will know so well by the time you

read this will have welded you to it
self.

the old place to your son.

1f o, well and good. Then leave
Bt there is

{ tuto his pocket, and rising, went to a
irunk  that lay agsinst the wall
seurching in a portfollo, he took out
s small
much battered and solled. 1t had been
cut from o larger group and the name |

through every tortured crevice of his
{mpatient frame. [dke steel from fint |
it struck out & erlep oath that brought |

old-fashloned photograph, |ln answering bovine snort from the

fencecurner ]
Worming like s lzard to freedom,
his syes puekered shut with (e

He sot It upright on | wrotched pang, John Vallant sat up

'Hw deak, and bending forward, looked * and shook his grimy fist u the alr

such a thing as racial habit, and the of the photographer bad been ernsed |
call of blood And 1 know there ia from the back

such a thing, too, as fute. ‘Every

man carries his fate on & pi- JONE At the face It disclosed It was |
band about his neck., so the n-'- only pleture be bad ever possvased
Moslem put It. It was my fate to  of his father

go away, and 1 know now—since dis
tance
that | myself shall never see Damory
Court again.  Hut life ia & strange
wheel that goes round and round and
comes back to the same point again
and again  And It may be your fate to
go back. Then perhaps yvou will ery

She Was the First to Recover., “You

Did Look So Funny!"™

but, oh, not on the old white bear's
skin rug—mnever agaln with me holding

your stwall, small hand!)

Wishing-House' Wishing - House!
Where are you?
And this old parchment deed will

ANRWEr—

Here | am, Master; here | am!’

“ah, we are only children. after all,
playing out our plays, 1 havd bad
many toya, but O John, John! The
ones | treasure most are all In the
Never-Never Land'”

CHAPTER IV.

A Vallant of Virginia,
long time John Vallant sat
the oponed letter lo his

For a
motlonJess,

his gstaring at nothing. He bad the
sensation, spirituslly, of & traveler
swakeped with a rude shock aRmid
wholly unfamiliar surroundings
e was 1I"}|I.|' to remember—{to put
two und two together His father had
en Southern-born, vyes, he had

known that  Hut he had known noth-
img whatever of his father's eariy days,
or of his forebears, eluce he had be
old enough to wonder about such
things. ha had bad no one to ask
guestions of

Phrases of the letter ran through
his mind Sometime, perhaps, you
will know why you are John Valiant
of New York !nstend of John Vallant
of Damory Court * * * 1 cannot
tell you myself,” There was some
tragedy, then, that had blighted the
place melancholy story,” as the
clipplng put it

Ho bent over the deed apread out
upon the table, followlng with his fin

BOTHR

ger the lotig line of transfers: " To
| John Valvante, ™ he muttered; “what
odd spelling!  'Robert Valyant' —with
out the Here, in 1730, the “y' be

real 1, 1|

| Index-finger of a gulde-post.

gins to be There was something
renuous nod appeallng in the long
line of dates, “Vallant. Always & Vi
liaut, How they held on to 1t! There's
never a break”

A curlous pride, new-born and solf
conscious, was dawning In him, He
was descended from aocestors who
had been no weaklings, A Vallant had
settled on those acres under a royal
governor, before the old
fighting was over and the Indlans
had sullenly retired to the wesiward
The sons of those who had braved
sepn and savages had bowed their
strong bodles and thelr stronger hearts
to raze the forests and tarn the
primeval jungles into golden planta-
tions

There stole Into his mood an eery
sugeestion of intention. Why ehould
tho date assigned for that deed's de
livery have been the very day on
which he had elected poverty? Here
was a foreordination as pointed as the
“*Every
man carries his fate'™ he repeated,
*“‘on a riband about his neck’ Chum,
do you belleve In fateT"

For answer the bulldog, cocking an

alert eye on his master, discontinued |

his occupation—a conseientious if un-
successful mastication of the flattish
packet that had fallen from the folded
deed—and with much solicitous tall-
wagging, brought the sodden thing in
his mouth and put It Into the out-
stretched hand.

His master unrolled the pulpy wad
and extricated the object It had en-
closed —an old-fashioned lron door-key.
. - . a B . . «

Aflter & time Vallant thrust the key

I¢ not made by miles alone— |

n

frontler |

| how you lke It!

He turned and looked Into the glass |

above the dresser.

the same, syes, brow, lips, and strong | eyes had opened
Put for its timestains | oot st the bull but at a mirl

waving hair,
the photograph might have been one
of hlmpself, taken yesterday,

CHAPTER V.

On the Red Road.
Ihe  green, mid-Mnay
afternoon was arched with a sky as

Heaven and steeped o a wash of sun
Lght ns yollow as gold Nothing in atl
| the  springy landscape but looked
warm and opalescont and Inviting-—ex
cept A tawny bull that from across a
hirred fencecorner switched a trucu-
nt tall in silence and glowersd sul
ily at the big motor halted motion-
« 4t the side of the twisting road
irled worm:like In the drivers
vat, with his ebin on his kneesa, Jobn
lant sat with his eyes upon the
tance  For an hour he had whirred
Lrough thar wondrous shimmer of
color with a flippant loftering breeeo
hie face, sweet from the crimson
i vr that poured and rooted over the
vdside
Chum, old man,” sald Valiant,
} arm about the bulldog's neck, “If
} color-photograph  chaps  had |
us this, we stmply wouldnt
belioved It, would we® Such
iry beats the roads we're used to,
hat? He wound his strong Angers
& choking grip io the seruff of the

with |

| shown

white neck, as a chipmunk chatternd
by on WMo low stone wall ‘N, you

don't you cannibal' He's a jolly Nt
Ll
Inhe caten
flled his Lrtarwood pipe and
w in great breatha of the fragrant
tnce What a plty don't
smoke, Chum, you miss such a jot!

After & tUme he shook bimeel! and
knocked the red core from the pipe
bowl against his boot-heel. 1 hate to
start,” he confessed,
and half to bBimeelf “To leave any
thing ao sheerly beautiful as this’
However, on with the dance' [y
rond map the village can’'t be far oo
S0 long, Mr Iiall!

He clutched the self-starter
thers was only & protestant
the car declined to budge C
down, he cranked vigorously
motor turued over with a surly grun!
of remonstrance and after & lentative
throt-throb, coughed and stopped dead
Something was wrong With & sigh
he flung off hils tweed jackel, donned a
smudgy “jumper” opened his tookbox,
and, with a glashce at his wrist watch
which told him it was three o'clock.

o
e

dre

nee you

the

-

Dut
wheeae
mbitig

0

The features wers over his face to the brow

| hat,

Virginian |

‘You willy loafing idiot!” he cried

“Thutip your own erazy-bone and see
You--oh, lord!”

His arm dropped, and a fush spread
For his |
Hoe was gesturing |
who
fronted him beside the road, haught)
ness in the very hue of her gray-bloe
linen walking suit and, In the clear
cut cameo face under her felt cavalry

wyrile-blue eyes that held a
smolder of mingled astonishment and
indiguation. An lostant he gazed, all
the muscies of hils face ll‘htt’l‘l"l’ with

Biue as the tiles of the Temple of | chagrin

B |
mered
didn't
bull’

The girl had been glancing from the
fushed face to the thistly fonce-corner,
while the startled dignity of her feat
ures warred with an unmistakable ten
degey to mirth.  He had struggled to
his feet, nursing his brulsed elbow
irritably consclous of his resemblance
to an omerging chimney sweop  “l
don't habltually swear,” he sald, “but
1'd got to the point rao something
had to explode ™

Oh” she sald, “don’t mind me!”
Then mirth conquered and she broke
h-rt!', suddenly ‘wto a laugh that
peemed to set the whole place aquiver

beg your pardon” he stam
“1 didn’t ses you. [ really
1 was—1 was talking to the

wh

with & musical contaglon They both
Iaughed In concert, while the bull
pawed the ground and sent forth a
rumbling bellow of affront aod chak
rnge

She was the first to recover. “Yoa
a1d look so funny'” she masped

“1 ean believe 1. ho agreed, mak
ing & viclous dab at his smudged ol
biow

curious

She came closor and look

Iy at the quiescent monster—at the
| teamer trunk strapped on the carrier
and the builging portmanteau peoping
oyer the side of the tonneau I
| broken ®

Murely ot strike, | Imagioe Are

hall to the dog |

threw up the monster's hood and went
|

bitterly to work

Al hglf paat three the Inveatigation |

had got as far as the ludbricator At
four ¢ clock the bulidog had given It
up and gove nosing afleld At half
past four John Vallaut lay fiat on his
back, like some disreputable stevadore
alternately tnkering with refractory
valves and cubsing the cbdurate
mechaniam A sharp stone gnawed
frenzledly Into the small of his back
and Just as he made a final viclous
lunge, something gave way and a
prickling red hot stab of pain shot zig
saggiog from his smitlen crazy-bone

o o s N S e

REGIMENTAL COLORS IN PAWN

Odd Experiences of British Emblems
Once Greatly Prized by Those
| Wha Carried Them. N

The dircovery of the ong ﬁ colors
of the old 50th regiment lu the garden
of Funtington house, near. Chichester,
| is & reminder of the strange (ates that
havd befallen so many of these glor
jous military emblems, London Tit-
Pits remarks, The colors of the Sist
foot—sincs disbanded —wers captured
| by American pirates during the war
| of Independence and hidden away In
Ireland; the colors of the 20th regl
ment were dellberately burnt prier to
the surrender &t Baratoga to preveat
thelr capture by 'the enemy.

At BDergen-op-Zoom the Royal Scots,
to save their precious colors from fall-
them

Iater fiahed them out:

disbanded at Portsmouth in 1818 the

we far from the village™

About & mile and a half

'l have to have it towed after me
The mmediate point Ia my trmps |
wonder If there is l1kely to be & leam
passing

U'm afrald I's not too certaln,” an
swernd the girl and now he noted the
juld  modulstion, with its slightly
questioning accent, charmingly South
orm There v no livery, bul thers la
a negro who meets the (main some
times | ean sond him If you Hke ™
You're very good,” sald Vallant as
she turmed away and I'll be edor
oysly obliged Oh-—and If you see a

don't be frightened If he
llow you Hao's perfoclly

white dog
triea to fo
kind’

She lookerd back momentarily

Ho—he always follows people be
Iken, you see

Thank you,” she sald The tone
had now a hint—eamall, yel percepti

“I'm not In the least
afratd of dogn* And with a little nod
she swung briskly on up the Hed Road

John Vallant stood staring after her
till she had passed from view around
W Ccurve ‘Oh, glory!” he muttered
To begin by shaking your st at her
and end by making her wonder if you
aren’t trylug to be freah’ You poor

ble—of aloofness

profane, foundering dolt'™
(TO BRE CONTINUED)

day. A simiiar uncertainty attaches
to a palr of old colors of the 24 Bor
der regiment, which were recovered
from a London pawn broker, who was
offering them for sale. by Lord Arch!
bald Campbell in 1588

Four years Iater four colors which
had nccompanied the Gloucester rogl
ment in Egypt and o the peninsula
were recoversd from a York pawn
broker. It appeared that, having been
baqueathed by an old colonel of the
regiment to his son, they wers ultt
mately secured by a servant, whe, fall
ing on evil times, pawned them for a
few shillinge

Wood Is Made Fireproof.

It In sald that the Metropolitan rail-
way has fireproofed all its  rolling
stock without the alimination

affords. The method of fireproofing Is
the same asdhat now belag employed
by the admiralty This consists of

“The posaibilities of a motor for
beggar, and he doesn’t deserve b | o mady are simply stupendous’

It takea a very long purse to buy
popularily.

1t is hard to l’m-:lw our enemies
when they have us by the neek.

Constipation causes many serious  dle
eaves. It in thoroughly cured by Doctor
Pierce's Ploasant Pellets. One o laxative,
three for cathartic 4\d~

ANY MAN CAN BCOTH A hl; hit with »
woman; all he has to do (s sit still
and listen

Put the average man would have no
usoe for mirrors if he could see hime
self in them as other see him

Only One *BROMO QUININE"
Ta rl 1he genuine, call for full pame, LAKA
TIvy BROMO QU ININK.  Loos for ub-ﬂnnd
E W GROVE. Cores s CM i Une

Mean.
“1 have a very thick head of halr”
“[ guess (s tho result of onviron-

ment.”

Oul'uclmt Proof.
Prisoner—All | want ls justice!
lawyer—Then 1 can save you from

it on the grounds of insanity’

It Was Ever Thus
W What ls your son dolng theae
days”
Raff— Ma —Nebhraska Awgwan.

importa othera
hnm\?o unlul!‘ every bottle of

CASTORIA, & safe and sure remedy for

fofants and children, and see that It
Nears the

Bignature of

In Use For Over 30 Years.

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoris

Brilliant Idea.
Young Motheér 1 really
why he “ries so
Machelor Priend —Perhaps (t 15 his
teeth coming through
Young Mother Mavhe It

dont know

# his halr

coming through that hurts him!
But He Didnt Hit Him

The Judge- What did you hit this
wian with*®

Prisoner—] d!dn't kit him with any-
thing

The Judge Pt looie at hin lie's
I & bhorrible condition Surely you
didnt do that with your Gata

Prisoner—No, yer honor, | ketched

tm by the heels and bumped ‘Im agen
a brick wall a fow times  Fat | didn’t
Lit him with anything wanst

Teo Good
“To say Lhat honesty Ia the best pol
fevr o say in other wogds that the
mere honest you are the richer you
will become—that s & siily and sell
evident lie
The speakd®, Harveyr Woodruf the
nown . A R historian of Houw
L Lad been discusaing the honesty
of George Washing {e cantinged
o be virtaous means '@ e poor
and wrelched Taks e case of Auntle
Martha Washingt Iny
Auntie Martha visited th Mown of
& Nola ("Hecky lamyer & sald
Ah wanhts a divorce 01 ah hus
band Cal
Why auntie wbal has Ual been
doing”

He's doae g rollg sal an ah
hain't tanted chickon ¢ monihes
Gri Geta Religon
“Twoaling» L 1 Ti
pquate the other night, and thowe w ho
for years h i me abore
the famous old | ard hal were
forced to rum for thelr lives lo what
ralment they happvned woaring
at that Doctornal T Among
them was Kid Grif® - was al ocbe
timn & Nehter belsees midalght and
v lixk In & plown sic hall

14 A nut L Griffo s guoted

B aayiug I took teo Rights of stalre

In two Jumps wi 1 fAre bitin' al e

I I'd bvan Joft at » past you coulda
] e niry jan

And what did you ot anked his

sald Mr Griffa, "1

ged hands and re

LIFE'S RQAD
Smoothed by Crange of Food.
Worry 19 & big load to carry and aa
unnecessary ote  When accompanied
by itdlgestion it certalnly I8 cause for
the biues
Hut the whobe trouble may be easily
thrown off and lUfe's road be made
eary and comfortable by proper eating
and the cultivatlon of good cheer.
Head what a Troy woman says:
T'wo years ago | made the acqualint-
ance of Grape Nuts atd have used the

food once a day and sometimes twice,
ever pltice

‘AL the time | began to use 1t N1
was A burden 1 was for yeara affijet-
ed with dMllous slek headache, cansed
by udigestion, and nothing seems=d to
relieve me

The trouble became so severs 1

bad to leave my work for days at &
time,

My nerves were in such a state 1
could not sleep and the doctor sald 1
was on the verge of nervous prostra-
tion. | saw an adv. concerning Grape-
Nuls and bought s package for trial

“What GrapeNuts bas done for me
is certalnly marvelous. | can now
sleep like a child, am eatlirely free
from the old trouble and have not had
& headache in over a year. | feel like
A new person. | have recommended It
to others. Ome man | knew ate prin-
cipally GrapeNuts while working on
the loe all winter, and sald he never
felt better in his Nfe”

Name given by Postum Co. Dattle
Creek. Mich. Read "The Road to
::.I‘vm.,“ in phgn. “There’s & Renr

B o T R R




