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SYNOPSIS.

Sohn Valiant, a rich soclety favorite,
discovers that the Vallant cor-

poration, which his father founded and
which was the princi source of his
wealth, has falled. e voluntarily turns
his private fortune to the receiver

for the corporation. His entire re g
ons consist of an old motor car, &

and Damory court, a neg-

Virginia. On the way to

Damory court he meets Shirley Dand-
widge, an auburn-haired beauty, and de-
cides that he is going to like Virginia Im-
. Shirley's mother, Mrs. Dand-

d Major Bristow exchange rem-

ng which it is revealed

the major. Vallant’s father, and a
named Basson were rivals for the

of Mrs. Dandridge in her youth.
Valiant fought a duel on her

much
to rehabilitate the place and
smake the land produce a living for him.
Valiant saves Bg.lrlw from the bite of a.
which bites h#m. Kno the
&eadliness of the bite, Shirley su the
from the wound and saves life.
tells her mother cit the lnﬂde::
stran mov:

D e v u‘gua.ly n l;vingt ;t
mory court. Valiant learms for e
2:: time that his father left Virginia on
@ccount of & duel in which Doetor
Southall and Major Bristow acted as his
Sather’'s seconds. Vallant and Shirley
Bbecome good friends. Dandridge

faints when she first meefs Vallant

CHAPTER XIX—Continued.
He sat down on a mossed boulder,
 sreathless, his eyes sparkling. . He had
thought himself almost a beggar, and
Bere in his hand was a small fortune!
=Talk about engagement rings!” he
muttered. “Why, a dozen of these
cught to buy a whole tiara!”

At length he rose and climbed on,
presently turning at a right-angle to
Bisect the strip to its boundary before
ae paused to rest. “I'm no timber,
cruiser,” he said to himself as he
wiped his brow, “but I calculate there
are all of three hundred trees big
enough to cut. Why, suppose they are
worth on an average only a hundred
apiece. That would make—Good
ford!” he muttered, “and I've been
mooning about poverty!”

The growth was smaller and sparser
mow and before long he came, on the
hill’'s very crest, to the edge of a
ragged clearing. It held a squalid set-
tlement, perhaps a score of dirt-daubed
cabins little better than hovels, some
of them mere mud-walled lean-tos,
with sod roofs and window-pdnes of
Siour-sacking. Fences and outhouses
there was none. Littered paths ram-
Biled aimlessly hither and thither from
chipstrewn yards to starved patches
of corn, under-cultivated and blighted.
Over the whole place hung an inde-
scribable atmosphere of disconsolate
Milth, of unredeemed squalor and vile-
L ness, >
. With one hand on the dog’s collar,

‘Bushing him to silence, Valiant, un-
seen, looked at the wretched place

with a shiver. He had glimpsed many
wretched purlieus in the ¢«slums of
great cities, but this, in the open sun-
Heght, with the clean woods about it
and the sweet clear blue above, stood
out with an unrelieved boldness and
contrast that was doubly sinister and
forbidding. He knew instantly that
the tawdry corner was the community
imown as Heil's-Half-Acre, the place
to which Shirley had made her night
ride to rescue Rickey Snyder. -

A quick glad realization of her cour-
age rushed through him. On its heels
came a feeling of shame that a spot
kHke this could exist, a foul blot on
such a landscape. [t was on his own
Band! [ts denizens held place by
sqguaftter sovereignty, but he was,
mevertheless, their landlord. The
thought bred a new sense of responsi-
bility. Something should be done for
them, too. L

As he gazed, an uproar in a cabin
weached a climax, A red-bearded fig-
ure in nondescript garments shot from
the door and collapsed in a heap in
the dirt. He got up with a dreadful
gath—a jug thrown at him grazing
kis temple as he did so—and shaking
his fist behind him, staggered into a
mear-by ‘lean-to.

Valiant turned away with a feeling
almost of nausea, and plunged back
down the forest hillside. :

CHAPTER XX.
The Gardeners.

He'saw them coming through the
gate on the Red Road—the major and
Bhirley in a lilac muslin by his side—
and strode to meet them. Behind
them Ranston propelled a hand-cart
filled with paper bundles from each of
which protruded a bunch of flowering
stems. There was a flush in Shirley’s
cheek as her hand lay in Valant’s.
As for him, his eyes, like a wilful
drunkards, returned again ana again,
between the major's compliments, to
her face. a

“You have accomplished wonders,
 sah! [ had no idea so much ecould be
done ‘n such a limited time. You
have certainly primped the old place
ap. [ could almost think I was look-
fng at Damory Court in the sixties,
=ah!”

“That’s quite the nicest thing you
could have sald, Major,” responded
Valiant. “But it neelis the flowers.”
He looked at Shirley with sparkling
eyes. “How splendid of you to bring
them! [ feel like a robber.”

“With our bushels of them? We
shall never miss them at all. Hav
you set out the otherg?” '

. “I have, indeed. KEvery one has
. peoted, too. You shall see them.” He

-

led the way up the drive till they
stood before the porch.

“Gad!” chuckled the major. “Who
would think it had been unoccupled
for three decades? At this rate, you'll
soon be giving dances, sah.”

“Ah.” gaid Valiant. “That's the very
thing I want to suggest. The tourna-
ment comes off next week, I under-
stand, and it's been the custom to
have a ball that night. The tourney
ground is on this estate, and Damory
Court 1s, handier than the Country
Club. Why wouldn’t it be appropriate
to hold the dance here? The ground-
floor rooms are in order, and 'if the
young people would. put up with it, it
would be a great pleasure to me, I as-
gure you.”

“Oh!” breathed Shirley.
would be too wonderful!”

The major seized his hand and
shook it heartily. “I ean answer for
the committee,” he sald. “They'll
jump at it. Why, sah, the new gener-
ation has never set eyes inside the
house. It's a golden legend to them.”

“Then I'll go ahead with arrange-
ments.”

He led them around the house and
down the terraces of the formal gar-
den, and here the major'’s encomiums
broke forth again. *“You are going to
take ,us old folks back, sah,” he saild
with real feeling. “This gyarden in
its original lines was unique. It had a
pigquancy and a picturesqueness that,
thank God, are to be restored! One
can understand the owner of an es-
tate like this having no desire to
spend his life philandering abroad. We
all hope, sah, that you will recur to
the habit of your ancestors and count
Damory Court home."”

Valiant smiled glowly. “I don’t
dream of anything else,” he said. “My
life, as I map it out, seems to begin
here. The rest doesn’t count—only
the years when I was little and had
my father.”

The major carefully adjusted his
eye-glagses. His head was turned
away. “Ah, yes,” he said.

“The last twenty years,” continued
the other, “from my present view-
point, are valuable mainly for con-
mt-!l

“As a consistent regimen of pate
de fole gras,” sald Shirley gquizzically,
“makes one value bread and butter?”

He shook his head at her. ,“As star-
vation makes one appreciate plenty.
The next twenty years are to be here.
But they hold side-trips, too. Now
and tben there’s a jaunt back to the
city.” .

“Contrast again?” she asked inter
estedly. e '

“Yes and no. Yes, because no one
who has ever known that blazing
clanging life can really understand the
peace and blessedness of a place like
this. No, because thére are somethings
which are to be found only there.
There are the galleries and the opera.
I need a breath of them both.”

“And semi-occasional longer flights,
too,” the major reflected. “A look-see
abroad once in a blue moon, Why
not?”

“Yes. For mental photographs—im-
pressions one can’t get from between
book-covers. There's an old cloister
garden I know in Italy and a particu-
lar river-bank in Japan in the cherry-
blossom season, and a tiny island with

“That

/
/

He Leaned Slightly Toward Her, One
Hand én the Dial's Time-Notched
Rim. 1

a' Greek castle on it in the Aegean.
Little colored memories for me to
bring away to dream over. But al-
ways I come back heréd to Damory
Court. For this is—home!”

They walked beneath the pergola
to the lake, where Shirley gave a cry

population. “Where did you get them
from ?”’ ghe asked. - ¢ t
“Washington. In crates.™
“That explains it,”” she exclaimed.
“One day last week the little darkies
in the village all insisted a circus was
coming. They must have seen these
being hauled here.. They watchad the
‘whole afternocon for the elephants.”™
“Poor youngsters!” he sald. “It's
a shame to fool them. But I've had
all the circus I want getting the live,
stock installed.” ' : #
“They won't suffer,” said the major
“Rickey Snyderll get them up a three-
ringed show at the drop of a hat and
- drop it herself. Besides, there’s tourn-
ament day coming, and they can live

on that. I see you've dredged out
-some of the llies™

- |

of delight at sight of its feathered

“Yes.
morning.”

“We used to nave a d{iving-board
when we were little shavers,” pursued
the major. “I remember once, your
father—" - ‘

He cleared his throat and stopped
dead. '

“Please,” sald John Valiant “I—I
like to hear about him.” " :

“It was only that I struck my head
on a rock on the bottom and—stayed
down. The others were frightened.
but he—he dove down again and again
till he brought me out. It was a nar-
row squeak, I reckon.”

A silence fell. Looking at the tall
muscular form beside her, Shirley had
a sudden vision of a determined little
body cleaving the dark water, over
and over, now rising panting for
breath, now plunging again, never giv-
ing up. And she told herself that the
son was the same sort. That hard
set of the jaw, those firm lips; would
know no flinching. He might suffer,
but he would be strong.

Half unconsciously she spoke her
thought aloud: “You lookx like your
father, do you not?™ |

“Yes,” he replied, “there’s a strong
likeness. I have a photograph which
I'll show you sometime. But how did
you know?” |

“Perhaps I only guessed,” she sald
in some confusion. To cover this she
stooped by the pebbly marge and held
out her hand to the bronze ducks that
pushed and gobbled about her fingers.
“What have you named them?” she
asked, /

“Nothing. You christen them.”

“Yery well. = The light ope shall
be Peezletree and the dark one Pligar-
lc. I got the names from John Jasper
—he was Virginia’s famous negro
preacher. I once heard him hold forth
when he read from one of the Psalms
—the one about the harp and the
psaltery—and he called it peezletree.”

Valiant’s laugh rang out over tas
lake—to be answered by a sudden
sharp screech from the terrace, where
the peacock strutted, a blaze of span-
gled purple and gold. They turned to
gee Aunt Daphne issue from the
kitchen, twig-broom in hand.

“Heah!” she exclaimed. *“What fo’
yo’ kyahin’ on like er wil’ gyraff we'n
we got comp’'ny, yo' trifiin’ ol . fans
2.1'!. yo! Git outen heah!” She

ved her weapon and the bird, with
a raucous shriek of deflance, retired
in ruffled disorder. The master of
Damory Court looked at Shirley.
“What shall we name him?™

“I'd call him Fire-Cracker if he
goes off like that,” she sald. And Fire-
Cracker the bird was christened forth-
with.

“And now,” said Shirley, “let's set
out the ramblers.”

The major had brought a rough plan,
gketched from memory, of the old ar-
rangement of the formal garden. “T'll
just go over the lines of the beds with
Uno® Jefferson,” he proposed, “while
you two potter over these roses.” 8o
Valiant and Shirley walked back up
the slope beneath the pergola to-
gether.

With Ranston, pufiing and blowing
like a black porpoise over his creak-
ing go-cart, they planted the ramblers
—%<¢rimson and pink and white—Va-
liant much of the time on his knees,
his hands plunging deep into the black
spongy earth, and Shirley with broad
hat flung on the grass. her fingers
separating the clinging thread-like
roots and her small arched foot tamp-
ing down the soil about them. Her
hair—the color of wet raw wood in
the sunlight—was very near the brown
head and sometimes their fingers
touched over the work., Once, as they
stood up, flushed with the exercise, a
great black and orange butterfly,
dazed with the sun-glow, alighted on
Valiant’s rolled-up sleeve. He held his
arm perfectly still and blew gently
on the wavering pinions till it swam
away. When a redbird flirted by, to
his delight she whistled its call so
perfectly that it wheeled /in mid-flight
and tilted Inquiringly back tow
them. ‘.

As they descended the terrace again
to the pergola, he said, “There’s only
one thing lacking at Damory Court—
& sun-dial.,”

“Then you haven’t found i{t?” she
cried delightedly. *“Come and let me
show you.”

She led the way through the masze
of beds at. one side till they reached
& hedge laced thickly with Virginia
creeper. He parted this leafy screen,
bending back the gpringing fronds
that thrust against the flimsy muslin
of her gown and threatened to spear

I take my dip hetre every

-the pink-rosed hat that cast an ador-

able warm tint over her creamy face,
thinking that never had the old place
seen such a picture as she made
framed in the deep green.

Some such thought was in the ma-
Jor's mind, too, as he eame slowly up
the terrace below. He paused, to take
off his hat and wipe his brow. "

“With the place all fixed up this
way,” he sighed to himself, “I could
believe it was only last week that
Beauty Valiant and Southall and I
were boys. loafing around this gyar
den. And to think that now it's Va-
lant’s son (and Judith’'s daughter!
Why, it seems like yesterday that Shir-
lgy there was only kneehigh to a
‘grasshopper—and | used to tell her

ber bair was that color because she

ran through hell bareheaded. I'm-

about a thousand years old, I reckon!”

Meanwhile the two figures above
had pushed through' the tangle into
a circular sunny space where stood a
short round pillar of red onyx. It was
a sun-dial, its vine-clad disk cut of
gray polished stone in which its metal
tongue was socketed. Round the-outer
edge of the disk ran an inscription
in archaic lettering. Valiant pulled
away the clustering ivy leaves and
read: “I count mo hours but the hap-
Py ones.” -

“It that had only been true!” he
said. .

“It is true.
the sun from it
the time after the
serted.”

“I'll put moonfiowers at its base and’
where you are standing, Madonna
lilies. The outer part of the circle
shall have bridal-wreath and white
irises, and they shall shade out into
pastel colors—mauves and grays and
heliotropes. ' Oh, I shall love this spot!
—perhaps sometime the best of all.”

“Which do you love the most now?”

He leaned slightly toward her, one

See how the vines hid
It ceased to mark
Court was de

‘hand on the dial's time-notched rim.

“Don’t you know?” he szid in a lower
voice. “Could any other spot mean to
me what that acre under the hemlocks
means?” :

Her face was turned from him, her
fingers pulling at the drifting vine, and
& splinter of sunlight tangled in her
hair like a lace of firefiies.

“l could never forget it,” he gon-
tinued. *“The thing that spoiled my
father’s life happened there, yet there
we two first talked, and there you—"

“Don’t!” she said, facing him.

“Don’t!"
' “Ah, let me speak! I want ta tell
you that I shall carry the memory of
that afternoon, and of your brave kind-
ness, always, always! 'If I were never
to see you again in this life, I should
always treasure it. If I died of thirst
in some Sahara, it would be the last
thing I should remember—your face
would be the last thing I should see!
It 1—"

In the silence there was the sound
of a slow foot-fall on the gravel walk,
and at the same moment he saw a
magical change. Shirley drew back.
The soft gentian blué of her eyes
darkened. The lips that an instant
before had been tremulous, parted in
a low delicious laugh. She swept him
a deep curtsey.

“] am beholden to you, sir,” she
said gally, “for a most knightly com-
pliment. There's the major. Come
and let us show him where we've
vlanted the ramblers.”

CHAPTER XXI.
Tournament Day.

The noon sun of tournament day
shone brilliantly over the village,
drowsy no longer, for many vehicles
were hitched at the curb, or moved
leisurely along the leafy street: big, |
canvas-topped country wagofs drawn
by shaggy-hoofed horses and set with
chairs that bumped and jostled their
holiday loads from outlying tobacco
plantation and stud-farm; sober, black-
covered buggies, long narrow, spring-
less buckboards, frivolous side-bar run-
abouts and antique shays resurrected
from the primeval depths of ocob-
webbed stables, relics of tarnished
grandeur and faded fortune.

tive ' encampment of rocking-chairs,
and a din of conversation floated out |
over tHe pink oleanders whose tubs
had achieved a fresh coat of bright

‘the modern ball.”

At midday vehicles resoclved them-

FINANCIAL PANIC OF 1837

Year That Many Banks Falled and
Specie Payments Were Practical-
ly Entirely Suspended.

Political rancor was at its height
when Andrew Jackson vetoed the bill
renewing the charter of the TUnited
States bank and removed the treasury
deposits, under which opposition the
bank collapsed and a vast number of
state banks competed for the busi-
ness, which included the issue of bank
notes. In 1837 there were 634 banks,
with an aggregate capital of $291,-
000,000.

In the history of banking the year
of 1837 is prominent for one of the
worst panics that was ever known in
America, which resulted in the failure
of many banks and a universal suspen-
sion of specie payments throughout
the country, which were not renewed
until over a year and a half later, says
the National Magazine. During this
trying period, when banking . opera-
tions were practically wiped out of
existence, all the banks but three con-
tinued doing business in Boston. There

were temporary suspensions of speele |-

payments in 1857, known as the panie
of '57; also in ’'61, when Boston fol-
lowed the lead of New York, since
it was evident that further QWJ

‘There are men still living today whe

'murs of discontent and they were al

| ber—that's an

selves into luncheon-booths—hampers
stowed away beneath the seats, dis- |

closing all manner of picnic edibles—

the court-house yard was an array of |

grass-spread table-cloths, and an afr
of plenty reigned. -

Within Mrs. Merryweather Mason’s
brown house hospitality sat enthroned
and the gemerous dining-room was
held by a regiment of feminine out-of-
town acquaintances. .

The yard, an hour later, was an ac-

green paint for the occasion. Mrs.
Poly Gifford—a guest of the day—
here shone resplendent.

“The young folks are counting
mightily on the dance tonight,” ob-
served Mra. Livy Stowe of Seven Oaks.
“Even the Buckner girls have got new
ball dresses.”

“Improvident, I call it,” said Mrs.
Gifford. “They can't afford such
things, with Park Hill mortgaged up
to the roof the way it is.”

Mrs. Mason’s soft apologetic alto
interposed. “They're sweet girls,
and we're never young but once. I
think it was so flne of Mr. Valiant
to offer to give the ball. [ hear he's
motored to Charlottesville three or
four times for fixings, though I under
stand he’s poor enough since he gave
up his money as he did. What a
princely act that was!™

“Y-e-e-es,” agreed Mrs. Gifford, “but
a little—what shall I call it?—pre-
cipitous! If I were married to a man
like that I should always be in terror
of his adopting an orphan asylum or
turning Republican or something
equally impossible.”

The doctor shut his office door with |ha

a vicious slam and from the vantage
of the wire window-screen looked sour-
ly across the beds of marigold and
nasturtium. £

“I reckon if Mrs. Poly Gifford shut
her mouth more than ten minutes
hand-running,” he said malevolently,
“the top of her head’'d fly from here
to Charlottesville.”

The major, ensconced with a cigar
in thée easy chair behind  him, flour
ished his palm-leaf fan and smote an
errant fily. :

“Speaking of Damory Court,” he
sald in his big volce. “The dance idea
was a happy thought of young Va-
liant’s. [I’ll be surprised if he doesmn’t
do it to the queen’s taste.”

The doctor nodded. “This placd
can’t teach him much about such fol
derolings, I reckon. He’s led more
cotillions than I've got hairs on my
head.”

“I'd hardly limit it to that,” said
the major, chortling at the easy thrust.
“And after all, even folderolings have
their use.” '

“Who sald they hadn’t? If people
choose to make whirling dervishes of
themselves, (»yr at least can reflect

that it's better for their lives than |-

cane-bottom chaira Though that’s
about all you can say in favor of

. “Pghaw!” said the major. “I re
member a time' when you used to rig
out in a claw-hammer and

* ‘Dance all night till broad daylight
And go home with the gyrls in the mor

ing,’
with the bravest of us. Used to H¥a
it, too.” ‘

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

to tide the popular panic would measn
ruin to all the interests involved

remember with a shudder the trying
times of '67, when the merchants met
in the Boston merchant’s exchange
day after day, insisting that the banks
must be sustained; until finally Amass
Walker rose .up and said: “Gentle
men, the banks must suspend speci
payments. There is 1o other cours
to be followed.” There were mur

most ready to lynch the ex-governot
of the commonwealth for the bold po
sitiof he had taken, but he faced
them courageously, and/next came
news of the suspension of the Nev
York banks. :

Difference.

.Said a Russian dancer to a PRua
deiphia reporter: \ '

* “We can learn much from the dano |

ing of animals, but' why did we ga.|
of all things, to the turkey? There s

something a little too vulgar in the ; .

turkey's danciug, and they who
tate it get talked ok : hnl
~ She shrugged her slender shoulders.

ing about him’—that is

to say, 'Everybth“ ey Funh

“That won't do for women,” she we |
| sumed.  “To say, ‘Everybody is talk |

Stuling,Conn.—“Imt girl of 22

" | years and 1 used to faint a

ing to water. Ihad pimpleson m face
mdabadeolor,nndtbrglveyem,im
been troubled with su o

| Hon,” and said I was all run down, but
Lydia E. Pinkham’s V. Com-
brought me out all right.”’—Miss
viSA MYRES, Box 74, Massens, N.¥.
Young Girls, Heed This Advice.
Girls who ar:d', troubled with or
frregular peri backache,
dragging-down sensations, fainting
spells or indigestion, should
seek restoration to health ltnmdlw
dia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable

——

Belgium’s national wealth a year ago
was estimated to be-$9,000,000,000.

8t. Louls Lady Cured of Eczems.

5639 Vernon St., St. Louls, Mo,
had Eczema for four years and’
ve tried everything possible to cura it
without success, until I tried Tetterine.
Your medieine has cured me after
months’ trial. Miss A. B.
Tetterine cures Eczema, I
Ring Worm, Dandruff and every :
Bealp and Fkin Disease. Tetterine
Tetterine Soap 25c. At druggists or
mail direct from The Bhuptrine Co., Ba-
vannah, Ga.
With every malil order for Tetterine we
Eve aAlaox of Shuptrine’'s 10c Liver Pills
V. * 1
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Madagascar last year exported 7,639
metric tons of lima beans.

Bleeding, Ete, Ete:
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Made Since 1846, Ak A

All Dealers o.g usisce
SPECIAL TO WOMEN

The most economical, cleansing and
germicidal of all nﬂsapﬂos is

Powder to
be dissolved in water as needed.
As a medicinal antiseptic for douches
in treating catarrh, inflammation or
ulceration of nose, throat, and .that
caused by feminine {lls it haa no equal.
For ten years the 4ydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Co.has recommended Paxtine
in their private correspondence with
women, which proves its superiority.
it is “worth its weight in gold.” Af
‘druggists. 50c. large box, or by mail
The Paxton Tollet Co, Boston, Mass,
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A soluble Antiseptic
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