
"I felt Ishould go mad ifIdid not
rpeak and so Itold mama. She sympa-
thized tenderly with me. but insisted Icbould not write. She its so feeble Icould
rot cross her. But, oh! the agony of It!
Sometimes 1 caw you drowning and

"My Precious Darling: Ihave gone
through deep waters within the last threeT.etks. Ibecame so depressed and hungry
to Ere you, 1 felt some awful calamity
was hanging over you and over m«. and
lhat itwas my fault. 1could scarcely eator el«pp.

"Iknew it:"he eaid with a thrill of joy
that was half awe at the remarkable con-
firmation ht had rectivtd of their sympa-
thy.

He hurn>d to Viis ofiice and read thebig precious messago.
How its words burned into his soul!

j:vcry line ecemed alive with her spirit.
How beautiful the sight of h»r handwrit-ing! He kitsed it again and again. H^read with bated brtatn. Tlie address wasdoubly expressive. Because it contained
the first words of abandoned tenderness
with which she had ever written to him#xcept in the concealed message dotu-d in
the note that brcke their earlier corre-spondence.

Y or two days he remained In that con-
dition of tens.?, nervous excitement andexpectation, and on the following day be
opened his box and found his letter.

. H* (rent to the posioffiee in a state of
exhilaration. The letter was not there.
But it did not d«pret-s him.

It is on the way. 1 he quickly said..

"1have either got a letter or she's writ-
ing one to me this minute!" he exclaimed.

""Ah! they did not dare to let her receive
another of my letter*! So a clerk returns
it unopened!" he cried.

And a great lump rose in his throat as
be thought of 1be scenes of the past two
weeks. The old fever and the old longing
came rushir.g- over his prostrate soul now
la resistless torrents: "How dare a
strange hand touch a message to htr! 1
could strangle him. We willsee now» who
wins the fight." He set his lips with de-
termination, packed his valise and took
the traiti for home without a word of
farewell to the companions of his revels.

Whcr. he reached Hambriglit he felt
Jure of a letter from ber. A strange joy
filled his heart.

He tore it open, and Inside found his
last letttr to SallJe Worth, returned with
the seal unbroken. He sprang to his feet
with tiashUig eyes, trembling from head
to foot.

'•My God. I'd give all the v.oild holds of
"b-Iti to Fee her and hear oue word from
•her lips!" he exclaimed, as he locked him-
felf in his room one night.
'

"Why didn't she answer my last let-
ter?" he continued. "Ah. that was the
best letter Iever wrote her. Iput my
soul in every word. Ididn't believe the
woman lived who couid read such confes-

sions and such worship without reply.
Surely she has a heart!"

When be went to the postofflce next day
he get a U-tter forwarded from Iiam-
bright by the preacher. It was post-
marked Narragansett Pier, and addressed
in a bold masculine hand he had never
ceen before.

»*fT\HE thing's all over. Itellvyou!""** 1 he eaid to himself again and

J again. And t!>en he would hurry
t to the r.t-xt mail as eagerly as

JL ever. As the excitement began

to tire him the sense of longir.g for htr
face and voice and the touch of her hand
became intolerable.

Copyright, 1902. by Doubkaay. Page A Co.
All rights reserved.

And•then^tUke a thunderbolt out of a
clear, sky came a tearful letter announc-
ing another storm at borne. Her father
had again forbidden her to write. -.She
Raid, at, the .last, that Gaston's visit mu.«t
be postnoned ind^/initely for. the present

? Three weeks before Christmas Gaston
began *to dream of the visit 'he 'w^'to
make to Independence to see Sallie
Worth.' How long it seemed since, she
had kissed him in the twiligHt of that
Tullmpn car and the Ltmitcd had-rtfied
away bearing her further and further
fronibis life! He-would sit now for an
hour -rqadinjc herHast Jetter, looking at
li'r picture on his desk and dreaming of
what she would say when he sat by her
side again in her own home.

FACE TO FACE WITH FATE.

Gaston noted these signs witha grow-
ing sense of their import and began h».s
work for the second great campaign.
The election for a Legislature alone he
knew was lost already. His party had
simply abandoned the fight. The
party had passed new election law's..'and
under the tutelage, of the jrdoubtful
methods of the past they hajj- tajcen
every partisan advantage; possible wit3»T
in the limits of the) constitution.

'
TJify

could not be overthrown short of a -po*
litical earthquake, tfnd he knewyit-.,But
lie thought he heafd in the depthk''of
the earth the low rumble of its conuiig,
and be began to prepare for it. fesjifit^

chapterI i.
-
V» & .'

A negro college graduate from Miss
Walker's classical institution nad start-
ed a newspaper at Independence noted
for its open demands for the recognition
of the economic, social and political
equality of the races. Young negro men
and women walking the streets now re-
fused to give half the sidewalk 1p a
white man or woman when they met
and ther^ were an increasing number of
fights from such causes.

Now the negroes demanded the return
to the principles of pure Democracy and
the right to elect all town, township and
county r icers direct. They got their
demands. 1ney took charge in short or-
der of the great rich countries in the
Black Belt and white men ceased to hold
the offices.

Even McLeoa was amazed at the thor-
oughness with which they cleaned th«s
State of every vestige of the invincible
Democracy thai nad ruled with a rod of
Iron since Legrees flight..

Gaston could see but one weak spot
in the aliance. The negroes had de-
manded their share of the spoils and
were gradually forcing their reluctant
allies to grant them. He watched the
progress of this movement wiih thrill-
Ing interest. The negroes had demand-
ed the repeal of the county government
plan of the Demooracj'. under which the
credit of thft forty black counties had
been rescued from bankruptcy at the
expense of local self-government.

When the lawmakers who succeeded
Legree had put this scheme of central-
ized power into force these forty coun-
ties were immediately lifted from ruin
to prosperity. But no negro ever held
another office in them. "

A GROWL BENEATH THE EARTH.
Apparently McLeod's triumph was

complete and permanent. The farmers
were disappointed in their wild hopes
of a sub-treasury, and other socialistic
schemes, but the passions of the cam-
paign had been violent, and the offices
they -tiad won with their negro ally had
been soothing to their sense of pride.

A Republican farmer was Governor
for a terrn of four years, they had elect-
ed two Senators and three Supreme
Court Judges and they had, completely
smashed t»ie power of the Democratic
party in the

'
county governments.

Everywhere they were triumphant in
the local elections, fillingalmost every
county office with heavy-handed sons or
toil from the country districts. and
making the town fops who had been
drawing these fat salaries get out ana.
work for a living.

CHAPTER I
BOOK THBEE—TRIAL BY FIRE.

"1 will go. I'll face General "Worth In
his own home and demand his reasons for
euch treatment. Iam a man. Iam en-
titled to the respect of a man." He made
this declaration with a quiet force that
leu no doubt about his doing It.

He wrote Sallie that he could not and
would not endure such a fight in the dark
with the general and that he was going
to Independence on the day before Christ-
mas as aiie had planned at first, to have it
out with him face to face.

She wrote in reply and begged him un-
der no circumstances to come until condi-
tions were more favorable. He got the
letter' the day before he was to start.
"I'llgo and I'll see him ifIhave to

fight my way Into Lis house, that's all
thtre is to it!"he exclaimed. .-

Wnen he reached Independence St.
Clare met him at the depgt and gave him
an eager welcome.

"I've been expecting you, you hard-
headed fool!" he eaid impulsively.

"Well, your words are not equal to your
handshake. What's the matter?" asked
CJaston. „ _ .

"You know what's the matter. Miss Sal-
lie has been to see me this afternoon and
Legged me to chain you at my house if
you came to town to-day."

"Well, you'll need handcuffs, and help

to get them on," replied Gaston witn
quiet decision.

•
,

"Look here, old boy. you're not going

down to that house to-night with the old
man threatening to kill you on sight and
your girlbordering on collapse! t

"1 am. I've been bordering on collapse
for some time myself. I'm getting used
to it."

"You're a fool."
"Granted, but I'llrisk it." ¦

"But man, Itell you Miss Sallie will
be furious with you if you go

#
after all

the messages she has sent you.

"I'llrisk her fury too."
"Gaston. let me beg you not to do It.
"I'm going. Bob, it isn't any use for

you to waste your breath.
'

«m
"You know where my heart Is. old

chum." said Bob, yielding reluctanUy.

"Icouldn't go down to that house to-
night under the conditions you are going

°"Why not? It's the manly thing to do."
"It's a dangerous thing to do. Fathers

have killed men under such conditions.
"Well. I'll risk It. I'm going as soon

as Ican brush up a little.
Bob walked with him to the outskirts

of the city, begging In vain thai he

should turn back, but. he -never slacked

i Whon*he turned to go home, Bob press-
ed his hand and said, "Good luck. .And:roay your shadow never grow less-

Gaston walked rapidly on toward Oak-
wood. As he passed through the shadows
of. the~forest near the gate, a_tlood of ten-

der emotions rushed over him. He was
back again by her side on that morning

he met her. with the first flush of love
thrillinghis life: He could see her look-
ing earnestly at him as though tryin? to

solve a riddle. He couW hear her la-igh-
ter'-,full of joy and happiness. As. he
turned into the gateway the house flash-
ed on him its gleaming windows from the

hill top.' He felt his heart sink with bit-
terness as he realized the contrast of bis
last entrance Into that house, its wel-
comed guest, and his present unb'dden
Intrusion. Once those lights had gleamed
only a message of peace and love. Now
they seemed signals of war some enemy

had set on the hill to warn of his ap-
proach.

' . . ..
He paused a moment and wiped the'

perspiration from his brow.
-

It was
.Christmas eve, but the air was balmy
and spring-like and his rapid walk ihad
tired him. He had eaten nothing all day.

had slept only a few hours the night be-
fore, and the nerve strain had been more
than he knew.

He looked up at the great white pillars
softly shining in the starlight, ar.d a
sickening fear of a possible tragedy be-
hind the closed doors crept over him.

"My God!" he exclaimed, "Ihad rather
charge a breastworks in the face of flash-
ing guns than go into"that house to-
night and meet one man!"

He. recognized the breach of the finer
amenities of life involved in forcins his
way into a home under such conditions,
and it humiliated him for a moment.

"We will not stickle for forms now,"
he said to himself firmly. "This Is war.
I am to uncover the batteries of my
enemy. 1 have hesitated long enough. I
will not tight in the dark another day."

As he stepped briskly up lo the door,

he started at a sudden thought. What
if the general had ordered the servants
to slam the door in his face! -The possi-
bilityof such an unforeseen result made
the cold sweat break out over his face
as he rang the bell. No matter, he was
In for it now, he would face hell if need
be! ¦

He waited but an instant and heard the
heavy tread of a man approach the door.
Instinctively he knew that the general

himself was on guard, and would open
th« door. Evidently he had expected him.

The door opened about two feet and
the general giared out at him livid with
rage. He held one hand on«he door and
the other on Its facing, and his tower-
ing form filled the space.

"Good evening, general!" said Gaston
with embarrassment.

"What do you want, sir?" he growled.
"Iwish to see you for a few minutes."
"Well. T don't want to see you."
"Whether you wish to or not, you must

do It sooner or later," answered Gaston
with dignity.

"Indeed! Tour insolence is sublime, I
must say!"

"The sooner you and Ihave a plain
talk the better for both of us. It can't
be put off any longer," Gaston continued
with, self-control. He *as looking the
general straight In the eyes now, with
head and- bread shoulders erect and his
square-cut Jaw were snapping his words
witlra clean emphasis that was not lost
on the older master of men before him.

"Call at my office In the morning at ten
o'clock." he said, at length.
"Iwill not do it. Iam going home on

the -nine, o'clock train To-morrow is
Christmas' day. The issue between us
is of life Import to me. and It may be of
equal importance to you. Iwill not put
It off another hour!"

The general glared at him. His 1hands
began to tremble, and raising his voice,
he thundered:
"Iam not accustomed to take orders

from young upstarts. How dare you at-
tempt to force yourself Into my house

..when you were told again and again not
to attempt it, sir?"-'

"Your former welcome to me on three
occasions when the object of my visits
was as well known to you as to me gives
me,' at least, the vested rights of a final
Interview. Idemand it!" retorted Gas-
ton curtly.

"And Irefuse it!" Still there was a
note of Indecision in his voice which Gas-
ton was quick to catch."General," he protested, "you are a
soldier . and a gentleman. You never
fought an enemy with uncivilized war-
fare. Yet you have allowed some one un-
der your protection to stab me In the
dark for the past year. Iam entitled to
know why Ifight and against whom: I
ask your sense *of fairness as a soldier
IfIam not right?"
N,The general hesitated, and finally said,
as he opened the door:

"Walk Into the parlor."
"When they were seated. Gaston plunged

He gazed at the letter with a hardened
look. -THIS, the fourth, installment of

"The Leopard's Spots," con-
cludes Thomas Dixon Jr.'s re-

markable story of "the white man's
burden" in the South during the try-
Ing reconstruction period since the
OlTil "Wax. The novel is in itself in-
tensely, absorbingly thrilling, but
with the agitation against the negro
which has suddenly broken out anew
inthe South the story gains a fresh
and more potential interest. Ifyou
have not read "The Leopard's Spots"
yet, you can get it complete in THE
EUKDAY CALL of February 22,
march 1, 8th and 15th. Just think
of it

—
one of the latest and best

novels of the day complete in four
issues.

And now read what follows: Next
Sunday you will get '"iHE THIR-
TEENTH DISTRICT," a story of
love and politics, by Brand Whit-
lock, free with TEE SU2JDAY CALL.
This book reveals the vampire-like
allurement of social lif« in Wash-
ington as no book has ever done be-
fore. Pitiful and brilliant, largely
typical, full of thought and facts di-
gested, and too altogether true. The
candidate, the hero, the victim of his
own conceit, his own ambition, his
own confidence and his own weak-
ness, is Jeny Gatwood, tlie inan who
ran for Congress, the man who won
through the strenuous efforts of
those, his friends, who loved him,
the man who broke his promises as
easily as he made them, the man who
flung away his friends as quickly
»s be flung away his older and bis
better self in the struggle, the man
.who crashed to earth again, to find
no faith, no friendship still his, ex-
cept that of his wife, who once loved
w.here she honoied and trusted, but
now loved and hoped because he was

the father of her children.
• Watch this novel. You'll'hear
it talked about.• Then in i-apid succession will fol-
low, "The Gentleman From Indiana,"
>y Booth Tarkington; "The Mississ-
ippi Bubble," by Emerson Hough;
"Tainted Gold," by Mrs. C. N. Wil-
liamson; ;*The Turnpike House," by

Hume, etc., etc.
• There are other announcements to

be made later that will be right in
line with the splendid literary policy
of THE SUNDAY CALL already out-
1." led, by which our readers get the
best fiction of the day without any
extra cost.

A big, strong, boastful man. whose will
has <3e3ed the world! Now he was crying
like a whipped child.

"Forgive my long silence. Write and tell
me you love me. My h«?art is sick with
the thought that 1 have been cowardly
and failed you. Write me a long letter.
and you cannot say things extravagant
enough for my hungry heart;

"1feel utterly helpless when Ithink how
completely you have come to rule my life.
Iwish you to rule it. It is all yours"

And then she said many little foolish
things that only the eyes of the one lover
should ever see. for only to him could
they have meaning.

\\hen he finished reading this letter and
had devoured with eagerness these fool-
ish extravagances with which she closed
it, he buried his face in his arms across
his desk. i

"Then for the first time in his life papa
broke down and sobbed like a child. We
kissed and made up, and 1am to write to
you when Ilike.

"There was a firmness in her voice Iha1
never heard before. He noted it and was
startled into silence by it. lie had a long
talk with me and repeated his orders jvlth
increasing emphasis.

"The next <iay 1 was unusually depressed.
Idid not pet out of bed ail day. At night
Iwont down to supper. The cleric at the
cUs-k of the hotci called me and siuu:
'Miss Worth, Ihave a terrible s'.n tl> con-
fess to you. I'm a lover myself, and, J'v«
done you a wrong. Ireturned to a young
man jesierday a letter to you by request
of ihe general. Forgive me for it, and
don't tell him Itcld you.'

"That night papa •uiid Ihad a fearful
Fccne. Iwill not attempt to describe it.
But the end was, 1 said to him with all
the courage of despair: 'Iam -ai years oiu.
1 am a free woman. 1 willwrite to whom
1 please and when Iplease and Iwill not
ask you again. It is yolir right to turn
n.e out of your housfe, but you shall not
murder my soul!'

•'The next day papa came, and she told
him in my presence; 'Now, generaf, I
have carried out your wishes with Salli*»
against my judgment. The strain has
betii more thaji you can understand. 1
give up the task. You can manage her
now to suit yourself."

"Choking with sobs Iran to her kneel-
ing tig-are, threw my arms around her
neck and covered her dear face witti
kisses.

"1 could not send the message Ihad
written alter that scene. /

"Imade up my mind one night to tele;-
grajih yOU. j heard some one talking in-
side mamma's room. 1gently openea the
door between our rooms, and she was
praying aloud for me. Istood spellbound.
Intver knew how she loved me before.
When at last she prayed that in the en.d
Imight have the des.re of my heat i. and
my life be crowned with the Joy of a no-
ble man's love, and that it might be
yours, and that she should be permitted
to see and rejoice with me, Icould en-
dure it no longer. ;

stretching out your hamis to me for help.
"Soratiimcs in my dreams Isaw you

fighting against overwhelming odds witn
strong, brutal men, whose faces weie full
of hate, and Icould not rtaeh you.

"I was nervous and unstrung, but you
can never know how real the horror of it
all was upon me.

*1n thd deification of the unshackled negro, which had been started under the I>g?ee regime, Gaston saw the cloud that now hvuxg Hit a black paH over tha South.*

• The • general seemed embarrassed by
the failure of this fatherly subterfuge,
and Gaston could not help smilingat the
revelation of hla weakness. He decided
to press his advantage and try to see
her if only for a momeiit.

"General." protested Gaston persuasive-
ly, "I appeal to your sense of courtesy,
even to an enemy. After all that has
passed between us in this house. Is it
fair or courteous to show me that door
without one word of farvweU to the wo»

"Thlat Is the only Important fact you
have laid before me. Just let her come
here, stand bv your side and say that
with her own lips, and Iwill never cross
your path in life again."

The general hung his head and stam-
mered, "No, it is not necessary. It will
embarrass and humiliate ber. Iwillnot
permit iC"

"Then I deny your credentials!" ex-
claimed Gaston.

"Now. you are assuming too much. I
am not speaking for myself alone. I
have laid all the facts carefully before
Sallle, and she has agreed to the wisdom
of my decision, and asked me to repre-
sent her in what Isay this evening."

Gaston turned pale, his lips quivered k
ar.d turning to the general suddenly, he
said:

"Youmean tosay that Ihave no stand-
ing whatever in the case?" asked Gas-
ton with a smile, rubbing his hand over
his smooth shaved lip and chin.

"Exactly. I've settled It. There's
nothing more to be said."
"I'llnever give her up. She Is the. one

woman God made for me, and you will
have to put me under the ground before
you have settled my end of It," said
Gaston still smiling.

The old man's face clouded for a mo-
ment, he wrinkled his brow, drew his
bushy eyebrows closer and then turned
toward Gaston in a persuasive way.

"Look here, Gaston, don't be a fool. It's
amusiiig to me to hear a youngster talk
such drivel. Love Is not a fatal disease
for a man or a woman. You will find
that out later Ifyou don'i know it now.
Iloved a half dozen girls, and when I
got ready to marry, Iasked the one
handiest, and that seemed most suited
to my temper. We married and have
lived as happily as the romancers. The
world is full of prett • girls. Go on about
your business, and quit bothering me and
mine."

"There's only one girl for me, general!**
"That's proof positive to my mind that

you are a little cracked!" he answered
with a smile.

Gaston laughed and shook his head.
"I'llnever give her up In this world, or
the next," ho doggedly added.

Again the general frowned. "Look here.
young man. did it ever occur to you that
your pursuit might be held the work of a
low adventurer? My daughter is an heir-
ess. You haven't a dollar. Don't you
know that Iwill disinherit her If she
marries without my consent?"

"You can't frighten me on that tack."
answered Gaston. firmly. "No dollar
mark ha3 yet been placed on the doors
of Southern society. Manhood, charac-
ter and the achievement are the
keys that unlock it. You know that, and
Iknow it. Iwas poorer and more ob-
scure- the day you first invited me here
than to-day. And yet you gave me as
hearty a welcome as her richest suitor.
AllIask is time to prove to you in my
life my manhood and worths-one year,
two years, five years, ten years, any
time you see fit to name."

"No, sir." firmly snapped the general,
"not a day. Idon't like long engage-
ments. Yours is ended, once and for all
time. Ihave settled that."

"Can even a father decide the destiny
of two Immortal souis offhand like
that?"

lmnsdlately Into th« Question h« had At
heart.

"Now, genaral, Iwish to ask you plain-
ly why you have- treated me as you have
since Iaskea you for your daughter's
hand?"

"The less said about It, the better. X
have rood and sufficient reasons, and
that settles It."

"ButIhave the right to know them."
"What right?"
"The right of every man to face his

accuser when on trial for his life."
"Bah! men don't die nowadays for

love, or women cither," the general
growled.

"Besides," continued Gaston, "Too are
under the deepest obligations to tell me
fairly your reasons."

"Obligations?"
"The obligations of the commonest Just-

Ice between man and man. You Invited
me to your home. Iwas your welcome
guest. You encouraged my suit for your
daughter's hand."

"How dare you say such a thing, sir!
'

"Because she told me you did. Iwas
led to believe that you not only looked
with favor on my suit, but that you were
pleased with It. Iasked for your
daughter. You Insulted my manhood by
refusing me permission even to seek an
interview, and know the reasons for your
change of views. Since then you have
treated me with plain brutality. Now
something caused this change."

"Certainly something caused It. some-
thing of tremendous importance," said
the general.
"Iam entitled to know what ItIs."
"Simply this. Ireceived information

concerning you. your habits, your asso-
ciates, your character and your family,
that caused me to change my mind."

"Did you Inquire -as to their truth?"
"it was unnecessary. Ilove my daugh-

ter beyond all other treasures Ipossess.
With her future 1 will take no risks."
"Ihave the right to know the charges,

general," Insisted Gaston. "Idemand it."
"Well, sir. If you demand it, you will

get 4t. Ilearned that you are a man of
the *tnost dissolute habits and character,
lhat you are a hard drinker, a gambler, a
rake and a spendthrift, and that your
family's history i3 a deplorable one."

"My family history a. deplorable one!"
cried Gaston, springing to his feet, with
trembling clinched fists and scarlet face
on whicn the blue veins suddenly stood
out.
"Ibegged you to spare me and your-

self the pain of this." replied the gen-
eral in a softer voice.

"No. Ido not ask to be spared. Give
me the particulars. What Is the stain
on my family name?"

"Not a moral one, but In some respects
more hopetess. a physical one. Ihave
positive information that your peopla on
one side are what la known inthe South,
as poor white trash—"

Gaston smiled. "Ithank you, general,
for your frankness. The only wrong of
which Icomplain is your withholding
the name of the liar."

"There is no use of a fight over such
things. Ido not wish my daughter's
name to be smirched with it."

"Her name is as dear to me as Itcan
possiblv be to you. Never fear. You are
her father. Ihonor you aa such. Ithank
you for the Information. IBcorn to stoop
to answer. Ine humor of It forbid* an
answer if Icould stoop to make one.
Now, general. Imake you this proposi-
tion. Iam not in a hurry. Iwillpatient-
ly wait any time you see fit to set for
any developments in my life and charac-
ter about which you have doubts. All I
ask is the privilege of writing to the
womanIlove, la not this reasonable?"

"No, sir," declared the general. "Iwill
not have it. You are not in a position
to make me a proposition of any sort. I
have settled this affair. It Is not open
for discussion."
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