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CHAPTER [II.—(Continued.)

Thomas Jefferson, awe-struck anid
guping, found himsell foot-loase for n
time In the Marlboro rotunda while his
father talked with a man who wanted
to bargaln for the entire output of the
Paradiga furnace by the year, Thecom-
mercial transaction touched him lHght-
I¥: but the moving groups, the lmport-
ed bell-boya, the tesselated floors, fres-
coed celling and plush-covered furni-
ture—these bit deeply. Could this be
South Tredegar, the place that had
hitherte figured chiefly to him us
“court-day” town and the resldence of
his preacher uncle? It seemed hugely
Incredible,

After the econference with the Iron
buyer they crossed the street to the
rallway station; and again Thomas
Jefferson was footloose while his fath-
or was closeted with soms one In tha
manager's office.

An express train, with hissing alr-
brakes, Solomon-magnificent sleeping-
ecars, and a locomotive large enough to
swallow whole the small affair that
used to Lring the once-a-day train
from Atlanta, had just backed In, end
the boy took its royal measure with
eagyr and curlous eves, walking slowly
up tne side of it and down the other.

At the rear of the string of Pull-
mhans was a4 private car, with a deep
obgervation platform, much polished
brass railing, and sundry other luxuri-
ous appointments, apparent even to the
eye of unsophistication. Thomas Jef-
ferson spelled the name in the medal-
lion, "Psyche"—spelled it without try-
Ing to pronounce {t—and then turned
his attention to the people who wera
descending the rubber-carpeted steps
and grouping themselves under the di-
rection of a tall man who reminded
Thomas Jefferson of his Uncle Silas
with an indescribable something left
out of his face.

“As I was nbout to say. General, this
station bullding l= one of the relics.
You mustn’t judge South Tredegar—
our new South Tredegar—by this. Eh?
—I beg your pardon, Mrs. Vanadam?
Oh, the hotel? It is just across the
street, and a very good house, remark-
ably good, Indeed, all things conslder-
ed In fast, we're quite proud of ths
Marlboro.”

One of the younger women smiled.

“How enthusiastic you are, Mr. Far-
fey. 1 thought we had outgrown all
that—we moderns.”

“But, my dear Miss Elleroy, If you
gould know what we have to be enthu-
-+mirstic about down here! Why, thesas
Jnountains we've been passing through
for the last six hours are simply %o
imany vast treasure-houses; coal at the
#op, Ilron at the bottom, and encugh of
both to keep the world's industries go-
ing for ages! There's milllons iIn
them!"

Thomas Jefferson overheard without
understanding, but his eyes served a
betiter purpose. Away back In the line
of the BScottish Gordons there gnust
have been an ancestor with the seer's
glift of insight, and some drop or two
of his blood had come down to this
sober-faced country boy searching the
faces of the excurslonists for hls cue
of fellowship or antipathy,

For the sweet-volced ,young woman
called Misg Elleroy there was love at
first sight. For a severe, beskliked
Mrs Vanadam there was awe. For the
portly General with mutton-chop whis-
kers, overlooking eves and the air »f
a dictator, there was awe, also, not
pnmingled with envy. For the tall
man in the frock-coat, whose face re-
minded him of his Uncle Silas, there
had Leen shrinking antagonlsm at the
first glunce—which keen first impres-
slon was presently dulled and all but
effuced by the enthuspiasm, the suave
tongue, and the benlgnant manner,
Which proves that insight, like the film
of a recording camera, should have
the dark shutter snapped on it if the
pilcture is to be preserved

Thomeas Jelferson made way when
the party, marshaled by the enthusi-
net, prepared for lts descent on the
Merlboro Afterward, the royalties
having departed and a good-natursd
porter giving him leave, he was at lib-
erty to examine the wheeled palace -t
near-hand, and even to climb Into the
vestibule for a peep inside.

Therewith, castles In the alr began
to rear themselves, tower on  wall
Here was the very sky-reaching sum-
mit of all things desirable; to have
one's own brass-bound hotel oh
wheels; to come and go at will; to
give curt orders 1o a respectful and
uniformed porter, as the awe-ilnspiring
goentieman with the mutton-chop whis-
kers had done,

Al the highest polnt on the hunch-
ed shoulder of the mountaln Thomus
Jefferson twisted himsel! In the buggy
seat for a fnal backward look Into the
villey of new marvels. The summer
doy wag grayving lo (te twilight, and a
Ught huge was steallng out of the
wooded ravines and across the river,
From the tall ehimneye of a rolling-
mill a dense column of smoke was as-
cepnding, and at the psychological mo-
ment the slag flare from an lron-fur-
nace changed the overhanging cloud
into a fiery aegls

Having no symbollsm save that of
Holy Writ, Thomas Jefferson's mind
selzed instantly on the figure, bullding
far better than it knew, It was a new
Exodus, with lts pillar of ¢loud by day
and Its pillar of fire by night. And
itsa Moses—though this, we may sup-
pose, wis beyond a boy's Imagining—
was the frenzied, ruthless spirit of com-
mercinlism, named otherwise, by the
wmultitude, Modern Progreas

CHAFPTER 1V,

It you have never had the pleasure
of mestlng a Bouthern gentleman of
the patriarchal school, I despalr of
bringing you well aequainted with AMa.
jor Caspar Dabney until you have
summered and wintered him., But the
Dabaeys of Deer Trace Agure 5o 1args-

ly in Thomas Jefferson's hoyvhood and
¥outh as to be well-nigh elemental In
these retrospective glimpsos.

It was about the time when Thom-
as Jefferson was heginnlng to recon-
slder his Ideals, with a leaning toward
brass-bound palaces on wheels and
dictatortal authority over uniformed
lackeys and other of his fellow crea-
tures, that fate dealt the Major Its
final stab and prepared to pour wine
and ofl Into the wound—though of the
balm-pouring, none could guess at tho
moment of wounding. It was not in
Caspar Dabney to be patient under a
blow, and for a time his ragings
threatened to shake even Mammy Ju-
llet's loyalty—than which nothing more
convincing cun be sald.

“Mistuh Sciplo,” she would say, “TI'se
Jus' erbout wo'ed out! I done been
knowin® Mawstuh Caspah ebber senco
I was O Mistls’ tiah-'ooman, and 1
ain't nev' seen him so fractlous ez he
been sence dat letter come tellin® him
come get dat po’ II'l gal-child o' Maw-
stuh Louis’'s. Seems lak he jus' gwine
r'ar round twel he hu't somebody!"
etoalnshrdlu etolan shrdiu etoaln et

Scipio, the Major's body-servant,
had grown gray In the Dabney service,
and he was well used to the master's
storm periods,

“Doan' you trouble yo'se'f none er-
bout dat, Mis' Jullet. Mawstuh Majuh
tekkin' hit mighty hawd 'cause Maw-
stuh Louls done daid. But bimeby you
gwine see him climm on his hawss an'
ride up yondeh to whah de big steam-
boats comes Iin an'fotch dat 111 gal-
ohild home; an’ den: uck—uh-h! look
out, niggahs;: dar ailn't gwine be nuttin'
on de top side dishyer yearth good or-
nough for II'l Missy, You watch whut
1 done tol' yer erbout dat. now!"™

Sciplo's prophecy, or as much of it
as related to the bringing of the or-
phaned Ardea to Deer Trace Manor,
wrought [tself out speedily, as a mat-
ter of course. At the close of the war,
Captain Louis, the Major's only son,
had become, llke many another hot-
hearted young Confederate, a self-ex-
patrioted exile, On the eve of hls de-
parture for France he had married thes
Virginia maiden who had nursed him
alive after Chancellorsvillee Major
Caspar had given the bride away—the
war had spared no kinsman of hers to
stand in this breach—and when the
God-speeds were sald, had himself
turned back to the weed-grown flelds
of Deer Trace Manor, embittered and
hostile, swearing never to seét foot out-
side of his home acres again while the
Unfon should stand.

For more than twenty years he kept
this vow almost literally. A few of the
older negroes, a mere handful of the
six score slaves of the old patriarchal
days, cast in their lot with their for-
mer master, and with these the Major
made shirt thriftily, farming a Mttle,
stock-ralsing a little, and, unlike most
of the war-broken plantation owners,
clinging tenaclously to every rood of
land covered by the original Dabney
title-deeads,

In this cenobitic interval, If you
wanted a Dabney colt or a Dabney
cow, you went, or sent, to Deer Trace
Manor on your own initiative, and you,
or yvour deputy, never met the Major:
vour business was transacted with
lean, lantern-jawed Japheth Pettigrass,
the Major's stock-and-farm foreman,
And although the DabLney stock was
pedigreed, you kept vour wita about
yvou; else Pettigrass got much the bet-
ter of you in the trade, like the shrewd,

caloulnting Alabama Yankee that he
WaS.
Ardea was born Iin Paris in the

twelfth year of the exile; and the Vir-
ginta mother, pining alwaya for the
home land, dled in the Afteenth year.
Afterward Captain Louls fought a
jong-drawn, losing battle, figuring
bravely in his Infrequent letters to h's
futher as a riging miniature painter.
He had his little girl bhack and forth
between his lodgings and the studlo
where he palnted pictures that nobedy
would buy, and eking out a miserable
existence by giving lessons In English
when he was happy enough to find a
puplh

The brave lettera imposed on the Ma-
jor, as they were meant to do; and
Ardea, the loyal, happening on one oi
them in her first Deer Trace summer,
read It through with childish sobs and
never thereafter opened her lips on the
atory of those distressful Parls days.
Later ghe understood her father's mo-
tive better: how he would not be a
charge on an old man rich in nothing
but ruln; and the memory of the
pinched childhood became a thing sa-
ored.

How the Major, n second Rip Van
Winkle, found hls way to New York,
and to the pler of the incoming French
Line steamer, must always remaln &
mystery, it he was there, with the
fierce old eyes quenched and swim-
ming and the passionate Dabmwy lipa
trembling strangely under the greut
moustaches, when the black-frocked
little walf from the Old World ran
down the landing stage and Into his
arma  Small wonder that they clung
to each other, these two at the further
extremes of three generations; or that
the child opened & door In the heart
of the flerce old partisan which was
locked and doubly barred against all
others,

It was all new and very strange to
a child whowe only outlook on life had
beenn urban and banal. Bhe had never
geen a mountain, and nothing more
nearly approaching a forest than the
purked groves of the Bols de Boulogne.
would It be parmitted that she should
somaetimes walk In the woods of the
first Dabney, ahe asked, with the quaint
French twisting of the phrases that
she was never able fully to overcome.
It would certuinly be permitted; more,
tne Major would make her a deed to
us many of the forest acres as she
would care to Include in her prome-
ande.

muw the French-born child Ated tue
to the haphasard household at Deotr
Trace Manor, with what struggles sha
came through the Inevitable attack of
homesicknoss, and how Mammy Jullet
and every one else potted and indulg-
ed her, are matters which need not be
dwelt on. DBut we shall gladly bellove
that she was too sensible, even at the
enrly and tender age of 10, to be cansily
apolled.

8he never forgot n summer day soon
after her arrival when she firat saw

her grandfather transformed Into A
frenzied madman., He was sitting on
the wide portico directing Japheth

Pettigrass, who wis training the great
erimeon-rambler rose that ran well up
to the eaves. Ardea, herself, was on
the lawn, playing with her grandfath-
er's Iatest gift, a huge, solemn-eyed
Grent Dane, so she Ald not see the man
who had dlsmounted at the gate and
witlked up the driveway untll he was
handing his card to her grandfather,

When she did see him, she looked
tdwice at him: not because he wus
trigly clad In brown duck and tightly-
buttoned service leggings, but becausn
he wore his beard trimmed to a point,
after the manner of the students in tho
Latin Quarter, and so was reminiscent
of things freahly forsaken. Her grand-
father was on his feel, towering above
the visitor as If he were about to fall
on and crush him,

“Bring youh Yankee rallroad through
my flelds und pastchuhs, suh? Foul
the pure al-ah of this peaceful Gyarden
of Eden with youh dust-fingin’, amoke-
pot locomotives? Not a rod, suh! not a
foot or an Inch oveh the Dabney lands!
Do I make It plain to you, suh?"

“But Major Dabney—one moment;
this is purely a matter of business;
there Is nothing personal about it. Our
company I= able and willing to pay lib-
erally for its right of way: and you
must remomber that the coming of tha
rallroad will treble and gquadrupls your
land values, 1 am only asking you to
consider the muatter In a business way,
#nd to name your own price”

“Not anotheh word, suh, or you'll
make me lose my tempah! You add
insult to injury, suh, when you offeh
me youh contemptible Yankee gold.
When 1 desinh to sell my Dbirthright
for youh beggahly meas of pottage, 1'll
send & black boy In town to Infawm
you, suh!”

It I8 conceivable that the locating en-
gineer of the Great Southwestern Rail-
wiy Company was younger than he
looked; or, at all events, that his ex-
perlence hitherto had not brought him
in contact with fire-enting gentlemen
of the old school, Else he would hard-
Iy have sald what he did

“Of course, It Is optionn]l with you
Major Dubney, whether you sell us our
right of way peaceably or compel us to
acquire it by condemnation proceedings
In the courts. As for the rest—Is It
possible that you don't know the war
is over?”

With a roar like that of a maddened
llon the Major bowed himaelf, caught
his man In a mighty wrestler's grip
and Aung him broadeast into the coleus
bed. The words that went with the
flerce attuck made Ardea crouch and
shiver and take refuge behind the great
dog. Japheth Pettigrass jumped down
from his step-ladder and went to help
the engineer out of the flower bed.

“The old firebrand!"” the englneer
was muttering under hls breath when
Pettigrass reached him; but the fore-
man cut him short.

“You got mighty little sease, looks
like, to me. Stove up any?"

“Nothing to hurt, 1 guess”

“Well, your hawss ls waltin® for y.
down yonder at the gate, and 1 don't
b'lleve the Mnjor is allowin' to ask yo
Lo #tay Lo supper.”

When the engineer had mounted and
ridden away down the plke, the fore-
man straightened himeelf and faced
about. The Major had dropped into his
big arm-chalr , His hands shook. Pet-
tigrass moved nearer and spoke so that
the child should not hear. “If you run
me off the place the nex’ minute, I'm
goin' to tell you you ort to be tolerably
'shamed of yourse'f, Maje' Dabney.
That po' lttle gal Is scared out of a
year's growin', right now.”

“1 know, Japheth; I know. I'm an
old heathen! For, Insultin' na he was,
the man was for the time bein' my
guest, suh—my guest!™

“I'm talkin' about the little one—not
that rallroader. 8o far as I know, he
earned what he got. I allowed they'd
make some sort of a swap with you,
so I didn't say anything when they
was layin' out their lines throo' the
hawss-lot and across the lower corn-
fleld this mornin'—easy, now: no more
parin' and t'arin’ with that thar little

gal not a-knowin' which slde o' the
earth's goln' to cave In next!'”
“Lald oul théyuh lineés—across my

prope’ty? Japheth, faveh me by riding
down to the furnace and askin' Caleb
Gordon If he will do meé the honor to
come up hear—this evenin', If he ean.
I—I—Iit's twenly yeahs and mo' since
I've troubled the law cou'ts of ouh po’,
Yankee-ridden country with any affal-
ah of mine; and now—well, I don't
know,” with a despondent shake of the
leonine head.
(To be continued.)

Oh, Man! Man!

Maud—Jack swears that he would
traverse seas just to look into my
eyes.

Ethel—He called on you last night,
as usual?

Maud-—Not last nlght; he telephon.
ed me that it was ralonlng too hard,—
Boston Transcript.

An Artint, Anyway.
Rival—What a color Mise Smythe
has to-night. 1 wonder if she paints?
Adorer (turning his wistful eyes to-
ward the central flgure of an admlir-
ing circle)—I don't know. BShe cepr-
talnly draws well.—TIt-Blts,

Bachelors Take Warning!
Hoggs—Allenists say that gsingle
men are much more llable to Insanity
than married,
Dobbs—8ure they are! Bingle men
are always In danger of golng erazy
over some woman—Boston Transeript,

It I8 & good thipg to have good
friends, but not to be dominated too
much or too long by thelr example—
Rev, Wm. Diekle.

No man can be brave who conslders
paln to be the greatest evil of life;
nor temperate who considers pleasure
the highest good.—Clcero,
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CHAPTER 11
Thomas Jefforson’s twelfth summer
fell In the year 1886 n year memori
annals of the Lebanon ron

ble In the

and coal reglon as the first of L
opoch, wnd us the year of the greal
flood. But the herald of change had

not yot blown his trumpet In Paredis
Valley; and the world of russct and
creen and Hmestone white, sproading
tgelf before the eyves of the hoy sits
Ung with hia hands locked over lvin
kneea on the top step of the porch
fronting the Gordon honestead, wae
the suine world whieh, with dus sed-
sonu) varintions, had his world
from the beginning.

It was a hot July afternoon, & full
month after the revival, and Thomas
Jefferson was at that perilous pass
where Satan Is sald to lurk for the
purpose of providing employment for
the idie. e was wondering i the
shade of the hill oaks would be worth
the trouble it would take to remch It
when his molher came to the op«n
window of the lving-room: & small,
fair. well-preserved woman, this moth-
er of the boy of 12, with light brown
hair graying a little at the temples,
and eves remindful of vigils, of Tervent
besecching, of mighty wrestlings
against principalities and powers and

been

the rulers of the darkness of this
world,
“You, Thomas Jefferson,'” she sald

gently, but speaking as one having au-
thority, “you'd better be studying your
Sunday lesson than sitting there doing
nothing.*

“Yea'm," sald the boy, but he made
no move otheér than to hug his knees
a lttle cloger. He wished his mother
would stop calling his “Thomas Jelfer

gon.” To be sure, |t waa his name
or ut least two-thirds of 1t; but he
liked the "Buddy” of his father, or the

“Tom-«Jen"
bhetter,
Further, the thought of studylng
Sunduy lessona begot rebelllon Al
times. as during those soul-slrring re-
vivil weeks, now seemlngly recediryg
nto 0 far-away past, he had moments

of other poople u vast deal

of vearning to be wholly sanctifed
But the miracle of tranaformation
which he had confidently expected p4

the result of his “coming thiough™ wase
still unwrought. When John Hates or
Simon Cantrell undertook to bully him,
as nforetime, there was the saome 'h-
toxicating experience of all the vis)le
world golng blood-red before Bis el es
—the same sinful desire to slay them
one or both, '

He stole & glance at the op=u window
of the living-room. His mother Rad
goneé about her housework, and he
could hear her singing softly, as bef t-
ted the still, warm day. ANl hymhs
were Leginning to have that effect, aal
this one In particular always renewvd
tha conflict between the yearning for
sanctity and a desire to do somethlng
desperately wicked; the only  middie
ctourse lay In flight. Hence, the battl:
being fairly on, he stole another glant'e
at the window, sprang afoot, and rén
sllently arcund the house and through
the peach orchard to clamber over the
low stone wall which was the onls
barrler on that side between the wil.
derness and the sown,

Men spoke of Paradize us “the vals
ley,” though It was rather n sheltercl
cove with Mount Lebanon for ita back:
ground and a semlicircular range o'
onk-grown hills for its other rumpari
Splitting It endwlse ran the white
streak of the plke, mucadumized frowe
the hill quarry which, & full quiarter
of a century before the Clvll War, had
furnished the stone for the Dabnoy
manog-housa; and puralleling the road
unevenly lay a ribbon of silver, known
to less poetie gouls than Thomas Jef-
ferson's ns Turkey Creek, but loved
best by him under Its almost forgotten
Indlan name of Chlawarsee,

Beyond the valley and its Inclosing
hills rose the “other mountialn”™ blue
in the sunlight and royal purple In tho
shadows—the Cumberland; sourck and
Lirthplace of the coollng west wind
thut was whispering softiy to the co-
dars on high Lebanon, Thomas Jeffer-
son called the loftiest of the purple
distances Plsgah, pleturing It as the
mountain from which Moses had look-
ed over into the Promised Land, Bome-
time he would go and ellmb It and
feast his eves on the sight of the Cya-
naan beyond; vea, he might even Ko
down and possess the good land, If so
the Lord should not hold him back as
He hud held Moses,

That was a high thought, quite in
keeplng with the sense of overlordship
bred of the upper stiljnesses. To cem-
puny with it, the home valley stralght.
way began to ldeallze ltself from the
uplifted point of view on the mount
of vislon. The Paradise flelde wers
delicately-outlined squares of  vivid
green or golden yellow, or the warm
red brown of the upturned earth 1,
the fallow places, The old negro quar-
ters on the Dabney grounds, muny
years gone to the ruin af disuse, Wit
vine-grown and invisible save us o
spot of summer verdure; and the man-
or-houss itself, gray, grim and forbid.
ding to a small boy scurrying past it
in the decpening twillght, was now, no
more than a great square roof with the
cheerful sunlight playlng on it

Farther down the wvalley, near tha
place where the white plke twisted it-
self between two of the rampart hills
to escape Into the groat yalley of he
Tenneasea, the split-shingled roof un-
der which Thomas Jefferson had eaten
and slept since the earllest beginning
of memories became wiso & part of
the high-mountaln harmony; and the
ragged, red fron-ore beds on the slope
above the furnace were softened into
& blur of joyous color,

The Ilron furnace, with ita alternst-
ing smoke puff snd dull red flare,
struck the one jarring note In & sym-
phony blown otherwise on great na-
ture’s orgun-pipes; but te Thomus

Jufterson the furnace was as much

purt of the lmmitable schemo as the
Wills or the folests or the oreak which
arnfshed the motlve power for ite alr-
More, It stood for him as the

bliamt
summary of the world's Industry, ws
the white pike was the world’s great

nigh vay, and Major Dabiney it ahiefl
vitinen,

e was knocking hia bare heels to-
sother and thinking idly of Major
Pmbney and cortain disquieting rumors
witely come to Parndise, when the
tnkling drip of the spring Into the pool
it the foot of his perch was interrupts
ed by a audden splash, Hy shifting &
Hitle to the right he couldl ses the
spring. A girl of about his own aAge,
bisrefooted, and with only her tangled
mat of dark halr for a head covering,
was DlLg her bucket In the pool. He
broke a dry twlg from the nedrest oo«
dar and dropped It on her.

“You hetter quit that, Tom«Jef¥ Go -
don., 1 taken sight o you up thers”
sald the girl, lgnoring him otherwise,

“Thut's my spring. Nan ‘Hryerson,”
he wirned her dictatorially.

“Shucks! It ain't your spring any
more'n It's mine!™ she retorted. “"HIt's
on Maje' Dabney's land."”

“Well, don't you muddy It npnone,”
sild Thomus Jefferson, with threaten-
ing emphasis,

For answer to this she put on»s
brown fool deep Into the pool and
wriggled her toes In the sandy bottom,
Things began to turn red for Thomas
IefMermon, and a high, buzzing note, ke
the tocsin of the been, sang In his enrs,

“Tnke your foot out o' that spring!
Don't you mad me, Nan Dryerson'®™ he
wricd

She laughod at him and Mung him o
faunt ‘You don't darst to get mad
Tommy-Jeffy: you've gat rellglon”

It Is o terrible thing o be angry 'n
shacklen, There are slmiles—pent vol-
cianoes, overcharged bollers and the
Ike—but  they are ull  Inadequates
Thomua JefMerson aearched for mils.

ilea more dendly than dey twigs, found

none, and fell headlong—not from the
teck, bt from grace. The girl lnugh-
el mockingly and took her fool from
the pool, not In deference to his ou.-
burst, but bechuse the witer was oy
cold and guve her a4 eramp.

“Now you've done (1" phe remarke

ed.  “The devil ‘Il shore get ye for say-
in' that word, Tom-Jeff.™”

There wis no reply, and she mteppsd
huck to wee what had become of him
He was prone, writhing in agony, She
knew the way to the top of the ook,
and was presently crouching beslde
him

“Dan’t take on lke that!™ she plead.
ed. "Times | cayn't he'p beln’' mean
looks like I was made thataway., et
up and slap me, If you want to, I wort
slap back.”

But Thomus Jefferson only ground
his face deeper into the thick mat of
cedar needles and begged to be ot
alone,

“Go nwoy; 1 don't want you to talk
to me!™ he grounwed, “You're always
making me sin! You're awfully wick-
Q'l!.“

"ause T don't belleve nll that mt ot
the womin and the snake and the ap-
ple and the man ™™

“Youll go to hell when you die. and
then 1 guesa  you'll  belleve,” sald
Fhomas Jefferson, still more definiiely,

She todk o red apple from the pockel

of her ragged frook and goave It 1o
him

“What's that for?™ he asked, sus-
pleiously

“You eat it IUs the Kind vou Hke—
off ‘m the tree right boek of Jim

Stone's barn lon” ahe answered,
“"You mtole it, Nan Hryorson!™
“Well, what If I 14T You Mdn't"
He LIt into I, und she held him in

talk till It wan eaten to the core.

“Have you heard tell anything new
about the new rallrond 7 she anked,

Thomas Jefferson shook his head. *1
hoiwrd Squire Bates and Major Dabney
naming It one day last week,”

“Well, It's shors comin® right thoao'
Pacadise, I heard tell how it wan goln'
to cut the old Maje's gross patch
plumb In two, and rua right smack
thoo! you-uns' pesch orchard ™

A far-away ory, long-drawn and
penetrating, rose on the silll air of the

lower slope und was blewn on  ths
breeze to the summit of the Ereul
rock,

“That's maw, hollerin® for me to gel
back home with that hucket o water,”
uadd the girl: and, as wvhe wun :)n-mmmio
ing the tree lndder; “You didn't a'pl-
clon why 1 glve yvou that npple, did
you, Tommy -Jeffy ™

"Cause you didn't want it yourself,
I reckon,” mald the wecond Adam,

“No; It wus "caune yYou msuid T wan
'nflnl.ll' to hell and 1 wanted comp'ny.,
IltElf'll apple wan stole and you knowod

Thomas Jefferson flung the care far
out over the treoe-tops and shut his
eyen till he could wes without weelng
red. Then he rose o the sorenest
helght he had Yet attalned and sald,

"I forgive you, yeou ol i
glrl! ™ you wh k“la “Itkﬁd

Her lnugh was a
“But you've ot the
“und If you wausn't fcired of goln' to
hell, " you'd cuss me- You know you
would! Lemme tell you, Tom-Jefr, it
the preacher had dipped me In 'Iht

oereek ke he dig you, I'd 1
slght holer than gl

Borenming taunt.
npple!™ ghe cried;

. what yo .
tnly would.” TR e
And now anger came to Its own

agaln,
“¥ou don't know what :

: you're talkin
about, Nan Bryerson! You're nuthln:
?nu‘:“a-—u nllllumhla little heathen; my

wer sald you was!"™ ]
e e un!" he cried out
But a back-flung
grimae
answor he had, shindt .
FE

CHAPTER 111

It has been mald that nothing comaes
suddenly; that the unexpeoted ls mere-
Iy the overlpoked. Jor weeks Them-

ae I‘Ollﬂ on he

wonted in the alr ot i
Once he hag nm:'
neers at work iy the .

aeross the creay "ing oo ¥
the new !‘nll!'lmril Ano 1y
coma home lute fpoe 0

slon o the Upper m’.“ Y
er shut In the wlttin d
SERDKErs renplende ] P08
Plendang jy o8
and the tulg Wil of | |
"New Houtn,» Whn[qm
and of wonderfy) Cm "
which his fathor wag
hl‘;?l nhout -y
Ut theme wory S
Ingn and crarum.:ﬂl’ O :
maonitary of the rod)
Chme on a day g da
wiard of mert for hy
rocited the olehiy. thy !
memory, he wan t
town with his fa g
dungling his ;,,"ll.:l::: UG |
;_'aumv they wers stoskius.
rom the high .
Inzieat of horges u.g:', Say
shafts up the White' pike o0
and over the hunched md
Mount Lebsnon 'rm'h -
the morning of the gey o
In wplte of (he b “ o
blings, the true oy =y,
'll'lhumnu Jl‘ffrwrm,n lﬂlllly
o had boon 1o W ol o
have o ¢loar 0
el AT memory pletay gl
Predegar—ihe l‘rphl.'nm“ i
agAr. There wap 4 slagle
deap ltn mud in the
Vuguely In the gpe
Ing the vam-r-nm‘- :f,:,!lmn
brick and wtueco-plllurg o
There were the lhnw P
Jefferson and all his ind o
“storea”—one - storjed,
on anea with lying tal8% froas
the mean littls inlilen; thy i
honester in fuce, Lug I'ﬂ: i
vrumbling and dingy with
weather, .
Also, on the Lanks of the "
was the antiquated frogfums
long before the war, had
town Its pretentious nime
I¥, there was the Ol
drearlest and most (nhe
ite kind! and across the we
from It the great schulng
ridiculously out of props '
other bullding In the tomm
not excepted, and to the
once-n-day train that
clunked Into and out of It
Thomas JefMerson had
time and agalo; and this uy
bered, that each time the det
“reworn, miry ot dusty
had crept Into his soul
ek 1o the freshness of e
felds and forests at ny
gruieful gladness in hiy hey
But now all this was 6
#n, of to bo remembersd w
dream, On the doay of
enriler pleture wns effdcsd
out, obliterated; and I cum
Loy with a pang that he !
be able to recnll It agaln in )
ty. For the genius of moden
in contempiuous of old k '
impatient of delays. And
ey In elsewhere, it Iy onlp
part of the Bouth whiech b
“industrianl” that (¢ came a8
clap, with all the intermedishey
celernted steps taken st &
spoke of It as “the boom™ QW
that, It was merely thal By
of modernity had discoversd d
to overlooked corner of the
made haste to occupy IL
Bo In Bouth Tredegar, b
before the wondering ',-‘ !
as JefMerson, The muddy o8
vanished to glve place 1o 38
black roadway, as springy =
as u forest path, and as @
plke nfter a sweeping
The shops, with thelr false |
shaliby lean-to awningk
ar golnkg, and in their mom
vastneasos In brick and oul
rising, by their own might & 8
seem, out of disorderly me
bullding material
Blreol-cnrs, ;.ru;w-llﬂl a ”
patient mule, tinkled their s
santly. Bmart vehloles of
stranke to Paradise eyes
lensly In and out among the
structions, Bustiing throng 8
posscaxrion of the "M:‘“
pwe-inuplring resmauran :
gave you lemonade in a ghns
some people wushed thelr
it: of the rotunda of the 5
mammaoth haotel which had
an the site of the old Callsd
distressing crowds and
people everywhers
(To be continned)
_.-——l—.'-‘:

Foeds Hungry Ob

Four years ago the g
of Lendon wers providing el
school children with thelr
breakfasts a week, an eXe
At that time they ;m
£7,700 a year throug
tions, while numbers of
on the average, £1.500 durlg®
for providing food for the
school ehildren of LAndon

Five years ago there
than 5,000 ehildren needing "
thely parents could not supplr, !
there are 47,000 childres in
tion, each recelving about
week,

For years the puble of L8
gubseribed nearly m“'m;u
provide food for 1he ch i
money I8 no longer fortheomise
growth in the army of b
children of London durltg
four years has been 80 grest
than slx times £10,000 18
tn keep nearly 50,000
from being starved 10 .

U nderground l”"-"

Subterranean stream® T
been detected by 89
{nstrument known B8 -
with which the Bolgisd =
Geology, PaleontoloRY. S0t g
{s said to have made eXHEEL
ments. —

Write your name 18 S0
and lnoro,r on the huﬁ:‘z .
you come In oon _‘”
year; you will never
Good deeds will shine 8
heaven,—Chaimers. ’

The truest help We "
aficted man ls not l:ll
den from htmi:“;:; be A

that .
g, o B s

o

oy

"



