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S8YNOPSIS.

The scene at the opening of the story ls
1aid in the library of an old worn-out
southern plantation, known as the Bar-
ony. The xln e i» to be sold, and Its
history an at of the owners, t
?Hmnrd-. is the subject of discussion by
onathan Crenshaw, a business ma [
stranger known as Bladen, and b
Yancy, a farmer, when Hannibal Wayne
Haszard, a mysterious child of the old
southern family, makes his ap rance.
Yancy tells how he adopted the boy. Na-
thaniel Ferris buys the Barony, but the
Quintards deny any knowledge of the

end o
pears and asks questions about the Bar-
ony. Trouble at Beratch Hill, when Han-
nibal {s kidnaped by Dave Blount, Cap-
ain Murrell’'s agent. Yancy overtakes
Blount, givea him a thrashing and secures
the hoy. Yaacy aKpoqu before BSquire
Balaam, and ik discharged with costs for
the plaintiff. Retty Malroy, a friend of
the Ferrises, has an encounter with Cap-
tain Murrell, who forces his attentions on
her, and is rescued by Bruce Carrington.
Bem sets out for her Tennessee home.
Carrington takes the same stage. Yancy
and Hannibal Aisappear, with Murrell on
their trall. Hannibal arrives at the home
of Judge Slocum Price. The Judge recog-
nizes In the boy, the grandson of an old
time friend. Murrell arrives at Judge's
home. Cavendish family on raft rescue
Yancy, who is apparently dead. Price
breaks jail. Betty and Carrington arrive
at Belle Plain. Hannibal's rifle discloses
some startling things to the judge. Han-
nibal and Betty meet agaln. Murrell ar-
rives in Belle Plu'n. Is playing for big
stakes. Yancy awaxes frorp long dream-
less sleep on board the raft. Judge Price
makes startling discoveries In looking up
land titjes. Charles Norton, a young
planter, who assists the judge, Is mys-
teriously assaulted. Norton informs Car-
rington that Betty has promised to marry
him. Norton is mysteriously shot. More
light on Murrell's plot, He plans upris-
In{ of negroes. Judge Price, with Hanni-
bal, visits Betty, and she kee the boy

-as & companion. In a stroll Betty takes
with Hannibal they met Bess Hicks,
daughter of the overseer, who warns
Betty of danger and counsels her to
leave Belle Plain at once. Betty, terri-
i acts on Bess' advice, and on their
way their carriage is stopped by BSlosson,
the tavern keeper, and a confederate, and
Betty and Hannibal are made prisoners.
The palr are taken to Hicks' cabin, in an
almost Inaccessible spot, and there Mur-
rell visits Betty and reveals his part in
the plot and his object. Betty spurns
his proffered love and the Interview fis
ended by the arrival of Ware, terrified
gﬂpoulblo outcome of the crime. Judge

ce, hearing of the &«bduction, plans ac-

.~ The Judge takes charge of ~the
situation, and search for the missing one
is Instituted., Carrington visits the judge
and allles are discovered. Judme ce
visits Colonel Fentress, where he meets
Yancy and Cavendish. Becoming enraged,
Price dashes a !ln.u of whisky into the
oolonel's face and a duel s arranged. Muc-
rell is arrested for ne stealing and his
bubble bursts. The Judge and Mahaffy
discuss the ¢omi duel, Carrington
makes frantic. search for Betty and the
bor. Carrington finds Betty and Hanni-
bal, and a flerce gun fight follows. Yancy
appears and assists in the rescue. Bruce
arrington and Betty come to an under-
standing. The Judge receives an import-
ant letter. Solomon Mahaffy's last ht.
Fights duel for the judge and Is killed.
Hannibal proves to be Judr'- randson,
and told the story of his life. urrell's
friends attempt to free him. Judge frus-
trates plans. The judge comes into his
own and Carrington decides not to leave

Belle Plain.

CHAPTER XXXIV (Continued.)

Betty Malroy and Carrington had
ridden into Raleigh to take leave ot
thelir friends. They had watched the
stage from sight, had answered the
last majestic salute the judge had giv-
en them across the swaying top of
the coach before the first turn of the
road hid it from sight, and then they
had turned their horses’ heads In the
direction of Belle Plain.

“Bruce, do you think Judge Price
will ever be able to accomplish all he
hopes to?” Betty asked when they
had left the town behind. She drew
in her horse as she spoke, and they
went forward at a walk under the
splendid arch of the forest and over a
carpet of vivid leaves, :

“I reckon he will, Betty,” respond-
ed Carrington. Unfavorable as had
been his original estimate of the
judge’s character, events had greatly
modified it
~ *“He really seems quite sure, doesn’'t
he?” sald Betty,

“There’s not a doubt in his mind.”

He was still at Belle Plain, living
in what had been Ware's office, while
the Cavendishes were domiciled at
the big house. He had arranged with
the judge to crop a part of that hope-
ful gentleman’s land the very next
season; the fact that a lawsuit inter-
vened between the judge and posses-
sion seemed a trifling matter, for Car-
rington had become Infected with the
judge’s point of view, which did not
admit of the possibility of fallure; but
he had not yet told Betty of his plans.
Time enough for that when he left
Belle Plain. 3

His silence concerning the future
had .caused Betty much thought. Bhe
wondered If he still intended going
sotth into the Purchase; she was not
sure but it was the dignified thing for
him to do. She was thinking of this
now as they went forward over the
rustling leaves, and at length she
turned in the saddle and: faced him.

™ am goilng to miss Hannibal
dréadfully—yes, and the judge, and
Mr. Yancy!” she began.

“I am to be missed, too, am I, Bet-
ty?” he Inquired, leaning toward her.

“You, Bruce?—Oh, I shall miss
you, too, dreadfully—but then, per-
haps in five years, when you come
back—"

“Five years!”, cried Carrington, but
 he’underdtood something of what was
passing in her mind, and laughed
. shortly, “Five years, Betty?” he re
peated, dwelling on the numeral,

Betty hesitated and looked thought-
ful. Presently she stole a surrepti
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tious glance at Carrington from under
her long lashes, and went on slowly,
as though she were making careful
cholce of her words.

“When you come back In three
years, Bruce—"

Carrington still regarded her fixed-
ly. There was a light in his black
eyes that seemed to penetrate to the
most secret recesses of her heart and
soul,

‘“Three years, Betty?' he repeated
again.

Betty, her eyes cast down, twisted
her rein nervously between her slim,
white fingers, but Carrington’'s steady
glance never left her sweet [face,
framed by its halo of bright hair. She
stole another look at him from be
neath her dark lashes.

‘“Three years, Betty?" he prompted.

“Bruce, don't stare at me that way,
it makes me forget what | was going
to say! When you come back—next
year—"' and then she lifted her eycs
to his and he saw that they were full
of sudden tears. “Bruce, don't go
away—don't go away at all—"

Carrington slipped from the saddle
and stood at her side.

“Do you mean ‘that, Betty?' he
asked. He took her hands loosely in
his and relentlessly considered her
crimsoned face. “I reckon It will al-
ways be right hard to refuse you any-
thing—here 18 one settler the Pur-
chase will never get!” and he laughed
softly.

“It was the Purchase—you were go-
ing there!” she cried.

“No, I wasn’'t Betty; that notion
dled itg natural death long ago. When
we are sure you will be safe at Belle
Plain with just the Cavendishes, |
am going into Raleigh to wait as best
I can until spring.” He spoke so
gravely that she asked in quick alarm,

“And then, Bruce—what?”

“And then— Oh, Betty, I'm starv-
ing—" All in a moment he lifted her
slender figure in his arms, gathering
heér close to him. *“And then, this—
and this—and this, sweetheart—and
more—and—oh, Betty! Betty!”

CHAPTER XXXV.
The End and the Beginning.
When Murrell was brought to trial
his lawyers were able to produce a
host of witnesses whose sworn testi-

its stock and slaves was offered for
sale, he, as the principal creditor,
was able to buy it in,

One of his first acts after taking
possession of the property was to
have Mahaffy reinterred in the grove
of oaks below his bedroom ‘wihdows,
and he marked the spot with a great
square of granite. The judge, visibly
shaken by his emotions, saw the
massivé boulder go into place.

“Harsh and rugged like the nature
of him who lles beneath it—but en-
during, too, as he was,” he murmured.
He turned to Yancy and Hannibal, and
added: “You will lay me beside him
when I die.”

Then when the bitter struggle came
and he was wrenched and tortured by
longings, his strength was in remem-

bering his promise to the dead man‘!

and it was his custom to go out under
the oaks and pace to and fro beside
Mahaffy's grave until he had gained
the mastery of himself. Only Yancy
and Hannibal knew how flerce the
conflict was he waged, yet in the end
he won that best earned of all vic
tories, the victory over himself.

“My salvation has been a costly
thing; it was bought with the blood
of my friend,” he told Yancy.

It was Hannibal's privilege to give
Cavendish out of the vast Quintard
tract such a farm as the earl had never
dreamed of owning even in his most
fervid moments of imagining; and he
abandoned all idea of golng’to Kng-
land to claim his title. At the judge’s
suggestion he named the place Karl's
Court., He and Polly were entirely
satisfled with thelr surroundings, and
never ceased to congratulate them-
selves that they had left Lincoln coun
ty. They felt that thelir friends, the
Carringtons at Belle Plain, though un
titled people, were still of an equal
rank with themselves; while as for
the judge, they doubted If royalty it
self laid it any over him,

Mr. Yancy accepted his changed
fortunes with philosophic composure.
Technically he filled the position of
overseer at The Oaks, but the judge's
activity was so great that this posi-
tion was largely a sinecure. The most
arduous work he performed was
spending his wages.

Certain trifiing peculiarities sur-
vived with the judge even after he
had entered what he had once been
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b #Oh, Betty! Betty!”

mony showed that so simple a thing
as perjury had no terrors for them.
His fight for llberty;wu waged in and
out of court with incredible bitter-
ness, and, as judge and jury were
only human, the outlaw escaped with
the relatively light sehtence of twelve
years’ imprisonment; he died, how-
ever, before the expiration of his
term.

The judge, whem- he returned to
Raleigh, resumed his own name of
Turberville, and he allowed it to be
known that he would not be offended
by the'prefix of General. During his
absence-he had accumulated a wealth
of evidence of undoubted authenticity,
with the result that his clalm against
the Fentress estate was sustained by
the courts, and When The Oaks with

prone to call the Portal of Hope; for
while his charity was very great and’

‘he lived with the splendid air of plen-’

ty that h'elonged to '‘an older order,
it required tact, patience and per,
sistence to transact business with

‘him; and hig creditors, of whom there

were always a respectable number,
discovered that he esteemed them as
they were aggressive and determined.
He explained to Yancy that too great
certainty detracted from the charm of
living, for, after all, life was a game—
a gamble—he desired to be reminded
of this. Yet he was held in great re-
spect for his wisdom and learning,
which was no more questioned than
his courage. L

Thus surrounded by his friends,
who were devoted to him, he began

Hannibal's education and the prepara
tion of his memoirs, intended primar
{ly for the instruction of his grand-
son, and which he modestly decided

to call "“The History of My Own i
Times,” which clearly showed the |
magnificence of his mind and its out ’

look.
THE END.

SHOULD BE TAKEN SERIOUSLY

Childish Mind, Groping In Darkness, |

Is Craving for Information That
Is Denled It.

Every trace of useful information '

is carefully concealed from the very
young child. A rattle, or at most a
rubber doll, is its only plaything. As
it grows older it 1s very slowly and

| gradullly Introduced to the various
| forms of the animal kingdom. Of the
| mysteries of numbers

and of lan-
guages it has as yet no conception.
Its constant questions are for the
most part answered ‘“humorously”
and hence Incorrectly, or they are not
answered at all. This eternal “hu-
mor” {8 most galling of all. Why

resistible joke? The lower animals
take thelr young seriously and train

sibilities are infinitesimal as com-

“humor” of childhood and inglst that

denfed it. And we continue to put
will have to take life serlously and
sadly.

overlooked by the upholders
brainless child {s the fact thst non-

tion would be. It requires no more
mental effort to reallze that A is A
than to grasp the extraordinary fact

a “fuzzy ittle Teddy bear, yes it 1s8.”
In fact, the letter A has a distinct ad-
vantage. And at a more advanced
age it 18 certainly less puzzling to be
told that five and five make ten than
to have one's own respectable pink
toes described as a series of plgs go-

rlous other activities of life.—Sig-
mund Spaeth In Harper's Weekly.

Graceful East Indians.
Describing The women of India, a
writer says: “"Even the most withered

toll- worn hag has a dignity of carrage
and a grace of motion that the west-
ern woman might envy. The ‘sarl’ 18

draped In an easy flowing style and
adjusted as 1t «lips back with a grace-
ful turn of the ellver bangled arm,
the skinmy legs move rythmically, and
the small feet fall with a silent and
pantherlike tread. It is the beauty
of natural and untrammeled motion,
and gays much In faver of the aboll-
tion of the corset, for the Indian wo-
men retain thelr uprightness and sup-
pleness of figure till bowed with age.

“The commonest type is the coolle
woman, who undertakes all gorts of
rough work, carrying heavy burdens
on her head, and she 18, perhaps, the
least attractive, for her workaday
garments are usually faded and dirty;
yet, even among this poor class of
burden bearers, we see many with
handsome straight features and supple
well proportioned figures.

“No matter how poor thelr gar
ments, jewelry of some sort i3 worn;
necklaces of gold or beads, colored
glass or silver bangles and heavy sil-
ver anklets.”

Poor Nobles of Italy.

Lecturing In London on an out-of
the-way tour In Central Italy, Alexan-
der Keighley sald he learned on good
authority that a fine medieval castle
in good presery an in one of these
Italian hill towns- had. been sold to
an Englishman for $195.

The poverty of the nobles In Italy
was sometimes pitiful. He found one
majestic pille inhabited by dn Jld
woman of aristocratic frimily but mis-
erably peor. Showing outwardly as
much as possible, of its ancient state,
the only furniture within it was a

candlestick.

In the town of Asisl, while he was
talking to a priest, some poor little
children persisted in befging, and the
priest told him they tvere the chil
dren of a count. t

"Youthful Grandihother.
Probably the youngest grandmwther
in the world is Mdme. Kuni Medz

vince of Idza, Japan. The womas,
who {8 now 28 years olll, was married:
when she was 13. She han a daughter
fiftéen years old who was married a
year ago and has given birth to a son.
Mdme. Medzukami's graodmother is

still alive at the age of 93.

q A young girl drowned herself and

¢ An elderly spinster hanged herself in
a room of a hotel twenry miles away.

Because of a Yellow Letter a beau=
tiful young girl tried to take her life;

¢ Because of a Yellow Letter her father
was seized with apoplexy;

€] Because of more Yellow Letters an
aged lawyer took poison;

should a human infant be such an ir- |
them from the start with a very defl- |
nite purpose in view. Yet their pos- |

pared with those of the average baby. |
And we sit calmly by and enjoy the |

the child Is enjoying {itself also, even |
though its little soul may be thirsting |
for information which is laughingly |
oft the inevitable day when the child |

hence, according tp our tradition, |

One important point which !s quite
of the |

sense and silliness are just as taxing |
to the Infant mind as useful {nforma--|

that a mass of brownish softness is |

Ing to market or entering into the va- |

deal table, a chair and a battered |

kami, the wife of a farmer in the pros |
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€ What are these Yellow Letters?
g By whom and to whom were

they sent?

€ These mystifying mysteries are ex-
¥
plained in our new serial story

The
Yellow Letter

¢ The most clever piece of fiction devo-
ted toamateur detectiveinvestigations
that you ever read.

q You'll find the first installment in
this paper in the [near future and

Three Clews

Two
Discoveries

- S ——

Three Suicides

Two Dis-
appearances

and a love story, with ac-
tion from the very begin-
ning cf the first chapter to
the end of the last, make
our new serial story

The
Yellow
Letter

highly interesting and en-
tertaining . It’s a new
kind of a detective mystery

By
William Joknston

a newspaper man of twen-
ty years' experience with
all shades and grades of
criminality. Read it.

You'll find it the superlative
thing In exciting mystery.

' Get the opening

‘. jmstallment.

| In This

Paper Only !
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Shortages and Burn-

‘. of tho"-.ppiv serial we havo‘g‘l’

A fascinating detective
story of

Mysteries
Suicides
Clews
Conspiracies

ing of Strange
Documents

If you care to read the
superlative thing in excit-
ing mystery stories dén't
fail to get the first chapter .

}
i

secured.
It’s worth the while of
anyone who enjoys good
fiction.
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