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CHAPTER XVIIL
FATHER AND SON.

AVINC the sacrificial thing to
do, Evan Blount was not of
those who make a painful task
more by needlessly

postponing it. Judge Hemingway was
sitting in chambers. This Blount had
learned when he was returning from
his call upon Blenkinsop. , With the
way open before him there was noth-
ing to do but-to walk in it

The---courthouse was only two
squares east and one south from his
offices in the Temple eourt bullding,
and on one of the futervening corners
‘stood the towerlike building of the
Dally Capital.

It was on the Capital corner that
Blount halted, asking’ himself bow far
he would be-justified #h withholding
Gryson's statement from the editor un-
til after the scandal bad been public
property through its appearance oh
the court records. Open publicity bad
been his watchword from -the begip-
ning, and was be to hesitate now be-
cause the tles of kinsman were holding
him back? .

While be was hesitating before the
door of the newspaper office a small
red touring car dropped out of the
stream of vehicles in the street and
stopped at the curb. A moment later
he became conscious that the single
occupant of the car was calling to'him.
It was Patricla, and her mood was
reproachful.

“I like the way you treat your
friends,” she sald when he had cross-
ed quickly to ber. “What have I done
that you should send word to me that
you couldn’t or wouldn't see me?”’

“You have done nothing—nothing at
all,” he made haste to say. “I bave
been overrun all day with callers—peo-
ple who had tsuch to ask and nothing
to give in return. I had no idea that
you would come so early when I told
Collins to deny me to everybody. And
there was another thing. If you could
know"~ |

“T am very willing to know,” she in-
terrupted.

The newspaper corner was one of the
busiest in the eity, and its curb was so
place for confidences. Blount stepped
quickly around the front end of the
red car and swung himself into the
seat beside its driver. “Drive futo one
of the quieter streets,” he said, *and
I'll share the miserable -burden ‘with
you,-as-I have shared all the others.”
And when the littlc car was creeping
on the low gear out one ‘of the broad
residence avenues he told her sll, exag-
gerating nothing and palliating moth-
ing. .

“I can’t reason against the
Evan. You know what you avesaying
and why you are warranted in saying
it,” she began. “But I still believe ab-
solutely in your father. What are you
going to do?”

“The only thing there is to do,” he

with the afidavits. I bave taken a
polemn oath, Patricia, and the law
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day—this afternoon. Otherwise it will
be too late to stop this last and most
shameless attack upon the liberties of
every honest voter in this ecommon-
wealth, Don't make it harder for me,
Patricla. Surely you can see how
hard it is as it stands.”

“I can see that you are about to do
something for which in all the yéurs
to come you will never be able to gét
your own forgiveness, Evan,” she sald.

Then, with a sudden skiliful fiick of
the speed lever, she sent the little car
ahead with a lurch, steering it in the
sharpest of swerves into the nearest
cross street affording an outlet to the
northern road,

“Stop, Patricla” he cried. “What
are you doing? I must go back to the
courthouse!”

“I'll take you back to the court-
house,” she promised, deftly slippl
fn the third speed, “and you shall be

there before
Judge Heming-
‘way goes home.
But, in common
justice, you
must and shall
first tell your fa-
ther what you
are golng to do!
Don't try to stop
me! If you do
I'lN run into
something and
+  smash the car.”

With  the
switch plug on
the dash within
easy reach, it
would have been
a slmple matter
for bim to stop the car. But her sin-
gle hearted devotion was not to be so
easily thwarted. It bad not occurred
to him that he might drive to War-
trace Hall and return in time to sct
the legal machinery in motion to stop
the frauds. So when ‘he leaned for-
ward it was not to throw the electric
switch, as she feared; it was merely
to adjust the wind shield so that the
blast of the speed rush would not blow
‘them both breathiless.

For fifteen miles north of the capl-
tal the Quaretaro road is a straigbt-
away race track, and Miss Anners
proved herself a fearless dwviver. Al-
most before Blount realized it the
red car wiws-among the hills and climb-
ing to the mesa lévels. At Shonoho
ecanyon they passed a horseman com-
ing down the eanyon road. The man's
horse shied at sighit of the car and
threatened’ to bolt, but Patricla was
looking straight abead gnd made no
movement to slacken Speed. In the
passing  glimpse Blount thought he
secognized the rider. It was the man
Barto or his Gouble. : :

the little car was flying
the cottonwood sentineled avenuve
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“DON'T TRY TO STOP
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and drive you."
It. was old Barnabas who admitted
the bearer of evil tidings. “Yas, sah;
Majah's in de libra'y,” was
the answer to Blount's question. And,
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last week. I aia not intena w puniish
it it I could help it. 1 was holding it
over my own people as a club to make
them decent and to keep, them decent.
But I have reason to belleve that it
has been edited so that it will accuse
only you and the machine, and by to-
morrow morning the entire state will
know. I don't have to tell you what
the effect of this added exposure of
wholesale corruption in the capital is
going to be.”

The senator had lald the pipe aslde
and was staring soberly at the fire.

“You're a man among a thousand,
son,” he sald quietly, “When It
comes to.a pure question of right and
wrong you don't hesitate a minute, do
you? You haven't sald it in so many
words, so I'll say it for you, You've
got me right where you can send me
to the penitentiary? That's about what
you're trying to tell me, isn't {t?”

“Don’t put it that way, father,” pro-
tested the son. *“I gave you falr
warning. I've got to fight for the
right as I see It. If [ don't I shall be
less than a man—less than your son.
Can't you see that it is breaking my
heart?”

A sflence electrically surcharged
with possibilities settled down over
the quiet‘room for a little while. At
the end of the pause the senutor rose
and put his hand on his son's shoulder.

“I baven't a word to say,” lLe sald
flowly. “As you told me that first
day out here, won, it's your job to hew
to the line and et the chips fall - where
they may. Go ahead und do what
seems right and law abiding to you.
I'd rather go to jall twice over than
bhave you do anything else. Is that
what you wanted we to say?* *

Blount dropped into a chair as if the
hand on lis shoulder bud erusbed him
and covered his face with his hands.
It wns hard~harder than even his own
prefigurings had forecast it,

It was a long minute before he stag-
gered to his feet and groped his way
to the door, leaving his father stand-
ing before the fire, stil with the hand
outstretched which had been laid in
fatherly affection upon his shoulder.
When old Barnabas bad helped him
into his coat and had given him his
bat be sought Patricia.

“Must you go back?' she queried
when he had descended the steps to
elimb stifily into the seat beside her.

He nodded.
| “Your duty is clear?”

He nodded again. i

“And the consequences?” she asked.
| "1 don't know,” he muttered. “Ruin
and disgrace for all of us, I suppose.
Of course I shall resign from the rail-
rond service and stand with’ my father
when—when the thing is done.”
| #Don't do it, Evan; don't do it! I
bave no more than a woman's reason
to give you, but | am sure you are
opening the door to a lifelong sorrow
for yourself and—and—for me."

It was the last two words that
steeled him to his purpose. Not even
for her dear sake would he turn aside
from the plain path 6f the oath bound
‘obligation. It struck him like a blow
that the turning aside would make him
'forever unworthy of her love.
| *“Take me back to the-city as quick-
ly as you can, Patricla,” he sald, “or,
better still, stay here and let mc have
the car. That I8 my last word.”

For answer she threw the speed
Jever Into the high gear and snapped
home the clutch. Like a projectile
hurled from a eatnpult the liftle tour-
ing car shot awny down the cotton-
wood avenue, and  the second race
agninst titme wns begun.

r the first few miles Patricia An-
ners’ single passenger bad all he could
do to keep his seat. More than once
Blount found 'bimself mechanically
reaching for the steering wheel, but
as’ often be caught himself in time.
As on the outward race, Patricia was
Jooking stralght ahead and giving the
lttle car every throb of speed there
was in it. “None the less, he could see
that she had it under perfect control.

What happened came with the sud-
denness of the thunderclap following
the bolt that strikes near at band.

*“DON’T DO IT, BVAN; DON'T DO 121"
£he aoproach to the month of Khanobo
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canyon Wils Gown a long incline with &
gentle curve nedr the bottom to hide
the canyon entrance until théy were
within a hundred yards of it. Blount
had a momentary glimpse of some
barrier—a tree, he took it to be—
lylug across the main road. BSeelng it,
be realized in the same instant that
Patricla was npeither releasing the
clutch por applying the brakes.  After
that there was barely time to snap the
switch and to throw the heavy g
wind shicld down before the devas-
tating crash came.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE ROUNDUP.

T was only -the car that was dis-
abled. Beyond a severe shaking
up neither Patricia nor Blount
was seriously hurt. Recovering

from the shock and being assured of
Patricia's wholeness and his own,
Blount sprang out to see what the
collision had done to the car. The in-
spection was brief. With the front
axle bent, the radiator crushed and
one cylinder of the engine broken, the
little car was safely out of commission,

“We're done for,” he sald shortly,
helping his companion down from the
driving seat.

Patricia was still trembling and pale,
and he thought that the accident was
accountable,

“Do you menn—that we-can't—go on
to the city " she quavered.

“Not unless we walk, and it s ex-
actly fifteen miles,. I happened to no-
tice the speedometer ‘record on the
roadster when we turned around here
last Sunday.”

“What shall we do?” she asked when
the improbablility of any timely rescue
made itself apparent.

Blount looked at his watch. It was
already a few minutes past 8 o'clock.

“We'll sit down and walt for some-
body to come along and rescue us”
he sald, striving to say It lightly,
“I'm sure we ought to be glad and
thankful that it Is no worse. We
stood a good chance of being killed,
both of us.”

She shuddered: and said: “I might
bhave stopped sooner. There—there
was tlme, don't you think?"

Evan had thought so, and he was
regarding her curlously. There had
been many motoring experiences In
thelr acquaintance of a year and not a
few hnzards, and he bad more than
once rejoiced Iu her cool presence of
mind in the face of sudden danger.

“I wondered a little that you didn't,”
be ventured to say. “l pever saw
you hesitate before.”

The look that sbe gave him was pa-
thetlcally pleading. *

"I stopped—just one little instant to
thmk—of your father—and—and thoso
terrible papers In your pocket and
what was going to bhappen If you
should reach Judge Hemingway In
time, Evan,” she confessed brokenly.
“Can you ever forgive me?"

It was a moment for the brushing
aslde of obstacles once and for all,
and he took her In his arms—would
bave done it If the lonely Quaretaro
rond had been the busiest street In the
capital,

“You are my brave, loyal darling”
he sald. And because she let him say
it and hid the-face, from which the
cold pallor bad suddenly fled, on his
shoulder the political struggle and
everything pertaining to it became as
things of naught and the lonely road
the way to paradise, ‘

The silence of the Immensities beld
them for a moment—a golden sllence
for the lover, but a moment of keen
self reproachings for the mldon_‘lob-
bing on"his shoulder. v -

“Oh,’1 don't know how I.could have
done it—but 1 did!" she wept. “1-1
wis agiactually glad when | saw the
tree. I didn’t have the courage to—to
upset the car In the ditch.”

Again he comforted her, and the po-
Mtical venalities withdrew into a still
remoter region,

“It was to be,” he sald. “That is
what the tree was put bere for—to
stop us.”

8he looked up at that.

“Why, that Is so, isn’t it? There are
no trees growing around bhere—hone
at all. Wto did it, Evan?”

Blount shook his head sadly. “There

fs only one person o the world whe
could have any strong reason for stop-
ping us,” be asserted. “l can't imagine
how my father managed it in the short
time-at his disposnl, That tree has
been dragged down out of the little
canyon since we passed going north,
You can see the trail of it in the road.”

“Please, Evan,” she pleaded, “don't
ask me to belleve that your father

" planned 1t! Why, we might have been

killed outright, both of us!”

“I know,” he returned gloomily, fhut
~bello, here comes our rescue!”

It was rather a figure of speech than
an assurance, Around a turn in the
canyon road came three horsemen
pointing for the main highway and
ambling gently. They were hardly
within halling distance before Blount
recognized his three waylayers of the
night of mysteries in the Lost River
mountains, with Barto in the lead.

“Howdy 7" sald the timber looker,
riding up to hang with one knee over
the saddle while he grinned at the
two castaways. “Lost out again, Mr,
Blount? Couldn’'t make out to run
your chug wagon over that there pine
tree, eh 7"
© “Dj you put the tree in the road?”

ply, “and it was one job too. Had to
drag it 'm more'n a mile down the
gulch with the horse ropes.”

There was material for an explo:
sion, but Blount controlied himself.
“Ry whose orders did you do 1t7’
demanded.

“The bose’.”

*“Mr. Hathaway?”

*“Not on your life. It was the big

boss this time.”

Blount's ‘quick glance aside at his
fon was a ful “I told

along,  But it mignt be a good while"

Blount turned to Patricia.

“Shall we walt? he asked, and she
nodded quickly, with a look in her
eyes that he could unot interpret.

“I don't belleve we care to go and
look for your shack hotel,” he said to
the road blocker.

Barto swung stralght in his saddle
and fell into the attitude of one listen-
ing. Then the grin became a menace,
and he spoke sharply.

“Gimme them papers you got in your
pocket and do it sudden!” he com-
manded. “Then you can stay here till
the cows comeé home if you want to.
Quick, T say!"

“No,” Blount sald crisply.

“Instantly Barto's plstol was out.

“Give ‘em up!” he shouted. -“Shell
‘em out or"—,

The diversion came stormily. Around
the curve fronw the north—the curve
that had so late-
ly been Patricia’y
undolng—came a
huge touring ecar,
with a big man
ut the wheel, a
velled woman in
the mecNanician's
seut and the ton-
neauw crammed
with armed men,

Barto snapped
his pistol at the
oncoming car,
nnd when the
woenpon - missed
fire he wheeled
his horse to the
cunyon road, up
which his two companions were al-
rendy urging thelr mounty, Two see-
onds Inter the big car bad stopped at
the tree barrler, nnd six men with
Winchesters were popping the halt sig-
nal at the fiylng highwaymen. It was
speedily effective, and when the game
was bagged the senator swung down
from the driving eeat of the big Itallan
car and gave his orders briefly.

“Take these fellows up yonder to the
botel at the canyon head and see that
thef're kept out of mischief till to-
morrow night, Granger,” he sald, sin-
gling out the leader of his tonnesu
squad. “Then tell the gentleman you'll
find bosslug things up there that the
Jig 1s up end he may as well come to
the city. He'll ind me at the Inter-

Mountain when he wants to talk it
over.” ’

A little engineering feat, made possi-
ble by the big car's towrope, soon
cleared -the way, and when the great
car, with the two women In the ton-
neau and Evan in the seat beside his
father, was devouring the miles in the
straightaway race to the city the
young mnn sald what was due.

“l was blaming you for the tree and
for Barto's attempt to get those afil-
davits away from me,” was what he
broke the humming silence to say, and
the senator nodded.

“T guess it was pretty lucky we had
our ears to the cut-in on McVickar's
private wire up yonder at Wartrace,”
be said, but that was all that he said.

The courthouse clock was just strik-
ing 4 when the huge touring car, with
its radiator slzzling hot, came to a
stand before the entrance to Judge
Hemingway’s chambers.

“You're still in time, son,” said the
senator quietly.

But Evan Blount made no move to
get out of the car.

“Was I jumping nt conclusions, dad 7"’
he nsked balf shamefacedly,

“A little that way—just a little that
way,” was the gentle reply. “You see,
Gryson did sure enough turn traitor
this morning when he gave you those

afidavits He'd had a quarrel with
Mr. McVickar. Every one of those
crooked names means a vote for your
rallroad, son. That was why 1 told
you you'd better pot holler out about
At. It was against your own side.”
"_Bvan Blount's hesftation might have
been measured by a clock tick.

“Then there is all the more reason
why”~ he began, but his father was
once more putting the clutch in.

“No,” he Interrupted, still fn the
same gentle tone; “don’t let's jump at
any more conclusions, Evan. Walt
Just a little while. There’s more to
come—and | whouldn't be surprised if
it came before dinner time.”

It did cowe before dinner time—came
when a dust covered car driven at
reckless speed tore In over the north-
ern road and was pulled up with a
jerk at the Inter-Mountalin entrance to
let Mr. Hardwick MecVickar debark and
burry to the clerk's desk.

“Senator Blount? Yes, be's in his
rodins; be sald you were to come right
up,” sald the clerk, and, without stop-
ping to strip off his dust coat, the vice
president hastened to an elevator.

What took place behind the closed

of the siiting room in the Ilount
sufl is not a matter of record, and
Evan Blounf, sitting beside Patricla
fn ¥re. Blount’s private sitting room
and' concluding & lasting pence with
his father's wife, was too bappy to
eare| very much. But after a time
the summons for which he bhad been
walting came, and he went—almost re-
luctantiy—to join his father In the
room of conference.

“Haf Mr. MeVickar gone?' he ask-
ed, fuding his father sitting alone.

“Yen he's gone—gone to order out
his cal and go back to Chicago,” was

spoken reply.. Then, with the
smile wrinkling st the eye
" “How does -the politica)

B
on" -~

“SIELL oui,

t even in the outer edges of it,

* Msn‘t that about the size of it?”
“Ohby no; you've been doing good
work-fmighty good work, for your
compfny, McVickar recognizes It
You've ‘helped out in the only way
that belp could come in this eampalgn,
You'ye-worked up a good, healthy pub-
lic gentjment In favor of a square
deal for everybody. McVickar was
lnu:;hul( all; cooking the regis-
traticn lists and buying votes and
making dezls right and left, the same
as ususl.  fut it's alt off now, and
be’s gone, nud we're going to have one
clean, stralght up and down election,

son.  The 'mackine says s0.”
“The muchine?” queried the younger
man. ATl

“Yes; you didn't know that a ma-
ehine organization could be put to any
really righteous use, did you, bLoy?
But this Is cne time when it has gone
in to knock out the crookedness, big
.and lttle. Listen, son. When you
‘wired me that you were coming out

‘F'a put you m tratning and

the time came 1'd help you
saddle and make you the

roundup, as 1'd been. Want to hear |

the restof 1ty

Blount nodded. .

“Then it came over me all of a sud-
den that I'd been a8 crooked as a dog's
hind leg: that we'd all been' crooked.
Not that I'd ever taken a dollan-for
my personal pocket, for I baven't, but
F've bought and rold and dickered and
schemed wilh the best of ‘em and the
worst of ‘em, just as MeVickar's been
doing for the past two months. Then
I asked myself if 1'd like to see you
wallowing in the same mudhole, and—
well, Evan, you may have a son of
your own some day, and then you'll
know. 1 thought I'd try you a little
at first, and | did—that first day out
at Wartrace, When you ripped out at
me that day I made up my mind right
then and there that 1'd put the whole
power of the ‘machine,’ as you call it,
into one eampaign for a clean electh

and n square deal”

“My heavens!” “ejoculated the son.
“And I've been fighting you and your
organization at every turn!™

“No, you haven't,” was the quick re-
Joinder. *“You've been fighting graft,
and that was what you thought you
wore bired to do. McVickar wasn't
playing just fair with you. He gave
you your job in the first place to take
you away from me, but you've been
in the hands of your friends right
trom the start, Evan. It was the or-
ganization that gave you all these
chances to preach the now gospel of
the square deal. 1t was the orgnniza-
tion that pushed Hathaway up agalnst
you, so that you'd know that the rall-
rond people were running around In
the same old circles, hollering for jus-
tice and doing everything they could
to defeat the.ends of justice—muddy-
Ing the spring because, they say, they
don't know what else to do.

“Lastly. it's the organization that's
going to see to It that your word to the

. people of this state is made good, son.

Maybe we'll never be able to do It
again, but this ove time we shall do it.
Gordon is going In by the biggest ma-
Jority ever given to a governor of old
Bagebrush, and the legislature will be
five to one In favor of the square denl”
The younger man left his chalr and
walked to one of the windows to stand,
looking down upon the lights of the
busy street. When he turned again it
was to say, *I don't see where I am to
break in, dad.” :
“You have alrendy brokespin. While
the legisinture Is going to be anti-cor-
poration, it is also going to be fale
when it finds out that all the rallrond
deals have been called off. and can-
celed. You're the man to show the
lawmakers that this has actually been
done. McVickar made a hard and fast
point of that when “he consented to
wipe the slute clenn und go away and
let us run our politics to suit our
selves. He made me promise to put it
up to you falr and square, with a hand-

some increase in solary und un iron-
clad agreement to back up every claim
you should make wlhen you assert that
the rallroad company will fire the first
man that is caught evading the laws.
That's what I've been fighting for in
this campaign, Evan, and it's what you.
must fight for.”
The son took the two steps

necessary
{ to reach the father's chalr and held out

bis band.

“I'm with you, dnd,” he sald heart-
fy. “I'll stay, and I'll make Mr, Me-
Vickar respect me and my principles
before I'm through with it. But I'm
still a lttle bit afraid that you and
your kind are a menace to civilization
and a free governmeént. You won't
mind my saying that, will you?”

“Lawzee graclous, no! Say anything
yoir like, son, or, rather, let me say
something else first. How about this
‘career’ buginess of Patricia’s?.- Have
you-fixed-that up yet?*

Evan shook bis head despondently,

“She's golng home with ber father
in October,” he sald, then: “Do you
know what she did today, dad? Bhe
ran the little red car into that tree in-
tentionally so 1 couldn't get back here
in time to use those affidavits which
she and I Loth supposed would in-
criminate you."

“God bless her loyal lttie soul!” sald
the seuntor. *1 hadn’t told her what
I was trying to do; but, Lord love you,
she knew—you trust a woman for
knowing, every time, son. = And now
one more thing. Huve you cowme to
know Honoria any better in these last
few days?*

“Yes; much better within the last
hour, dad.” x

“Good. That doez my old heart a
beap of good, son. Let's go and get
those two good women and take ‘em
down to dinner; then we'll drive back
to Wartrace and get ready to touch off
the fireworks when the returns come
in. 1 tell you, son, tomorrow's elec-
tion is going 10 be a regular old fash-
foned, beave ‘em up and keep ‘em
a-going landsiide™

Evan Blount was turning to go—
back to the Inor sitting room, where
Patricia was -wben bhe suddenly re-

bered little Blenki

“Don’t let that worry you for a min-
ute, son,” sald the man who seemed
to be at the heart of everything that
was happening. “Malf an hour after
you left Blenkinsop this morning that
stuff that they bad stolen from your
safe and then garbled up to suit them-
selves was all killed When T told
Blenkinsop over the pbone tbat there
wouldn’t be any crooked lists used to-

Har on two continents—he came down.

1 {70 38 coNTLNUED.]
* | An Economist.

“Of course,” sald Mr. Sirius Barker,
“l want my daugbler to bave some
sort of an artistic education. I think
I'lt have her study singing.”

. “Why not art or literature?”

“Art spolls canvas and paint, and
literature wastes reams of  paper..
Binging merely produces a temporary

P D.E". >
Graham, North C
OFFICK 1w SIMMONS BUIL]

JACOB A. LONG.

Dr. J. W. Sykes and Dr
McKnight, alleged promot
traction company, are in

Sykes was arrested in G

and McKnight in Raleigh.
alleged that they, professing
represent = oorpouﬁo.s rid
millions, bought coal from &
pany in Lynchburg, Va.,
which they failed to pay, and
also alleged that they

coal for less than the puel
price. Both were put in jail
default of bond. o

A High Grade Blood Purifier,

Go to Alamance Pharmacy
buy a bottle of B. B. B. (B
Blood Balm. It will purify
enrich your blood and buil
your v;aknon;’d, broken dc
tem. B. B. B, is guaran :
cure all blood diseases !
humors, such as :
B

cers, Eating Sores, .
Catarrh, )
Eczema,
Itching Humors, -
Risings and Bumpe,
Bone Pains,
Pimples, Old Sores,
Scrofula or Kernels,

Suppurating Sores, Oa
buncles. B. B, B, cures all the

blood troubles k ~ thif
poison humor an £4: 5
from the system. B. B. B. is the
only blood remedy that can do
this—therefore it cures and
all sores when all else fails,
per large bottle, with directions
for‘ l:onoB f:or:.msanplo free by
writing | m Co., Atlants,
Ga. : s ; ki

While throngs of colored ;
were celebrating Decoration vk
in Salisbury Tuesday, last week,
two colored women from Char-
lotte, Enma Sloan and Pink B
jealod®. about a man, qui
Few words passed when the
woman drew a knife and
Emma Sloan 8o that she died fi
few winutes. i ;

CASTORI
The Kind You Have Always B
=

[chronic

disturbance of the atmosphere.”— |der

Washington Star,

~here T lay awake nivhts « thinkine heg ;




