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Chapter 7

ARRY SANDERSON as
he walked slowly back
frem a leng ramhble In
koickerbockers and Nor-
folk jacket over the hills
was not thinking of the

sights and sounds of the pleasant even-
ing. He had tramped miles since sun-
down and had returned as he set out,
gloomy, uprequited, a follower of baf.
fled quest

Set back from the atreet in a wide
estate of trees and shrubbery stood a
great white porched house. Not a
light had twinkled from it for nearly a
year, The little clty had wondered at
first, then by degrees had grown Indif-
ferent. The secret of that prolonged
honeymoon Harry Sanderson and the
bishop alone could have told, for the
bishop knew of Hugh's criminal act.
He was named exccutor of the will
that lay In the Korean chest, and him
David Stires had wriiten the trath
His heart had gone out with pity for

Jessiea, and understanding. The secret
he locked In his own breast, as did
Harry Sanderson, each thinking the

other ignorant of It

Since that wedding day npo shred of
news had come to either. Harry had
wished for none. To think of Jessica
wis a4 recurrent pang, and yet the very

combination eof the safe in his study
he had formed of the letters of her
name! In each memory of her he felt
the fresh assault of a new and tireless
foe—the love which he must deny.

Outeast and criminal as Hugh was,
castaway, who had stolen a bank’s
money and a woman’s love, he was
»till her husband., Hugh's wife! What
could she be to him? And this fevered
conflict shot through with yet another
pang, for the waking smart of com-
punction which had risen at Jesslca’s|
bitter cry, “Yen helped to make him
what he hag become!” would not down.
That ery had shown him In one eclarify-
Ing instant the follies and delinquencies
of his early career reduplicated as
through the facets of a erystal, and In
the polarized light of conscience Hugh
—loafer, gambler and thief—stood as
the type and sign of an enduring ac-
cusation,

But If the recollection of that wed-
ding day and its aftermath stalked al-
ways with him—If that kiss had seemed
to cling again and again to his lips as
he sat in the quiet of his study—no one
guessed. He seldom played his violin
now, but he had shown no outward
gign. As time went on he had become
no less brilliant, thoagh more Inseruta-
ble; not less popular, save perhaps to
the parish heresy hunter, for swhom he
had never cared a straw. But beneath
the surface a great change had come to
Harry SBanderson.

Tonight as he wended hls way past
the house in the aspens, through the
clatter and commotion of the evening,
there was a kind of glaze over his
whole face—a shell of melancholy.

Tomorrow began Harry's summer
vacation, and be had planned a
month's pedestrian outing through the
wide ranch valleys and the farther
ranges, and this should set him up
Rgain.

Now, however, a8 he walked along
he was bitterly absorbed in thoughts
other than his own needs. He passed
more than one acquaintance with a
stare of nonrecognition. One of these
was the bishop, who turned an instant
to look after hlm. The bishop had seen
that look frequently of late and had
wondered {f it betokened physical fll-
ness or mental unqulet. More than
once he had remembered, with a sigh,
the old whisper of Harry Sanderson's
early wildness. But he knew youth
and its lapses, and he liked and re-
gpected him. Only two cays before,
on the second anniversary of Harry's
ordination, he had given him for his
gliken watch guard a little gold cross
engraved with his nome and contaln-
ing the date.

At a crossing the sight of a knot of
people on the opposite side of the
gtreet awoke Harry from his abstrac-
tion. They had gathered around a per-
ipatetic street preacher, who was hold-
Ing forth In a shrill volce. Beside him
on a short pole hung a dripping gaso-
line flare, and the hissing flame lit his
bare head, his thin features, his long
hair and his bony hands moving in
vehement gestures. A small melodeon
on four wheels stood beside him, and
on its front was painted In glaring
white letters:

HALLELUJAH JONES

Buffer me that | may speak, and
after that I have spoken mock on.
—Job xxi, 3.

———

From over the way Harry gazed at
the tall, stooplng figure pitilessly be-
trayed by the thin alpaca coat, at the
ascetic face burned a brick red from

“Woe to them that are at ease tn Zion”
exposure to wind and sun, at the flasb-

ing eyes, the lmpAssMNed earuestiess

He paused at the curb and listened
curiously, for Hallelujah Jones with
his evangellsm mingled a spice of the
zenl of the soclalist. In his rthinking
the rich and the wicked were mingled
luexiricably in the greut chastisement
He was preachling now from his fa
vorite text: “Woe to them that are at
ease In ?Jnl"- "

Harry swmiled grimly., He had al
ways been “at ease In Zion" FHe worn
sumptnous clothes. The ruby In bis
ring would bring what this plodding
exhorter would eall a fortune, At thix
moment Hede, his dapper Finn chanf
fenr, was polishing the motor car for
him to take his cool evening spin. That
very afternoon he had put iote the
Iittle safe ln the chapel study $2.000
In gold which he had drawn, a part for
bis charitles and quarterly payments
and a part to take with him for the
axigencies of his trip. The street evan.
arllsl ovver thers preaching paradise
aud perdition to the grinnlog yokels
often needed m square meal and was
lucky If he always knew where he
would sleep.

The thread of his thought broke
The bareheaded figure had ended his
harangue. The eternal fires were bank-
ed for a time, while, seated on a camp
atool at his melodeon, he proceeded to
transport his audience tp the heavenly
meads of the New Jerusalem.

Two, three verses of an old fashloned
hymn he sang, and after each verse
more of the bystanders, some in real
earnestness, some in implous hilarity
shouted in the chorus:

“Palma of victory!
Crowns of glory!
Palms of victory 1 shall wear!™

Harry walked on In n brown stody
the refraln ringing through his brain
At the chapel gate lounged his chauf
feur awalting orders

“Pring the enr round, Hede.” sald
Harry, “and 1 sha'n't need yon afte
that tonight. I'll drive her myself
Yon ean meet me at the garnge.”

The study was piteh dark, and Rom
my halted on the threshold with a low,

ominous growl as Harry fumbled for
the #ectric switch. As he found and
pressed It and the place flooded with
light, he saw a figure there, the figure
of a man wheo had been sitting alone,
heside the empty hearth, who rose,
shrinking back from the sudden bril-
liancy.
It was Hugh Stires.

(o
Ve
b’i\

ARRY SANDERSON
stared at the appari-
tion with a strange
feellng, like rising from
the dead. The aristo-
cratic features were

ravaged llke a nicked blade. Dissipa-

tion, exposure, shame and uvuobridled
passion had each set Its separate seal
upon the bhapdsome countenance

Hugh's clothes were shabby genteel

and the old slinking grace of wearing

them was gone. A thin beard covered
his chin, and his shifty look, as he
turned it first on Harry and then perv-

ously over his shoulder, had In It a

hunted dread, a dogging terror, con-

stant and Indefinable. From bad to
worse had been a swift descent for

Hugh Stires,

The wave of feeling ebbed. Elarry'

drew the window curtains, swung n
shade before the light and motioned to
the chalr.

“8it down,” he said.

Hugh looked his old friend In the
face a moment; then his nnsteady
glance fell to the white carnation In
lis lapel as he sald, “l suppose you
wonder why 1 have come here.”

Harry did not answer the Implied
question. HIls serutiny was dellberate,

critical and fin-

quiring. *“What

have you been

doing the last

year?' he asked

“A little of ev

erything.,” re

plied Hugh, 1

ran a bucket

shop with Mo

rean In B8acra

mento for

awhilee Then 1

went over In the

mining country

I took up a

claim at Smokv

Mountain

That's wort)

something or

may be some
time.”

“Why did you
leave 1t7"

Hugh touched
his parched lips with his tongue, Again
that nervous, sidelong look, that fear
ful glance over his shoulder,

“I bhad no money to work it. 1 had
to live. Besides, I'm tired of the whole
thing.”

The backward glance, the look of
dread, were tangible tokens. Harry
transiated them.

“You are not telling the truth™ he
eald shortly. “What have you done?”

Hugh flinched, but he made sullen
answer: “Nothing. What should )
have done?"

“That Is what I am now Inquiring
of myself,” sald Harry. “Your face is
a book for any one to read. I see things
written on {t, Hugh—things that tel!
a story of wrongdoing You are
afrald.”

Hugh shivered under the regard. DI
his face really tell so much?

“I don't care to be seen In town.” he
sald. *“You wouldn't either, probably

“Why did you leave
i

anaer the circumsinees mu e
dropped to his fraved cont steeve |1
his craven fear of sowething that he
dared not name even to hismeplf ant
in his wretched need he remembers !
a night onee hefore when he had sidint
tate 1own drunken and soiled to n ux
arions room, a refreshing bath  ecleas
Hney and o welcome

“You're the only one in the world |
dared come 10" he sald miserably
“I've walked ten miles today for |
haven't a red cent In mv pocket, no
even decent clothes,” he ended

“That ean be partly remedied * said
Harry after a pause He took a dark
coat frow Its hook and tossed It to
him. *“Put that on.” he mald *“Yon
needn't return it

Hugh canght the garment In an
other moment he had exchunged It for
the one he wore and was ewptying the
old cont’s pockets.

“Don’t sneak!™ sald Harry with sod
den contempt “Don't yan suppose |
know a deck of cards when | see 111"

The thin scar on Hugh's brow red
dened. He thrust Into his pocket the
pastehoards he had made an Instine
tive move to conceal and bnttoned the
coat around bim. It fitted sufficlently

“Look here, Harry.," he began, “you
were a good fellow In the old days
I'm sorry | never pald you the money
1 borrowed. | would have but for—
what happened But wou won't go
back on me now, will you? 1 want to
get out of the country and begin over
again somewhere. Wil you loan me
the money to do 1t?

Huogh was eager and vojuble now
The man to whom he appealed was his
forlorn hope He had come with no
Inteution of throwing himself upon his

father's merey, He hod wished to see
i body 1o the world but him

“If you will, I'll never forget it. Flar
ry!" he eried “Never, the longest
day 1 live! I'll uge every dollar of it
Just as 1 say! 1 wlll, on wy honor™

“Honor!” bhe said “Have von enongh
to swear by? You are what you are

because you are a bad egg You were

born a gentleman, but yon choose to
be a rogue. Do you kuow the meaning
of the waord honor or right or justice?
[ave voui n sincle pu of mind
which isn't crooked ™

“Non're
Hugh

rpose

Just ke the

‘el

Ha soit

rest, then,"
wause 1 did
i no more
S 84 T v | did with
wiyself, 1
| had, That's
But 1 get
tor b even from you. | wish
you could put yourselt lu my place.”

Harry bad been looking steadily at
the sallow fuce with {ts hoof print of
the satyr, oot seeing 1, but hearing
his own vowce say to Jessica: "1 was
my brother's keeper. 1 see it now.”
And out of the distance, It seemed, Lls
volee answered:

“Put mysell In your place!
could! I wish to God I could!™

The exclamation was Involuntary,
automatic, the cumulative expression
of every throe of consclence Harry
had endured since then, the voice of
that remorse that had cried insistently
for reparation, dinning In his ears the
fateful question that God asked of
Caln. Suddenly a whirl of rage selzed
him, unmeasured, savage, mallelous.
He had despleed Hugh. now he hated
him—hated him because he was Jessi-
ca's husband and, more than all, be-
cause he was the symbol of his own
self abasement A daredevil slde of
the old satan Sanderson that he had
cLatned and barred rose up and took
him by the throat. He struck the oak
walnscoting with his fist, feeling a red
mist grow before his eyes.

“So you paid every ‘debt of honor'
you had, eh? Yon acknowledge a
gamester's honor, but not the obliga-
tion of right action between man and
man! Very well. Give me that pack
of cards. You want money—here it
isI"

He swiftly turned the clicklng com-
bination of the safe, wrenched open
the door and took ont two heavy can-
vas bags. He snapped the cord from
the neck of one of these, and a ring-
ing stream of double eagles swept
Jingling on the table. He dipped his
hand In the yellow plle. A thought
mad as the hoofs of runaway horses
was careening through his brain. He
felt an odd lightness of mind, a tense
tingling of every nerve and muscle.

“Here is two thousand dollars—yours
if you win it—for you shall play for it
you gambler, who pays his debts of
‘honor’ and no other! You shall play
falr and stralght, If you never play
again!”

Hugh gazed at Harry In a startled
way. This was not the ministerial
Harry Sanderson he had known—this
figure with the white, Infuriate face,
the sparkling eyes and the strange,
velled look. This reminded him of the
reckless spirit of his college days, that
he had patterned after and had stood
in awe of.

‘How can I play,” he sald, “when
you know very well I haven't a sou
markee "

Harry stuffed the gold back into the
bag. He snatched the eards from
Hugh's hand and a box of waxen en-
velope wafers from his desk. There
was a strange light In his eye, a tremor
in his fingers,

“It I1s 1 who play with money!” he
sald. “My gold against your coun.
ters! Each of those hundred red disks
represents a day of your life—a day,
do you undemstand—a red day of your
ein! A day of yours against a doubie
eagle! What you win you keep. But
for every counter I win you shall pay
me one straight, white day, a clean
day, lived for deceney and for the
right!”

Hugh's eyes were fastened on the
gold In Harry's fingers. Two thousand
dollars! If luck came his way he could
go far on that—far enough to escape
the nameless terror that pursued him
in every shadow. Money agninst red
walers? Why, it was plenty If he won.
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why U'm it the bolte oy

no ereddit

I wish 1

'mdubolut luhﬂsnknd nothing

-

What # fool II:\r'r)' WSt

Harery saw e shiewd, culeuliling
ook 1hat et W his eyes  Lle eangal
his wrist

TN Dere'™ e sald toarsely He

flung apep the chapel door eud pusbed
bt oxlide e seized one of the alta
candle=, Ut It with u muteh and stues
It uprizht in its own wux on the swaul
cominunlon table that stood jJust o
glde the altar rall, with the cards, the
redd wofers and the bags of coln He
drageed two chulrs forward

“Now,"” be sald ln & straloed volee
“put up your hand-your right band-
and swear before -this altar, on (he
gumbler's hovor you boast of, win or
lose, to abide by this game!™

Hugh shrank. He was superstitious

e
&

“I swear | will '™ he said

The ealeninting look had fled e
gloneced bhalf fearfully about him—u
Huarry's white face—at the high altu
with Its vases of Auguost Wes; at i

window, now a mnss o
white, opaqre blotehes on which the
three blaek crosses stood out win!
weird distinetness; at the lurking, un

great rose

lghted shadews In the corners. He
looked longingly at the gold, shining
yellow in the candle light It fascinat-
ed him,

e lifted his bar . It was trembling.

“1 swear | will!” he said. *1'll stand
by the eards, Harry, and for every day
you win I'll walk a chalk line, 80 help
me God!™

Harry Sanderson sat down. e emp-
tied one of the bags at his elbow and
pushed the box of wafers ncross the
table. He sbufled the cards swiftly
and cut :

“Your deal!” he sald.

éféh@* .
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ALLELUJAR JONES
had finished his labor
for _ the alght The
crowd had grown res
tive and finally melted
away, and, his audience

gone, he folded the camp stool, turned

off the gasoline flare, shiut down the

lid of his melodeon und trendled it up

the street.

As he pushed up the sireet he came
to a great motor ¢ar standing at the
curb under the maples. There was no
one In it, but somewhere In Its Interior
a muffled whirring throb beat evenly
like a double metallle heart. [Le
sgtopped and regarded it Inquisitively
A rich man's property, to be sure!

He looked up. It was at the gate of
the chapel. No doubt it belonged to
the fashionable reetor who had been
pointed out to him on the street the
day before. He remembered the young,
handsome face, the stylish broadcloth.
Yet It was a beautifol edifice that
wealth had built there for Christ. He
saw dimly the stone angel standing In
the porch and, leaving his melodeon
on the pavement, entered the gate to
examine it

He noticed now a dim flicker that It
one corner of the great rose window
Moving softly over the cropped grass,
he approached, tilted one of the hinged
panels and peered in. Two men were
there, behind the altar ralllng, seated
at the communion table.

Hallelujah Jones started back. There
on the table was a bag of coln, cards
and counters. They were playing—he
heurd the fall of the cards on the hard
wood, saw the
gleam of a gold
plece, the smear
of melted wax
marring the pol
ished oak. The
reddish glow of
the candle was
reflected on the
players’ faces
They were gam
bling! At God's
holy altar and
on Christ's ta-
blel Who would
dare such a prof.
anation?

He craned his
neck. Suoddenly
he gave a smoth
ered ery. The
player faclng
him he recog

Suddenly he gave @  nized—itwas the

smothered cry. rector himself:

He bent forward, gazing with a tense

and horrified curlosity,

Five times, ten times, the eards had
changed hands, and with every deul
Harry lost. The gold disks had siip
ped steadily across the table. But be
had seemed to be looking beyond the
ebb and flow of the jettons and the
pale face opposite him that gloat:d

/

over Its yellow plle. Though that plle

EreW INrEer and i rger.
had pever changed  Hyg
shaking bund when he diiant
convulsed fedtures when ™8 .

his draw, the desperate anxlety when
r%r n moment fortune seemed to v
ver. He had never in his life had sudh
luek! He swept bis winoings futo his
pockets with a discordant laugh as he
noted that of the contents of the
opened bag Harry had but one double
eagle remaining.

Harry paused an fostant. He snap
ped the little gold cross he wore from
its sllken tether and set it upright
him on the table.

Ris band won, and the next, and the
next. Hugh hoarded his gold; e
staked the red wafers—ench one a
He had won almost a thousand dolla
but the wecond bag had not yet mj
opeusd, and the vampire Intoxication
was running molten bot in his veins
The unmteuched bag drew him us the
magnet wountaln drew the adveatur
ous Simdbad—he ceuld have suatched
it In his eagerness,

But the tuck had changes His red
counters diminished, melted. He would
soon have to draw on his real win-
nings. Cold beads of sweat broke on
his forehend.

Neither saw the face pressed against
the aperture. Nelther guessed the wild
and terrible thoughts that were raging
through the mind of the wselitary
watcher as he peered and peered.

Scarce knowing what he dld, he clos
ed the panel softly and ran across the
chapel lawn. On the pavement outside
he met o man approaching. It was the
bishop. The exclted evangelist did not
know the man, but his eyve caught the
ministerinl dress, the plain, sturdy pi
ety of the face. In his zea) be saw an
instrursent to his band. He grasped
the bishop's arm

"Quick! Quick!" he gasped.
devil work doing
see!”
gate,

The puzzled bishop saw the Intense
excitement of the other's demeanor,
He saw the faint glow in the corner of
the rose window. Were there thieves
after the altar plate?

He shook off the enger hand that was
drawing him towdtd the window.
“Not thers, Come this way,"” he sald
aud hurried toward the porch. He
tried the chapel door. It was fast. He
had & kéy to this in his pocket. He in-
serted It with eaution, opened the door
nolselessly and went in, the street
preachendit his heels,

What the hishop saw was photo-
graphed Instantaneously on his mind
In fiery, Indelible colors, It ate Into his
soul Hke hot ifron into quivering flesh,
searing itself upon his memory. The
evangelist of the pave had been horrl-
fied, shocked to word and aetion; the
bishop was f(rozen, inarticulate, fm-
paled. For any evil in ITugh Stires he
wns prepared—since the forgery. But
Hugh's companlon now was the man
whom he himself had ordained and
ancinted by the laying on of hands
with the chrism of his holy ministry.
An irrepressible exclamation burst
from his lips.

With the sound both men at the ta-
ble started to thelr feet. ITugh, with
a elngle glance behind him, uttering a
wild laugh, leaped the ralling, dashed
through the study and vanished Into
the night. Harry, as though suddenly
turned to stone, stood staring at the
accusatory figure, with the eager form
of the evangelist behind ft.

To the bishop It seemed the attitude
of gullt detected.

What was Harry Sanderson thinking
as under that speechless regard he

“There's
In there! Come and
He fatrly pulled bim fuside the

Harry stood staring at the accusatory
Jigure.

mechanieally gathered the gsecattered
cards and lifted the little cross and the
unopened bag of double eagles from
the table? Where was the odd excite-
ment, the strange exaltation, that had
possessed him? The spindles in his
bruin had stilled, and an algld ecalm
had succeeded as abrupt as the quiet,
deadly assurance with which his mind

spanlel, fore out
master
ture p
frantie 1
ed, and t
and hurl

faster, thrumrh tlu nlght
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The undersigned having qualified

Executrix on the estate of J.
Price decensad, hereby notl
all persons having claims against s

estabe to present the same to me d
verified on or belore the 30thday of (
ober 1908 or this notlce will be plead
inbar of thelr recovery; and all perso
fndebted o snld estate will make i
mediate payment
This 26th day of Oct, 1908
Mgs. L. Jane Pri
Exeeut

TRUSTEE'S AUCTION 8/ \Llanl-‘

A valuable tract of land, in Johnston Co
ty, N, U, containing #6 ncres, more or |
npon which thore {8 s heay ¥ growth o lm
estimatea at two million feet; the sa
of laud I8 #ituated about Four mtles North
Princeton, N. U,

By virtue of a deed uf trust from Nn
MoEwan, & husband, dated 25th )
1M, and of rnour& in the oﬂluu
the }l.ucln.er of Deeds for eald Uounty
in C. No, 10, p.204, default hav-
ing bmn made o the payment of a part of
the debt therein secured, and belng reqg
the benefieiary tMroundnr 80 to dn.l m
blic annl.lon i, on
w0 OADA Y DESSRREEL ARt B

o'cloe! m. the ract of lan

eribed in said deed of trust as follows: that

certain trm-r. of Iand, In Joh
Uuunt)r.. W adjoining the lands of walter
Baker, m. Huykw, Bllzaveth Edwards,

others, and bounded s tollows: hen.‘llmm t
n Stake in Wm, Boykin's corner in Eltzab
Bdwurd’s Hne, and runmnﬁ thenoe 47 %@
6} poles toa stake 1o sal Euuumla Corner.
thefwu with ber line 8 0° W. 641 4 poles to
ine stump, (said Edwards’ unmer! thence
8 04" E. 0% poles to n pine stump, wmh
Persimmon tree pointers; thence Bﬁ! :‘i’
104 poivs to & Pine; thenoce 8 54° ion
to & stake, with pine potnters; thanmsx’o
8 poles to u Ploe; thence 8 157 W, 110 poles
ton stake, (Walter Buker's corner); thence
with ois ilne N 70 W, 205 poles to 4 stake,
with Holly pointerson the E.st Bank of
Littie Kiver; thonos up the water course of
#nld river to n stake, with Black dum point-
ers, (Kiv Holt's corner); thence S8 B 90-%
poles w4 siske ln Holt's corner: thence
N i BoT poles toa Poplar, (said Holt's and
Boykin's corner); thence wlt.h s una B 8*
E. 1% poles to the beeinning; bem
fact of land conveyed to said il
Ewan by H. F, rton, wife, by
dated the 25th, Jan, 1005, and of record in
ffce In Book 40l;

. 50, and the debt thervluf so-
on said 28th ar. l by
TERMS: FOR CASH, &t to the
nfexeeutlu t.hla trust, lnnl.udmc
the commission allowed the trustee under
sild deed of trust, anv taxes that mav be due
and to pay a note for $1000.00, with Interest
from Mar. 28th. 1908 to date of sale: the resi-
due on L!'Ddlt as follows: $1000.00 on the 28th
Dee, 1008, with interest thereon from the
d8ch, Mar. 1908, and §1000.00 on_the 28th. Mar.
I90%; with interost thercon from 28:h, Mar,
1908, and the balance of the purchase price at
such time as shall be snnounced at the aay
of sule; the credit pay ments to be secured by
a deed of trust upan the sald property.
. K. Tnouas, Trustee.

ll.ll‘ﬂl wis hel
T. Bevel;

NOTICE.

The underslgned having quaslified as
Executor on the estate of ﬁe vin Cole, Sr,
decensed, hereby notifies all persons
having claims against «aid estate to
present, the same to me duly verified on
or before the 20 day of November 1909,
or this notice will be pleaded in bar of
their recovery; and all persons incebted
to Sald estate will make immediate pay-

now saw the pit Into which his own | men

feet had led him.

He blew out the candle, replaced it
carefully In Its altar bracket, made
shift to wipe the wax from the table
and slowly, half blindly and without a
word, went into the study.

The bishop came forward, drew the
key from the inside of the study door,
closed it and lacked it from the chapel
side. Harry did not turn, but he was
actually consclous of every wsouml
He heard the door shut sharply, the
harsh grate of the key in the lock, and
the sound came to him like the last
sentence—the reallzation of a soul on
whom the gate of the good closes for-
ever.

In the dark sllence of the chapel
I-Illlelnjah Jones smote his thin hands
“together approvingly as he followed
the bLishop to the outer door. There
the older man lald his hand on his
shoulder.

“Let him that thinketh he stand-
eth,” he sald, “take heed lest he falll

Let not this knowledge
abroad that It

t.
This 14 day of November, 1908.
Evme Coug,
Executor.

NOTICE.

The undersigned having qualified as
Administrator on the estate of Henry
Holt deceased, hereby notifies all per-
sons having claims against sald estate
to present the same to me dulﬁ verified
on or before the 20 d ovember
19090 or this nosice pleaded in
bar of their recovery; and all ns ln-
debied to said estate will m immed-
iate ment,

This 17 Jay of November, 1008,

Cuas., H. Hovr,
Admr,

DR. G. A. HOOD,

TreasvrER oF Joaxsron Counry,




