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. AR Experionced man.
"How do you conquer
I asked the menagerte proprietor,
“We avall ourselves of an expe
rienced baggage man” he replied.
“An experienced baggage man?™ 1
repeated with wonderment
“Yes,” he explained patiently, ak
though It was evident that he was
nettled by my stupidity, “we get a
man who knows how to smash
trunksa.”
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CHAPTER V.

On rare oconsions the Major, riding
to or from the cross-roads post-office
In Hargis' store, would rein in his horse
it the Gordon gate and nek for a drink
of wnter from the Gordon well Al
such times Thomas Jeffarson remarked
that his mother always hastened tn
sarve the Major with her own handse;
this notwithstanding her own and Un-
c¢le Silas’ oft-repeated asseveration
touching the Major's unenviable pre-
eminence as & Man of Sin. Also, he re-
marked that the Major's manner at
such moments was a thing to daszie
the eye, like the reflection of the sum-
mer sun on the surface of burnished
metal. But beneath the pollshed ex-
terior, the groplng perceptions of the
boy would touch a thing repellant; a
thing to stir a slow current of resent-
ment In his blood.

It was Thomas Jefferson's first col-
lision with the law of oaste; a law
Draconlan In the Old Bouth, Before
the war, when Deer Trace Manor had
been a selgniory with ita six score
black thralls, there had been no visit-
Ing between the great house on the
inner knoll and the overgrown log
homestead at the lron furnace. Quuar-
rel there was none, nor any shadow of
enmity; but the Dabneys were lords of
the soll, and the Gordons were crafts-
men,

Even in war the distinction was
maintained. The Dabneys, father and
son, were officers, having thelr com-
missions at the enrollment; while Ca-
leb Gordon, whose name headed the 11t
of the Paradise volunteers, began and
ended a private In the ranks.

In the years of heart-hardenings
which followed, a breach was opened,
narrow at first, and hever very deep,
but wide enough to serve, Caleb Gor-
don had accepted defeat openly and
honestly, and for this the unrecon-
structed Major had never fully forgiv-
en him. It was an added proof that
there was no redesming drop In the
Gordon velns—and Major Caspar was
ns mcrupulously polite to Caleb Gor-
dan't wife as he would have been, and
was, to the helpmate of Tike Bryerson,
mountaineer and distiller of illielt
whisky.

Thomas Jefferson was vaguely Indig-
nant when Pettigrass came to ask his
father to go forthwith to the manor-
house, In the mouth of the foreman
he Invitation took on something of the
flavor of a command. None the less, he
wns eager for news when his father
came back, and though he got It only
from overhearing the answer to his
mother's question, It was sutisfyingly
thrilling.

“It's mighty near as we talked, Mar-
tha. The Major lumps the rallroad In
with all the other Improvements, calls
‘em Yankees, and h'ists his battle-flag,
The engineer, that smart young fellow
with the peaked whiskers and the eye-
glasses, went to see him this evenin’
about the right of way down the val-
ley, and got himself slung off the porch
of the great house Into & posy bed."
“There is going to be troubls, Caleb;
now you mark my words, You mustn’t
mix up in "

“I don't allow to, if I can he'p IL
The rallroad's goin' to be a mighty
good thing for us If I can get Mr

Downlng to put in a slde-track for the
[urnace.”

Following this there were other ¢on-
ferences, the Major unbending suf-
clently to come and sit on the Gordon
porch in the cool of the evening. The
iron-master, as one still In touch with
the moving world, gave good advice,
Falling to buy, the railroad company
might possibly seek to bully a right of
way through the valley. But in that
case, there would certainly be redress
in the courts for the proparty owners.
In the meantime, nothing would be
galned by making the contest a per-
sonal fight on Individuals,

Bo ecounseled Caleb Gordon, sure, al-
ways, of his own standing-ground in
any confiict. But from the last of the
conferences the Major had ridden home
through the flelds; and Thomas Jeffer-
son, with an slert eye for windstraws
of conduct, had seen him dismount
now and then to pull up and Alng away
the locating stakes driven by the rall-
rond engineers,

Glving the Major a second and a
third chance to refuse to grant an
engement, the rallroad company push-
ed Its grading and track-laying around
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the mountain and up to the stone wall
marking the Dubney boundary, quletly
accumulated the necessary material,
and on & summer Sunday morning—
Sunday by preference because no re-
stralning writ could be served for at
janst twenty-four hours—a construe-
tion traln, black with laborers, whisked
around the nose of the mountaln and
dropped gently down the grade to the
temporary. end of track.

It was Thomas Jefferson who gave
the alarm. Little Zoar, unable to sup-
port & settled pastor, was closed for
the summer, but Martha Gordon kept
the fire spiritual alight by teaching her
| son at home, One of the boy's Bunduy
privileges, enrned by a faultless reci-
wation of a preseribed number of Bible
verses, was forest freedom for the re-
mainder of the foréencon. He heard
the low rumble of the coming train,
and it was only by resolutely Ignoring
the sense of hearing that he was ena-
bled to get through, letter-perfect.

“ ‘Blessed are ye, when men shall re-
vile yvou and persecute you,'” he chant-
ad monotonously, with roving eyes bent
on Anding his cap with the loss of the
fewest possible seconds—"‘and shall
say all manner of evil agalnst you
falpely, for my sake'-—and that's alL"
And he was off like a shot.

“Mind, now, Thomus Jefferson; you
aré not to go near that rallrond!"™ his
mother called to him as heé raced down
the path to the gate.

Oh, no; he would not go near the
rallrond! He would only run up the

ney pasture
renlly there,

It was thero, ns he could tell by the
nolse of hissing steam when the cross-
cut was reached. But the parksd
wooding of the pasture still sereencd
it, How near could he go without be-
Ing “near” In the transgressing sense
of the word? There was only one way
of finding out—to keep on going until
his consclence pricked sharply enouih
to stop him. It was a great convenl-
enece, Thomas Jefferson’s consclonce.
As long us it kept quiet he could ba
reansonably sure there was no sin In
sight, Yet he had to confeas that it
wius not always above playing mean
tricks; as that of sleeping llke a loy
til after the fact, and then rising up
to stab him till the blood ran.

He was half-way across the pasture
when the crash of a falling tree stop-
ped him in mid-rush. And in the vista
opened by the felled tree he saw a
slght to make him turn and race home-
ward faster than he had come. The
Invaders, hundreds strong, had torn
down the boundary wall and the earth
for the advancing embankment was
fiying from uncounted shovels.

Caleb Gordon was at work In the
blacksmith shop, Sunday-repalring
while the furnace was cool, when
Thomas Jefferson came fiying with his
news. The lron-master dropped his
hammer and cast aslde the leather
apron. ;

“You hear that, Buck?" he g1ld,
frowning ncross the anvil at his helper,
& white man and the foreman of the
pouring floor,

The helder nodded, being a mal of
as few words as the master.

“Well, T reckon we-all hain't got anv
call to stand by and see them highfly-
ers ride it roughshod over Major Dal-
ney thatnway,” sald Gordon, briefly.
"Go down to the shanties and hustle
out the day shift, Get Turk and Hard-
away and every white man you ean Iny
hands on, and all the guns you can
find. And send one o' the black boys
up the hill to tell the Major, Like as
not, he ain't up yet"”

Helgerson hastened away to olLey
his orders, and Caleb Gordon went out
to the foundry scrap yard In the
heap of broken metal lay an old east-
iron fleld-plece, a relle of the battle
which had one day raged hotly on the
hillside acroas the creek. A hundred
times the lronmaster had been on the
point of breaking It up for reamelting,
and as often the old artilleryman in
him had stayed hils hand,

Now it was quickly holsted in the
crane shackle — Thomas Jefferson
sweating manfully at the crab crank—
clamped on the axle of a palr of wag-
on wheels. cleaned, swabbed, loaded
with quarry blasting powder and pleces
of broken Iron to serve for grupe, and
trundled out on the plke at the heels
of the ore team.

By this time Helgerson had come up
with the furnace men, a motley crew
in all stages of Sunday-morning dis-
hevelment, and armed only as o mob
may arm Itself at & moment's notlce
Caleb, the veteran, looked the squad
over with a slow smile gathering the
wrinkles at the cornera of his eyes,

to see If the traln were

“¥Y¥ou boys'll have to make up In
flerceneas what-all you're lucking In
soldier-looks,” he observed, mildly,

Then he gave the word of command
to Helgerson. “Take the gun and put
out for the Major's hawss-lot. I'll be
along as soon as 1 can maddle the
mare."”

Thomas Jefferson went with his
father to the stable and helped sllent-
ly with the saddling. Afterward he
held the mare, gentling her in sup-
pressed excitement while his father
went Into the house for his rifle,
“That'll do, Buddy.” he sald, when he
came back. “Run along In to your
mammy, now."”

But Thomas Jefféerson caught aga'n
at the bridle and held on, choking.

“O pappy!—take me with you! I—1'1
die If you don't take me with you!”
Who can tell what Caleb Gordon yaw
In his son's éves when he bent to loos-
én the grip of the small brown hand
on the rein? Was it some nympathet-
Ie relncarnation of his own militant
goul striving to break its bonds? With-
out a word he bent lower and swung
the boy up to a seat behind him. “Hold
on tight, Buddy,” he cautioned. *I'il
have to run the mare some to catch up
with the boys”

When the"one-plece battery dashed
at & ¢lumsy gallop through the open
gite of the Dabney pasture and swung
with & sharp turn Into the vista of
felled trees, Thomns Jefferson beheld
thing to set his heritage of soldier
blood” danelng through his velna,
Standing falr In the midst of the ux-
and-shovel havoe und elearing a wide
glrele to right and left with the swoep
of his old service cavalry saher, was
the Moajor, contless, hatlegs, and crying
them to come on, the unnumbered host
of them agringt one man.

Opposed to him the men of the con-
struction force, generaled by the young
engineer In brown duck and buttoned
leggings, were deploying cautlously to
surround him, Gordon spoke to his
maoare; and when he drew rein and
wheeled to shout to the gun crew,
Thomas Jefferson heard the engineer's
low-toned order to the shovelers: “He
careful and don't hurt him, boys. He's
the old manlac who throw me off the
veranda of his house. Two of you take
him behind, and
The break came on the uprush of the

unanticipated reinforcements, With
the battle readiness of o  disciplined
soldier, Caleb Gordon whipped from

the saddle and ran to help the gun
eroew slué the makeshift Neldplecs Into
ponition,

“Fall back, Major!"” he shouted: *fall
back on your front line and glve the
artillery & chanst at ‘em. [ reckon a
dose o' broken pul-iruu’ll cnrry fu'ther
than that saber o' yourn, Buddy, hunt

wromas Jofferson ran to the neesest
rotting loi, but one of the negrook wnan
hefore him with a blazing pitch- pinw
splint,.  There was n roapectful recoll
in the opposing ranks which presently

became a somewhat panleiky surge to
thian

the renr, Tha shovelors, mora
half of whom wore NERYOeS, had m.-!
come out 1o be blown from & cARNOn#

velarnn who

mouth by a grim-faced
wiis mo palpably st home with the tools
of his trade
“That's right;
yvalled the lronmaster,

keep right on goln
wiving hix blan-

ing slow-mateh dnngerously near to
the priming. “Keep 1t up”

The panle had aprend by Its  own
coutagion., and the Invaders wers

fighting among themuelves for place on
the Mat-cars. And while yot the rear
'Iu1|l WIH EWArMmINE ujroen the I‘!I}.‘JI‘\I‘.
hanking by toe- and hand- holds whers
it could, the train was biacked riplaly
out of rmnge. Calebh Gordon kept hin
pine splint allght until the echovs of
the englne's exhnost enme faintly from
the overhanglng cliffs of the mountain

"They've back to town, and |
reckon the fire's plum' out for to-dny,
Major,” he deawled, “HBuck nnd A for
o' tha bovs'll stay by the gun, axainat
thelr rallvin® Inter on, and you might
o well go homé to your Dbronkrast
DIdn't biring your hawss, did ye? Thike
the mare, and weleome PBuddy and
me'll walk.™

But the Major would not maunt,
w0 the two men walked together as far
manor-houne gntos, with Thome
roar, londing

Eone

and

as the
ns Jefforson i puce in the
the miare

It wig no matter of wonder to him
that his ftather and the Major marched
In aolemn silence to the gate of parts
Ing But the wonder cama tumultu-
ously when the Major whealed abruptly
at the moment of leave-taking anld
wrung his father's hand

“Suh, you nre a right
gentleman, and my vary good friend,
Mistuh Gordon!™ he sanld, with the
muanner of one who has heon carefully
welghing the words beforehand ‘Ir
you had bheen glven vouh just dues
sub, you'd have come from 1™«
ginlgn wearin' youh shouldoh-straps™
And then, with a lttle throat-clearing

true-hearted

homuo

pause Lo come between Sub; an own
brotheh couldn't have done mo'! |

I've been misfudgin' you, Caleb, all
these yeahs, and now I'm provd to

shake you by the hand and vall you my
friendi Yo, suli, I am that!*

It was, In a manner not to be under-
ptood by the Northern allen, the
Inde of knighthood, and Calel, Gordon's
toll«rounded shoulders stealghted vigl
bly when he returned the hnnd
Rrissp,. And as for Thomas Jeffersoag
In hig heart gratified pride Bapped Its
wings and crowed lustily

{To be continued.)
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LYONS

of lLesuargues Petltlons
Government for Annnity.

Mme. Behagne, an lmpoverished
widow past mlddle age, who earns a
glender llving by manual labor, has,
by a somewhat naive petition to the
French  government, relnvested the
old story of “"The Lyons Mall” with an
Interest something ke that of actu-
ality, the Berlin correspondent of the
New York Times says.

The most populsr compendiums of
history relate how a man named Jo-
seph  Lesurques was gulllotined in
1797 as one of the several highway-
men who killed the post courler trav-
eling between Lyons and Paris and
robbed him of letters and packages
containing some milllons of francs. It
was afterward proved, at least (n pop-
uiar estlmation, that Lesurques was

Descendant

Innocent This fact was made the
basls of one of the most successfyl |
melodramas ever played

Mme., Behagne, who elaims to be a
Hneal descendant of Lesurques, de

clares that a perpetunl pension
established about 1583 by Napoleon |
I1L. for each sucoessive cldest female
member of the Lesurques’ family, and
that it now cught rightfully to come
to her. She says It is ouly $30 a year,
and was last recelved by her great- |
aunt, who died In an almshonsge.

Yet she also asserts that It was
granted as consgolation to the descend- |
ants of Lesurques for the confiscation

of property sald have ylaldad .m|
Income of $2,400 & year by the French
government In 1797

Apparently Mme Behazne bolleves
her own story, but officera of the goy
eroment whowe duty it ls 1o [ovestl-
gate have stated that there I8 not the |
slightest documentary proof of any |
st ch penslon ever belng granted,

No one knows the exact spot In the
cemetery at Pere la Chalge where La-
surques, the victim of errant justice
in the Courler de Lyons affalr, was
buried after his decapitation, but a
mepument was erected to hls memory
In the cemetery by his widow and
children on a site acqulired by them in
perpetulty.

Besldes Its permanent Inscriptions,
the monument has bornpe

Wis

Lo

from tlme to |
time many bitter anathemas agalnst
human justice, The government, feel-

ing 1teelf outraged hl these legends,
bhas repeatedly caused their removal,
The revival of interest In the Blory
of Lesurques. since the publieatlon of
the clalm of his groatgreat-grand.
child, has led to a renewal of the pile
grimages to the monument which were
popular In the ecarly part of the last
century,

Why Nott
"My constituents want some read-
lng matter. Claim to be tired of the
patent office reports I've been sending
out.”
“Well, prepare a speech fncorporat-
Ing someé good, popular novel and leave
to print."—Loulsville Courler-Journal

Waork,

Boggs—1 was surprised to hear that
Bmith had falled. He always seemed
to be very husy In his office?
Woggs—Yes; he spent more time
tacking up those Insplring wall mou
toas than any other man | ever saw,—
Puoek,

Do not ncculto:n ycuruall’ to consla-
er debt as an inconvenlence; you wiil

pike and ocut across throush the Dak-

me & punk metah will ye?

| Natlonal Assocciation of Ciardeners at

Hud It a calamity,~Johnson

GOT HINT FROM THE DOG

Valuable Pelntér That New York
Business Man Acquired
by Accldent.

There 1n & man of large wealth who
has a gonerous sulte of oMeces In one
of the most modern of the downtown
bulldings, says a Now York exchange.
His main apartments there are fur
nished handsomely, even luxuriously,
with soft leather-upholstered lounges
and armchairs, but his private office
would pass for a eell In & monastery,
It contalns nothing but hia desk, his
ohalr, and an extra chalr, very pialn,
with a hard mseat.

“l hit on this after yoars of snd ex-
perience In time wasted for me by my
friends,” he sald. “When | kept my
private office luxurfously furnished,
friends who were on intimate enough
termas with me to drop In without =a
knock scarcely would come In, aprawl
themselves out In an easy chalr, lght
a clgar, and make thomselves as ocom-

fortable aa though In thelr club. Like
as not, one of them would start in
spinning an Interminable yarn, of

course | couldn't order them out; so
I had to stand It and lose countleas
hours of valuable time.

“Last month, whoen | was down on &
farm for the children's vacation, 1
noticed an old dog that always lay on
a plece of carpet right in the way of
the farmer's wife, One day she stum-
bled over him; then she took up the
carpet and placed It out on the back
porch. The dog went out and content-
edly reposed himmself there.

“I'Il just move my carpst out In
my front offlces,’ [ sald to mysell.
When I returned I did so. It worked
Iike a charm. My friends dropped iInto
my offce, gnred around with & startled
look-—and dropped out again, never to
return In there during busineas hours.
And now | ean work In the penceful
asaurance that nobody whose business
fsn't of sufMclent Importance to make
that hard-bottomed chalr feel ecom.
fortable will unduly linger around me
when I'm busy.”

Curlosity of Man.

Weather threatening, crowd scurry-
Ing, congestion of humans In Broad-
wny, near Fulton street; hour, 12;30
p. m. “What Is It™ Inquired oxelted-
Iy a big hlonde man In a shaggy al
pine. “Anyone hurt?™ “Naw!™ re-
sponded a seedy Individual; “a guy's
lost sumpin’ trou’ a subway gratin',
an' he's fishin' for IL" A passer-by
fought his way through a struggling
mass of men and women, and found
the "guy" leaning over a subway gra
ting Industriously fishing with a long
pole (on the end of which wan pre
sumably some sticky substance) for a
bright and sciotiliating object. “What
did he lose?™ he asked. "O diamond
ring, | guess,” answered one Iin an
awed whisper, “Ah, he's got it!  No,
It's slipped off! He's got It again!
Steady, now, and you'll feteh It. Good!
He's got It! Let's seo L™ The last
request was shouted by a man near
the outer edge of the mobh. “Aw, you
mugs make me slok.,” remarked the
fisherman, "Can't & guy pick up a
cent he's dropped widout a erpwd col-
lectin®?™  And, amid derisive cries of
“Cheap skats!™ he held up a bright
Lincoln penny. That's how little It
takes to colleot a crowd In busy New
York.—New York Tribune.

At Last, the Blue Rose.

The long sought.for novelty, the|
blue rose, has been developed at last,
and to the Intense Interest of the gar
deners and flower lovers who visited
the spring flower show of the Pennsyl
vanian Hortleultural soclety and the

P"‘" tue but ramelly

sprinkling hin lawn dy
bours. Are you golng te u
o stop him?™

dignant protest and haye
sne of the p.pen
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Hortlcultural hall recently, Three
plants have been put on display. The
color obtalned Is the best blue that
has over been produced, It Is on the
violet shade and the rose (s n Rambler
type. The tiny buds In heavy clusters
nre of bright red hue and show the
blua only on blooming.—Phlladelphla
Record.

An Exploded Theory.
“Children,” sald the Sunday school
tencher, “thers s one thing that 1
winh Lo especially Impress upon you)r
minds. Always be kind to your par
ents. Make it as pleasant for them as
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No Hypodermic Injectios

take this treatment &¢
:ro:o‘:;nm nnd rmrﬂ:‘-
a perfect cure s not aff

lhh it will anly take s fow
us for information. Pemsal
on mllrtﬂﬁ-’“

tion, phone, wrils or ¢
NEAL INSTITUS

. ¥

you ean, Remember that none of you
can ever have another mother after
the one you posscss 8 gone. You can
never—"

“Oh, yes, we can," Interrupted a
Httle boy who had lost most of his
buttona. *1 lost mine Inst week, and
pa brought me a noew one home the
same day he got back from the court

find it out for themaelves

The Better Wi
Maude — Formerly

Screecher was anked to sisg
say “Oh, 1 can't”

Clara~—But she doesn’t .
Maude—No; she

house ™

A Grateful Defendant,

“*Why didn’t yon protest when thoey
charged you with viginting the speed
regulntions ™

“I was too thankful to klek,” replied
Mr, Chugging. "I've been trying to
sall that automoblle, and It takes &
good deal of gtratn off my consclence
to have somebody testify that she ean
Ko faster than & mile in ten minutes.™
—Washington Btar

SBtupld People..

Traveler—Haven't you a time ta
ble?

Btation Agent—We used to have
one until the people began to think
the tralns were supposed to keep to
It—Fllegende Blaetter,

Ultimate Consumers.
“Rubber In golng up”

In your comb?
notthe head amuch® :
for itP Better keep %8
where it belongs!
Vigor, new improve

ulckly stops

“You, and I've got to buy over o one grest
shoes.” l.:g.:.d"' A alr Vigor
. "(n:‘rahmu? Bhucks! I've got to | be lhll—'l falll
uy Ures"—Loulsville Court W'" P
- urier-Jour: the b # 1
—ilad b7 .M-"‘"'- o




