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SYNOPSIS.

Joahe Vallant, a rich hxintr favorite,
suddettly discovers that the Valiant cor-
ton, which his (ather founded and

ket was the primcipal source of his
Wealih, had talled He volumtarly turns
over his private (octuns to the recelver
e the corporstion. Hix entire remaining
ne conslal of an old motor car, &

* bull dog snd amiory court, & neg

; ed catate in Virginie On the way teo
court he me=ts shirley Dand-

Wdge. sn suburn haicsd beauty. and de-
alfdes that be is guing to ke Virginia tm
. Shirley's ssother. Mra. Dand

w, and Major Brigtow svchange rem
noes durl which It s revealsd

That the mafor, Vellant's father, and a
oamed Samsosn wers rivals for the

of Mra. Dandridge in her youth
Sasacon and Vallast fought a duel on her
‘:nlunt in which the (ormer was killed
allant finds Dwmmory court Overgrown
with weeds and cewepers and decides 0
lLitatle tha place Vallant saves

¥y from the bits of a snake, which

htm. Koowiog the deadliness of the
Bhiriey sucks the polson from the

nd and saves his [ife. Vallant learns

the first time that his father left Vir

on account of & duel !n which Doe-
Bouthall and Major Bristow acted aa
father's seconds Vallant and Shirley

e good (rienda Mrs Dandridge

ain when she mects Vallant for the
time, Vallant discevers that he has

M fortune in old walnut treess The yearly
rnament, & aurdival of the jousting of

| timea, & heid ot Damory court. At

tlast moment Vallamt takes the place

-of one of the knights, who Is alck, and
. ers the fats v wina and chooses
ley Dandridepe sa queen of beauty to
dismay of Katherine Fargo, a former

theart. whe les vistting In Virginia
"ﬁ(wmut ball st Damory court

ws the elite of the countryside. Shir- |
{a crowned by aliant s queen of

ty. Valant telis Shirley of hia love

. they beroms enyaged Katherine

R:'ym. Jﬂeﬂn!nlu i 1o give up Vall

t without a struggie. points put to Shir

ﬁ' how terrfble It wooeld be for the wom-

®a who caused the 411 to meet Vallant,
“who looks so much like hia father

CHAPTER XXVI1l.—Centinued.

“Young mars' feel 'way up In de
adonds dis dar,” he sald to Aunt
Dephne. “He wake up ez glad ez
&f he done 'feesed ‘ligiom las’ night
Well, all de folksas cert'n'y ‘joyed
Seyeslves. OI' Mistah Fargo done eat
"Wout forty ub dem jumbles. Ah heah
Bim takkin® ter Mars' John. ‘Meck'n yo'
mge’ kab er crackahfack cook down
Beat, he say. Hyuh, hyuh!”

“O'way wid yo' blackyardin'!—"
sulffad Aunt Daphne, delighted “"Pon’
Beed ler come eroun’ homey-caffuddlin’
et

*Tai's whot he say,” insisted Uncle
¥elerson; "he did o' ar fac'!'"

Sbe drew her hands from the suds
and lboked at him anxiously, “Jefl'son,
yo' reck'n Mara' John gwinetor fotch
Jdat Yankee ‘coman heah ter Dam'ry
Co'ot, ter be ouah mistia™

“Humph!" scoffed bar spoune, “Dat
Bighfalutin’ gal what done swaller de
srmrod?  No sub-resbob-tall! Da
oldah yo' gits, de mo' (oolishah yo
attations 18! Don' yo' tek no mo'
©rouble on yo' back den yo' kin keek
offn yo' heels] 8he ain” gwineter run
dis place, er ol' Devil-John tuln oveh
s he grave!™

Sunset found Valiant sitting In the
smumic-room before Lhe old square pl-
amo. In the ehadowy chamber the
keoys of motherof-pear! gleamed with
dull colore under hla fingers He
wtruck at first only broken chords, that
Secame finally the haunting barcarole
@ “Tales of Hoffmean." [t was the
«&ir that had drifted across the garden
‘whem he had etood with Shirley by
€@e sun<dial, In the moment of thelr
@iret kiss. Over and over he played
&, (mprovising dreamy variations, till
e tender melody seamed tha dear

@&bost of that embrace. At length be

moning light sat down at the desk,
mnd began to write:
“Besar Pluebird of Mine:
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‘Shall | tell you when it began with
me® Not last night—nor the day we
planted the ramblers. (Do you know,
when your little muddy boot went
trampling down the earth about thelr
roots, | wanted to stoop down and
kiss U7 30 dear everything about
you was!) Not that evening at Rose
wood, with the arbor fragrance about
us. (I thionk 1 shall always picture you
with roses all about you. Red roses
the color of your llpa!) No, It was not
then that {t began—por that dreadful
hour when you fought with me 1o save
my life—nor the morning you sat your
horse In the box-rows In that yew.
green habit that made your hair look
llke molten copper. No. It begun the
first afternoon, when [ sat in my mo-
tor with your rose in my hand! It
has never left me since, by day or by
ynlght.  And yet there are people In
| this age of airships and honking high-
 ways and typewriters who think love
at-first-sight I3 as out-of.date as our
flittla grandmothers’ hoops rusting In
the garret.
| know better!
[ “Suppose 1 had not come
[ginla—and konown you! My
{jumpe when 1 think of it
one believe in fate. Here at the Court
[1 found an old leaf-calendar—Iit site
at my elbow now, just as I came on it
The date it shows {s May 1l4th, and
Its motto {#: 'Every man carries his
fate upon a riband about his npeck
I like that

“That first Sunday at St. Andrew's
I thought of & day-—may it be soon!—
when you and | might stand before

heart

that altar, with your people (my
peaple, too, now) around us, and !
shall hear you say: ‘I, Shirley, take
thee, John—" And to think it is really

0 come true! Do you remember the
text the minister preached from? It was
‘But all men perceive that they have

the faces of angels’' |
g0 about henceforth with my face
shining, so that ail men will see that
I have riches—your love for me, dear

“I am so happy | can hardly see the
words—or perhaps {t is that the sun
bas set. 1 am sending this over by
Uncle Jeffersin. Send me back just
a word by him' sweetheart, to say |
may come to you tonight. And add
the three short words | am so thirsty
to hear over and over—one verb be
tween two pronouns—so that | ean
kiss them all at once!™

He raised his head. a little flushed
and with eyes brilliant.
candle, sealed the letter with the ring
he wore and diepatched it

Thereafter he sat looking Into the
growing dusk, watching the pale
lampa of the constellations deepen w
green gilt against the lapislasull of
the sky, and listening to the insect
noises dulling into the woven chorus
of evening. Uncle Jefferson was long

finally and began to prowl through the

to the front porch and finally to the
driveway, listening at every turn for
the familiar slouching step

When at length the old negro ap
peared, Valiant took the note he
brought, his heart beatlng rapidly,
and carried [t hastily in to the candle
light. He did not open it at onca, but
sat for a full minute pressing ft he
tween his palms as though to extrac!
from the dellcate paper the beloved
thrill of her touch. Hls hand shook
slightly as he drew the folded leaves
from the envelope. How would it be
gin® "My Knight of the Crimson
Rose ™" or "Dear Gardener™
called him Gardener the day they had
|#et out the roses) or perhaps even
“Sweotheart?™ It would not be long,
only 8 mere “Yea” or “Come to me,"”
perhape, yet even the shortest missive
bad 1ts beginning and its ending.

He opened and read

For an instant he stared unbeller-
ingly. Then the paper crackled to a
ball in his clutched hand, and he made
A hoarse eound which was half cry,
then sat perfectly still, his whole face
shuddering What he crushed in his
hand was no nots of tender love
phrases; it was an abrupt dismiseal
The staggering contretemps struck
the color from his face and left every
nerve raw and quivering. To be “noth-
ing to her. as she could be nothing to
him?™ He felt a ghastly Inclination to
laugh. Nothing to her!

Presently, his brows frowning heav-
{ly. he epread out the erumpled paper
and reread it with bitter slowness,
welghlng each phrase “Something
which she had learned since she last
saw him, which lay between them.”
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Ah, sweetheart, 1, for one, |
|
to Vir

It makes |

riches, and that thelr faces shine as |
think | shall |

| seml-obsourity

Mehted a |

in returning, and he grew Impatient |

dusty corridors like a leopard, then |

(She had ‘

| thought that Shirley was suffering,
too. It seemed Incredible that he
should now be raging along a country
road at nightfall to find something
that so horribly hurt them both.

It was almost dark—save for the
starlight—when he saw the shadow of
the square Ivygrown spire rearing
stark from Its huddle of folinge
agalust the blurred background. He
pushed open the gate and went slowly
up the worn path toward the great
fron-bound and hooded door. Under
the larches on either hand the outlines
of the gravestones loomed pallidly,
and from the bell tower came the falnt
inquiring cry of a small owl, Vallant
stood looking about him. What could
he learn here? He read no answer to
the riddle. A little to one side of the

path something showed snowllke om
the ground, and he went toward I
Nearer, he saw that it wus a mass of
flowers, staring up whitely from the

i (Greenville Female Semipary
Simms, if you slap that little nigger
aguln, I'll slap you!)™

tireenle rolled over on the grass and
tittored. “Miss Mattie Sue didn’,” she
sald. “Ah heah huh say de yuddah
day et wuz er moughty good feslin’
ter go ter bald Mistls en git up Mars-
tah!"

“Well," sald Cosy, tosaing her head
till the flower earrings danced, "I'm
golng to get married If the man hasn't
got anything but a character and a
red mustache. Married women don't
hava to prove they could have got
& husband if they had wanted to”

“let's play something,” proposed
Rosebud Meredith, on whom the dis
cussion palled. “Lat's play King.
King Katlko,"

“It's Suaday!”—this from her amall-
er and more righteous sister. “We're
forbidden to play amything but Bible
games on Sunday, and If Rosebud
does, T'11 tell.”

“Jay-bird tattle-tale!” sang Rosebud
derisively. “Don't eare If you do!"

“Well,” decreed Rickey. “We'll play
Sugday school then. It would take a
eaint to object to that I'm superin.
tendent and this stump's my deak Al

vou children sit down under that tree.”
They ranged themseives In two

| rows, the white children, In clean Sad

%

He Bent Over, Suddenly Noting the
Scent; It Was Cape Jessamine.

from within an iron
ralling. He bent over, suddenly noting
the scent; It was cape jessamine

With the curious sensation of almost
prescience plucking at him, he took a
box of vestas from his pocketl and
struck one. It flared up {lluminating
a fat granite slab In which was cut
|a name and inscription

| EDWARD SASSOON
“Forgive us our trespasses ™

bath  ploafores and go-to-meeting
kulckerbockers, in front and the ook

cored ones, In ginghams and eotton

|

The sllence seemed to crash to earth |

ke a great looking-glass and shiver
uto a milllen pleces. The wax dropped
‘rom his fingers and in the superven-
nk darkness a numb fright gripped
him by the throat. Shirley had Iald
theds there, on the grave of the man
J!.:; Iather had killed—the cape jessa-

| s she had wanted that day, for
her mother! He understood
. L L L] - - L]

It came to him at Iast that there
| was a chill mist groping among the
| trees and that he was very cold

He went back along the Hed Hoad
stutnblingly. Was this to be the end
|af the dream. which he had fancied
sould last forever® Could It be that
siie was not for him? Was it no hoary
lie that the sins of the fathers were
| visited upon the third and fourth geo-

eration

When he reentered the Nbirary the
|vandle was pgultering in the burned
[wings of a nightmoth. The place

looked all nt once gaunt and desolate

| and despolled. What could Virginia.
what could Pamory Court, be to him
| without her? The wrinkied note lay
fon the desk and he bent suddenir with
a sharp catching breath and kissed L
‘Thﬂrr welled over him a wave of
rebellious longing. The candle spread
to a hazy yellow blur The walls fell
away. He stood under the moonlight,
with his arms about her, his lips on
bhers and his heart beating to the
sound of the violins behind them.

He laoghed —a harsh wild laugh that
rang through the gloomy room. Then
he threw himselt! on the ecouch and
buried his face In his hands. He was
still lying there when the misty rain-
wet dawn came through the shutters

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Coming of Greef King.

It was SBunday afternoon, and under
the hemlocks, Rickey Snyder had gath-
ered her minione—a dozen children
from the nearby bouses with the
usual sprinkling of little blacks from
the kitchens. There were parents, of
course, to whom this mingling of color
and degree was a matter of conven-
tional prohibition, but since the ad

{& bush at a Iittle distance

| Hickey,

prints, In the rear—the habltual ex-
presslon of a differing soclal station,
“Oh!" shrieked Miss Cabell, “and I
ba Mrs. Merryweather Msson and
teach the Infants’ clasa™

‘There Isn’t any Infant class, ™ sald
"How could there be when
there aren’t any Infants' The lesson
is over and I've just rung the bell for
silence.  Children, this is Misslonary
Sunday, and I'm glad to see so many
bappy faces here today Coxy.” she
said relenting, “you can be the organ-
st If you want to."

“l won't,” sald Coxy sullenly “1f1
cant be tablecloth 1 won't be dish

rag "

“All right, rou needn't,” retorted
Rickey freezingly. “Sit wp, Greente
People don't lle on thelr backs In
Sunday-school *

Greenle yawned diamally. and right.
of berself with Injured slownesa. ~Ah
diffuses ter ‘cep’ yo' insult, Rickey
Snydah,” she sald. “Ah'd ruthah lose
mah ‘ligion dan mah las'ness En Ab
‘splves yo' splssable disalsition!™

“Let us all rise,” continued Hickey,
unmoved, “and sing ‘Kingdom Com
Ing'" And. she struck up lustily,
beating time on the stump with a
stick, and the rows of children jolned
la with unction, the colored contingent
coming oul strong on the chorus:

De yorf shall be full ob de wunduhtul
story
As watahs dat rovah de pea’

The clear volces In the quiset alr
startled the futtoring birds and sen!

|a squirrel to the tiptop of am oak

from which he looked down, Birting
his brush. They roused & man. oo,
who had lain in & sodden sleep under
He was
ragged and colled and his heavy bru
tal face, cévered with a dark stubhie
of some daye’ growth, had an ugly
scar slanting back from cheek to hair
Without getting up, he rolled over to
command a better view, and set his
eyes, blinking from thelr slumber, on
the children.

“We will now take up the collec
tion,” sald Rickey. (“You can do 1t
June. U'se a flat plece of bark.) Re
member that what we give today is
for the poor heathen In-—in Alabama*

The barkslab made Its rounds, re
celving leaves, acorns, and an ocea
slonal pin  Midway, however, there
arose a shrill shriek from the bearer
and the collection was scattered broad-

east. “"Rosebud Meredith” sald Rick-
ey witheringly, “It would serve you
right for putting that toad In the plate
if your hand would get all over waris!
I'm sure | hope It wilL” Bhe rescued
the fallen plece of bark and an
nounced: “The collection this after
noon has amounted o a hundred dol-
lars and seven cents. And now, chil-
dren, we wil skip the catechism and
I wiil tell you a story.”

Her auditors hunched themaselves

and black faces, as Rickey with a pre
liminary bass cough, began in a drawlh
Ing tone whose mimiery calied forth
Eiggles of esctasy,

“There were once two little sisters,
who wont to Bundayschool and loved
thelr teacher veeery much They
were always good and attentive—not
1ike that little nigger over thers! The

was |ittle Mary and the other was
little Susy. They had a mighty rich
uncle who lived !n Richmond, and
once ha came to see them and gave
them ecach a dollar. And they wers
veeeory glad. It wasn't a mean old

a battered whitey silver dollar; but
it was a bright round goid dollar, right
out of the mint. Littla Mary and little
Susy could hardly sleep that night for

those gold dollars.

“Early next morning they went
down-town, hand In hand, to the store,
and little Susy bought a bag of goober
peas. and sticks and sticks of siriped
| eandy, and a limber jack and a gold
ring, and & way doll with a silk drese
on that could open and shut 1is eyee—=

“Huh!" msald the captious Coay.
“You ecan't buy a wazx doll for a dollar
My littlest, littlest one cost three, and
she didn't have a stiteh to her back!™

“Shut up!™ wsald Rickey Dbriefly
"Dolls were cheaper then ™ She looked
at the row of little negroes, goggle
eyed at the vislon of such |largess
“What do you thiak lttle Mary 414
with her gold dollar? She loved dolls
and candy, too, bul she had heard
about the poooo-r heathea There was
a toar o her eye, but she took the dal
tar home, and next day when she went
!!n Sundayschool, she dropped It In
| the missionary-boy

“Ldttie children, what do you reckon
became of that dollar® It bought &
big satchelful of tracts for a mission.
ary. He bad been s poor man with
aix children and a wife with a boae
felon oo her right hand-not & child
old enough to wash dishes and all of
them young enough to fall in the fire——
#o he had o go and be & misslonary.
He was golng to Alabam- (o a canab
bal island, and be took the tracts and
salled asay o a ehip that landed Bim
on the shore. And whea the heathem
cannibals saw him they were veeoery
glad. for there hadnt been any ship
wrecked sallors (or s long time, and
they were veeeory hungry. Bo they
tied up the missionary and gathered
| & ot of wood to make a Are and cook
him

“Put s had rained and rained and
rained for so long that the wood was
all wet, and it woulde't burn, and they
all cried becanse they were po hungry
| And them they bappened to find the
satchelful of tracta and the
were veeery 4ry They took them
and etuck them under the wet wood.
and the tracts burned and the wood
caught fire and ther cooked Lhe imis
sloaary and ate him

“Now, littde children, which do you
think did the most good with her dol
lar—Iittle Susy or lttle Mary ™

The front row sniggered, and a sigh
came from the colored ranks. “Dww
ar' can'bals” gasped a dusky (nfant
breathlessly. “—dey done eat up all
dat candy and dem goober peas, too™

(TO BE CONTINURD )

QUESTION RIGHT TO SWORD

Historic Relic New in Possession of
University of Pennaylvania Has
Evoked Discussion.

The gold sword that Louls XVI pre
sented (o John Paul Jones in recogal
tion of the fight he made with the Bon

ent of the Soclety of Clucln
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fighter. Later the sword was sent te
Robert Morrie.

According to Mr. Hart Mr. Morrie
later presented the sword to Come
modore John Barry, senlor officer of

the presentalion was only a life
legacy. and that it should have
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nearer, a double row of attentive white |

| one with his thumb in his mouth! Ome |

paper dollar, all dirt and creases; nor

thinking of what they could buy with

tracts '

the American navy ia 1798, but that |

Children'sclothes
should be fresh and
sweet — this means a
big wash—never mind
—use RUB-NO-MORE
CARBO NAPTHA SOAP.
Washday then has no
‘terrors. No rubbing,
iNo worry — clothes
clean—germs killed—
‘mother happy.

RUB-NO-MORE
CARBO NAPTHA
SOAP used om your
lisens and cloth
mesas a clean,
heslthy, happy,
wermices home --

does ot peed hot
waler,

Naptha Cléane

RUB-NO-MORE
Washing Pewder

| Five Conts—All Grocers
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Foolea Once
Little Fraacis =as ot to be fooied
fwice

The heavy black chouds had
massed o the rast and wosl, the
lighining was Basbing fercely be
tween the beary, incessant rolling

of the thunder

Francis was terribly [frigbtened,
and his fond mother had gathored
ber young hopeful into her atms and

tried ogically (o calm his femrs
‘Don’t be afrald dariing Thers's
nothing to  fear hod sends e

thunderstorm to clear the alr waler
e fowors, and make It covler for ua
Now, don't cry, dear. It won't harm
you, and everything will be befler
whea IU's over "

The Mile fellow listened intently,
and as his mother fAnished he looked
up at her gravely and sald Na, ne,
mother you talk sxactly the way you
dld last week mbon vou took me
the dentiat 1o have my tooth pelled ™
—Chlcago Senday Exvaminer

His AMiigtions.

“Twwn with all organizations'”

“Sh! Not so loud befure that police
man”

What has be got to do with 1™

“He belongs to the ‘copper’ trast

One profession af which It ia abso
lately necessary to begin at the food
Ia, that of the chiropodist

Lots of colars dua’t harmonizse Por
fortancs, red liguor shouldn 1 be used
for the blues




