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HEN Arthur Hepburno
turned wup at Lion-
guala after two
veurs o the Interior
s appearance was
in most particulars
equivalent to o re-
turn from the dead,

Cortain of his na-
tives had appoared
n year before and

parrated with much detall the elreum-
stances of his death by fever. Accord-

Ingly his will had been probated and

hig estute settled, and Eleanor Tlep-

burn was already laying aside both
tho inslgnia and the attitude of mourn-

Ing. 1
Everyone expected her to wait a

reasonable time and then marry Jack

Macarthur, and every one welcomed

the prospects as most fellcitous, The

marriage had not proved a happy oune,
and pobody knew this better than Mao-
arthur,

There bad been friction from the
first, an unconsclous nagging on her
piart and so arbitrariness on his, with
a minimum of forbearance on
sides. It was this lack of domestic
happiness which bad sent Hepburn to
Africa, and doubtless was what Lad
kept him there for two years.

In the méantime Macarthur came in-
to Intimsate relations with Mrs, Hep~
burn. As bher lawyer ho was called up-
on to advise sod to execute for her; It
was he who hrought the news of Hep-
burn’es death; &nod tbe settiement of
the estate bad been in hisg handa.

Macarthur himself had waited a de-
cent six mooths out of respect to his
friend's memory; but when & year had
passod he and Mra Hepburn were geen
much together,

This was the situstion when Hep-
burn emerged at Benguela in Portu-
guese, West Africa. He had goue in
trim and clean shaven; he came forth
bearded to the eyes and clad in tat-

tars.

Yet fover and starvation and the all
but fatal struggle against long odaes
had been the making of him, and in
place of the rather shallow-mindea,

ke, ELIJAY APFLE-
TREE had a pen-
slon. The sum of
mwoney that a grate-
ful  republic pald
o Mra. Appletree in
p token of sorvices
rendered by  her
] : husband in  the
N preservation of sald
republic in the days
of his youth was smull, that is to say,
it would huve boen consldered smal)
by & Rockefeller or & Carnegle,

But such thipgs should be weighed
according to thelr relative value, and
io Limestono county, that portion of
the Ozark mountain country where
Mrs. Appletree sojourned, thirty-six
dollars per quarter i & tidy sum,

The Limestone couuty soll Is rough

und thin, and yields but u meager re-
turn to the unremittiog efforts of its
population. The opportunities of
achieving competence are rare, and it
is only, by being strangers to luxury,
and m. ife of almosnt primor-
dial , that your Limestone
mu.:;:.n.n is mble to wake ends meet
at all,
A peosion therefore sets a Limestone
countyan apart. If & mup is its pos-
seapor, he Iy entitled to run for the
state logislature in the fall or for the
county judgesbip in the spring. If a
womau, she is entitled to tuke turns
ltving with her children,

Mre. Appletreo. after the death of
her busband, lHved wlternutely with ber
two children, Hepnery and Mury Jane,

If there was auother forly-acre
pateh  Ip &)l Limestone county with
thinner soll and steeper side bills thun
the forty where Henperv's “hewed-

log™ house frowned down on Dry
Creek, it wust bave been the forty
whero Mary June aod hor lord aod

potoriety bhunting youth who bad xone
there came back one whose lovel gray
cves challenged men's respect,

The lack of any word when he came
in touch with the world of steaners
and & more or less regular post wan a
shock, and ull the more disturbing
since his wttitude toward her had un-
dergone a change.

In the fever-brightened watches of
the African night he had come to seo
himgelf with a clearer vision, and o
despise the selfishness, the wunt of
conslderation, the bullying, overbear-
ing attitude, which bad characterized
his relations with his wife.

Nothing bad happened to her. Of
that be felt assured. Juck would Lave
let him know, One letter might have
been lost, but not the dozen he had
hoped to find, and felt he had a right
to expect.

The voyage set him up so far as his
body was concerned, and he reached
England still thin and yellow, but
with legs once more beneath him, With
his spirits It was a different maller,
These refused to respond to clewn air
und good food and grateful rest. The
blow they recelved could be counter-
acted by no sophistiea]l imaginings.

The first inkling of the truth came
when he found his London letter of
credit had been canceled. There was,
of course, but one explanation of that.
She must think him dead,

Delaying only to make himself pre-
sentable in the matter of clothes, he
palled immediately for New York. He
had to borrow money for his passage,
und he swore the friend who lent it to
utter pecrecy. On the boat he passed
a8 H, E. P, Burn, and the passengor Hat
ineluded none whom he knew.

The gecond day out, however, a gen-
fleman seraped acqualntance with him
in the smoking room, introducing him-
self as & Mr. Sayre. They were sitting
on the deck one morplog, smwoking and
talking, when Sayre made some casual
mention of big country place,

“You say you have a place at Chat-
ham Parma?™ Hepburn teok him up
without interest.

“Yes,"” returned Sayre. “"Know the

muster Jonathan Carney, had resred
their modest roofiree beslde the clear
waters of Spider river

Mra. Appletree “helped” the family
she lived with, Thirty-six dollars per
quarter means pretty nice "helplugs"”
upder some clrecumstances. fo this
casge it meant that the partioulur -
{ly with whom sle sojourned had bis-
cult once a day (nstead of an undeviat-
ing fare of corpbread. It meant the
temporary banishment of wild onions
from the blll of fare, It meant more
fat in the gravy and more gravy on the
POLRIOOS.

While the widow iried to divide her
slays evenly into three-month periods,
she was bound by no lronelad rules
She wasn't proof agalost any apecial
reason which might develop for pro-
longing & pojourn, She might have her
ollcloth-covered box In the buge
ready to drive away from Hennry's
when the opportupe discovery of &
“bee-tree” would cause her 1o chunge
her mind, The killlog of a deer by
Jonathan Carney the day before she
was due to make u begira Heunwry-
wards worked & llke result

Buch little ruses wersd common
enough, but when Mary Jane contrived
to brewk & “limb" one summer under
susplcious clreumstances, when the
“Hmbs" put in three full mouths “knit-
ting,” three months during which Hen-
nery’'s home knew not his mother, he
felt that e had been unjustly dealt
with

“She done it w-purpose, I know she
busted it a-purpose,’” he 1old his wife,

After such chicanery Le felt that any
means, however questionable, thut he
might use (o turn, would be permis-
sible. Even to the playving-up of re-
ligloo, as It developed .

Hennery was ot bis wuy bome from
Harrisville, where he had been mar-
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place? 1 bought the Judsou tract
and built thare last spring.”

“Porhaps, then,” sald Hepburn, “you
know my—you may know Mrs. Hep-
burn.”

“Indeed, yes," returned Sayre. “De-
lightful womun, You know her, do
you? Sad about her husband, wasn
it

“Very,” sald Hepburn, “Do you hap-
pen to know any of the particulars?”

“0, he went exploring across Central
Africa and died of fever. That's all
any one knows, 1 belleve, Guess he
dido't amount to much at best. Her
friends scem 1o think she is well rid
of him.”

“I haven't seen her sluce then,” sald
Hepburn, after a pause,

“They say she is beginning to tuke
notice agaln,” sald Bayre, in a rather
eynlcal tone. “She had sgome fellow in
tow last summer. ['ve forgotien bhis
name., Can't blame her, though."

The more he considered the clrcum-
stances, however, the more clear it
became that this thing was not merety
posuible butl altogether natural. HShe
was still young and he had gone com-
plotely out of her life. He had treat-
ed her badly while he was with Ler,
and now was IL to be expected that
she could rest content to go througs
life with his memory?

Should he present himself and try
to win back the love he had lost? He
recognized that it would be an unfalir
proceeding. SBhe could not refuse him
If he returned to her, however she
might feel toward bhim. He saw that
the declsion must be his; that her
purt in the outcomo was foreordalined,
and with a sensitiveness which sprang
from his deepened conslderation for
her he shrank from forcing himself
upon her,

On the other hand. he understood
her well enough to know that she
would not marry sgaln If  she
thoughbt him alive, nor would she take
it as & kindoess If he deceived hor in
the matter, He could not, thercfore,
return upon bis track wnd lose him-
self. That would be dolng her a mor-
tul burt, at least from her point of
view.

koting sore «orossties, His wother
was to leave for Mary Jane's on the

morrow. How should he¢ contrive to
keop her?
He revolved the theory over and

over in his mind,. How should he con-
trive 1o keep her?

He camo in sight of the clapboard-
coverad shanty where the Reverend
Jerewinh Slattery, tlnerant evangelist,
rested when he was not “luboring in
ihe vineyard,”

A thip colump of smoke straggied
from the stick chimney, proclalming
thit the “Heverend” was at home, pos-
sibly open for engugement.

Hennery was a Methodist, & Moth-
odist “stewurd.” He took but little
slock In the particular dogmas of Slat-
tory's bapd, Indeed, thers are but five
thousand people In the whole Unlted
States who do take stock o thewm.
Here was the rub! Hennery's mother
was one of the five thousand,

1o @ moment of ecstay she had suf-
cumbed to the urguments of 1 brother
elder of Slatiery’s vears previous. She
hud been adamantine against the argu-
ments of Hennery, and had clung (o
her pocullar Faith, Why pot ffrof't by
her obstinney ?

He steppead quickly from his wagon
at Jeremiah's gate and lovited the
cvangelist w0 “hold & meetin’ ™ gt the
Loue Elm schoolhouse, of which sehool
district Hennery was a director, ke
went furtber. He lnvited the eva:-
gelist to make Hepnery's bhome his
headquarters during the meeting.

“T'm wn Meoethodist,” sald Heunery,
“but I'm glad to sco the gratn gai-
neved o wuy Held.”

The “"Reverend” thanked lis visitor
He nocepted with alacrity, The loac-
tlon of bhis bachelor gquarters Lad al-
ready beguo to pall on hin, He long-
ed for the excltement of the contest

By Ethelred Elkins

Al the end of wl)l his wrguments he
found himeelf clinging 1o the hope that
Sayre night be mistaken. He consuies
bimeelf with thinking that gossip
varely apeaks the truth and resotved
at least to bhave a friend’s advien be-
fore he went further, 1t was with this
resolve that he enterod Macarthur’'s
office within an hour of his arrival at
New York,

He had po card snd he Jdid not give
the boy his name, but was immediately
ushered into the private office, Mac-
arthur sat at hls desk using the tele-
phone. He glanced at his visitor, mu-
tloned him to a chalr and continued
hig conversation,

“_.All right then. 'l be out to-
night. You'll meet the traln, I sup.
poge?—very well. Goodby.™

He hupg up the receiver, pushed the

jnstrument from him and turned w0
Hepburno.

“What can I do for yout he sald
briskly.

“Hello, Jack,” said Hepburn with a
smile,

“My God! Arthur,” he said. “Where
—w¢ thought you were geas—ne na-
tives—""

“It's oo good to be true, old man, I

-ean't believe It yet. Giva mo time,
It is you?"

“Yes, I've come back, Jack)'

It might have beere his fancy, bul
he thought a cloud seitled on Macar-
thur's face as the certalnty came
home to him.

“How s Eleanor?” he asked.

Macarthuy dropped his baod, and
fhey sat down agaln.

“Well,” he answered.
written her?"

“No," said Hepburn,
the eclreumstances. 1
for two years, you know,
hetter not.”

“Tell me about it, Arthur, Your na-
tives swore they suw you dle.”

Briefly Hepburn nparrated his ex-
perionces, und at times  his friend
geerned 1o listen, while at times his
thoughts seemed otherwhere, Once
his bhand went out to a letter on the
desk, MHe pleked it up, tore it into bits
and dropped (L Into the waste basket.

"Have you

“1 didn’t know
haven't heard
I thought 1t

with ths «ovil,  Already he suilifed
the smoke of battle from afar,

He gathered his “things” burriedly
loto g pasteboard sultease and orewlod
lnte  the seat with Heupery., Next
morning Mother Appletree announced
that she would stay avother munth, or
“as long as Lhe mevtin' lasts.”

The regulurity of the widow's a«-
tendance at the mectings put to shame
her fellow-sectarians,

sometimes there was & mere hand-
ful of nitendants to the exhortations of
the revivallst, and thut handlul those
fuithful onea who needed the exboria-
tions to flee from the wrath to come
the least. Somelimoes the oo wWas
pieked to suffocation with saio and
worldling alike, apd the enthusiupa
gluzled round the bollingpolnt, bur al-
ways the lttle peosioner with hes
course wisps of gray  halr sirayviog
from under her bluck poke-bonuet was
in the front pew,

She led the singing, and no matier

how loud the boys in the back row
might bellow forth the verses of
“There'll Be No Dark Valley,” or

“Some Have Neighbors Over Yonder™
vou could diatioguish her thin but not
unplegsant yolee In the strain,

The gehoolbouse was & hall-mile
fromn Hopnery's f you went by “the
path.,” If you went by “the road™ it
wag farther. When the wattendance
from the Appletree tamily was confin-
ed to the mioister aud the widow, the
path was used. ‘They were near the
same uge. They walked wogether,

“1 dont koow Lhow we could get
along without your mother,” the *Rev-
erend” would say unctuously at the
breakfust-tuble.

“1'm u gettin’ & great blessin’, Broth-
er Slattery,” she would rveply. and
Henpery, "wise as serpents,” forbore
1o vontradiot bher, although he was

The Magic Of Love

| — "'--‘ ANG The fropt goor

X \\ lawmoed ufter Hor-
: birrr Cole, He walk-
o awittly down the
areet with nover &
slanve back at the
little bouse where
he hud  brought his
prewty girl-brido
four year bafore, A
trolley nolsily came
to & stop and e was goue from sight

Back in the tiny white house, a lit-
tle lonesome fgure had wutched him
go down the street from behind ‘e
parlor curtaius, Molly dried her eyes

e lacy ngs, wnd

MIUEF S USUN, TiEM

she could see her busbavd bad pre-
pared big bréenkfust, a loal of brewi on
the  table with & buteher Lknife  lald
ueross 1, and the coffee pot rosting on
one of her best china plutes, Different
buxes were sivewn around giving aop
alr of untldiness and wild burry to the
room. With a sigh Molly swallowed o
cup of the tasteless luke-wirm coffee,
aund tears dropping as she worked,
c¢leared away the lagt ovidence of the
disgraceful meal.
To thiok that her husband ever had
fo get hils own breakfust !
Well, she wouldn't get it &t all when
he treated her as he did. He never
d ber any more, nor joked with

- 1N - . &

thian 4 few common words to ¢achoih.
er!

“Yen," suld Molly 10 bhersell, regurd
g her teurful imuge in the mirror of
ihe pldeboard "1 really am gettipng
homely. No more pipk p my chevks,
und my eyves look funny. 1 guess Derl
doesn’t like me any more becsuse I'm
not prét-t-y an-y" and here Molly's
volee broke, while great tears of well-
pity and louellness welled up w her
eyes. “"Haby loves me, anyway,” she
whispered, and ag If ln answer o her
thoughis, & baby voice piped Trom
above, “"Muver! Muver!”

“I'm comivg, pet. "she called, and
TR up the sinirs with some of bher old

|

whnte pightie, was trying her best 10
climb over the side of the erih, when
Molly  cuught her in her arms and
smolherad her Iace with klsaes.

“Muver's little darlipg pet,” she
cooved, and golden aud suburn ringlets
were mingled together ws the mother
pressed her child 1o her aching broast.

"Daby hear sunty!" gurgled the
vouugster & litle later, aud ran to the
top of the stalrs 10 where Molly's
younger sister was standing. “Come
up, Maude, I'm just dying to see you,"”
eried Molly, and soon they were talk-
ing together as ouly slsters can after
& loug ubsence.

“Molly, deawr, what's the troubie?”

“Jeck, there’s no usc digsembing.
You know how things were with us,
Had 1 betier go to her?"

Macarthur searched his face with
burning eyes. He found his task hard,

“0Of course, you will go to her,” he
sald presently.

Hepburn rose, and walking to the
window stood looking out with his
back to his friend.

“I understand there's someous olse,
Jack,"” he said.

Macarthur's lips opened twiee be-
fore he spoke.

“Who told you that?" he asked.

“I heard It accldentally coming ov-
er.”

“And you believed 1t7”

Hepburn wheeled suddenly and came
back to the desk.

“1 couldn't blame ber, Juck,” he said,
“I treated her lke a brute. If sha's
forgotten me It's my fault. But, my
God, man 1 want auother chance.

“She won't refuse you, Arthur,” vaid
Macarthur quletly.

“I"s not that,” cried Hepburn,
“Don't you see? If this—other man
can muke her happy, and —1 can'’t, per-
haps 1I'd better not see her, Perhaps
I'd better go away at once,”

Macarthur turned to the window, Be-
fore hise mind lay a droarilnoss of un-
told years from which he could se¢ no
cacupe.

He might decelve the husband snd
send him away, but he could not de-
celve the wife, The very trust she had
in bim made that impossible, All his
towers of hope were crumb'ing Into
riufns an he turned aod fuced his
friend,

“There Is no other, Arthur,” he said,
“She hasno't forgotten you. 1 have rea-
#on to know that.”

There was that In bhis tone and the
look of his eye that suddenly opened
oul the truth to Hepburn's compreliens
slon, Thore was sllence for o mo-
ment: then Hepburn spbke,

“I might have koown,” he sald,
There was no regentmeint in his volue,
Hather uo unimpassioned statement of
fnets.  “Of course, It would be you,
Juck, [ don't blame you or her, but——
I must think what T ghall do.”

bursung to call 1o nund some superi-
ority of Methodiam to the Sluitery doo.
trines.

Honpery, bimself, sat through two
or three meetings o week at the school
house, to the no small scanaal or nts
more conslstent brethren.

“I'm glad 1o see the grain garpered
ln any field.” ho told his traducers,

Wihen his consclence tried faiutly 10
be heard, he quleted It by mentully
“passing the buck™ to bis sister, "She
didn't need to have busted her leg
A-purpose.”

In the meantima Mrs, Honuery and
the little Hennerys, as well as himself,
were having biscuit for breakfast and
un  abundunce of rvieh gravy 4t all
meals,

The weeky wore on, Mary Jaoe
grew  impatient for her turp at the
pension. She came over one Sunday,
“to see how ithe meetin® was gettin
o, she sald, although she, wo, wan 0
Methodis.

She brought a mess of troul with
her, and painted In  glowing 1erws
thelr ybundauce In Spider river, and
the euse with whioch they responded (o
the gig In Jopsthan's hands.

Henvery read the eagerness wulch
she attempted o hide when she anhod:
“When be you comin’ over, Ma?" and
his beart leaped Joyfully within him st
lils mother's answer:;

“Not tll the meetin' elosges.”

The meeting was successful onoigh,
There Is plways 4 certalu proporttons
of Limestone countyaus ready (o re-
spoud 1o the excltement of revivulistio
efloris, Last year they unswered the
Methodist call, Next year they will he
ready for Baptist exhortations. 1o the
meantime they fell lke ripe grain at
the atroke of the Slattery sickle,

There Is always & supply of hiaim-
ened ones ready to e snatched as

clhisuged couptenance
like the swme girl, Why. your roses
bave all Jaded. and--" she stopped
short, for the note of lendernoss und
love was 100 much for poor Molly's
burdened beart, und she rested her
hesd on her fresh young sister's shoul-
der, und sobbed as If ber heart would
breuk.

Alter 4 few moments, Maude said
softly
::I: It Bert, dear? Tell me all about

“You don't look

It

Slowly aud beiween mauy tears,
Maude heard the little story. How
Molly had busied herself wiil the baby,
llj how d'l hive lll_ne 1o gu out

Ho rose as If to go without further
words, but Macarthur stopped him.

“8it down, Arthur,” he sald In g
qulet volee, “There's more (o be puid,”

Hepburn looked at him inquiringls
and resumed his seat, !

"You're going .too fast” wen: on
Macurtbur., “Now, listen, We've ul.
wuyn been  friends and thie musy't
vome bulween us. T might He to you
and seud you away  again, bt i
wouldn't help me. I'd bave to tel) her
the truth and you know that would end
it, so fur a8 1'm concerned.-"

“Put you miss my viewpoint," suid
Hepburn wearily, “She's forgotien me,
and 1"

“she hasn't forgotten you," (nter-
rupted Macarthur. “If she had -1
might—I don’t know--bul apyway, she
hasn't,”

Their eyes met steadily.
burn reached out and
thur's band.

“I must go to her, Juck. Good-hy"
he sald, and hurriedly left the office,

Maucarthur walted & woment, hen
pulled the desk telephone toward him
und called for a number.

“That you, Eleanor? lis volco was
stendy and cheerful. “I find 1 cant
come out tonight after all, And lsten,
Something tremendous han happoned,
1 can't tell you Just what. But | want
you to prepare yourself for anything
that may come. No. I ecan’t explain.
But try and think of the very best
thing that could possibly happen, the
thing you want most, sud be ready for
it, I can't tell you any more-—no, |
can't. Good-by.”

He hung up the recelver and his face
wian drawn as he settled back in his
chulr, For Lall an hour he searccly
mwoved, but sat sturing at a point on
the opposite wull, Then he sbivered
as though cold, shook himself, aod hia
Jaw set squarely. He pushed a call
button and his stenographer entered,

“Bring your book, Miss Hunt," he
suld briskly. “I'l give you some dic.
tution.”

1t vas evening when Hepburn alight-
od from the tralo st Chathum Farmas.
The house on the hill—Lis house ~wa

Then Hep-
took  Macar-

brands from the burning. There is al-
ways w supply of bucksllders ready 10
he won anew to the path. The Kesv-
erend Sluttery won u goodly share o=
all three,

All things must end, however. Even
suceesaful mestings.

“Three more days,” the revivallst au-

nounced one Friday at the breaktusi-
table, "and we'll wind thipgs up
Brother Slosabaugh will  preach ine

final germon and admit the converts 1o
the chureh on Sunday mornin’’

When that day arrived it found the
whole Hepnery family ready to aitend
the meeting en masso,

“Your mother and | will walk oy the
path.” the parson sald.

The old vcouple hud not yet put in
their appearapce when the Wagon ar-
rived ut the schoolbouse. Nor yel
when the meeting was half over,

“Funniest thing 1 ever heard of.
Hennery sald o bis wife,

The sermonizing of the Reverond
Sipsabuugh was wonderfully dull. The
ceremonies of admission were Hkewise
dull. Henpery found himsell looking
up ot the cloek many tines, also look-
ing at the door for the missing palr,

“Punniest thing 1 ever heurd of” he
sald sgaln, to Reverend Sinsubrugh,
the meeting bhaving closed, “what .bt‘-
come of the parson pud my motber

Slosubaugh wagged bis head sagely
butl soncommittally,

“Strange it is, but doubtless there
are redsons,”

Perhaps Mary Jave had driven up
and abducied the motheér, A svuse -:f
foreboding settled dowun on Heunnery s
spirlt. He whipped the team info &
trot, althuugh the roughpess of 1he
rond atl but threw the family bpodily
from the wagon,

“Somethin’ must have happened 10
Ma," he sald to his wife repeatedly.

-

By Joe Busche

7

gry beowuse of the lonely @veninga
speol wlone before the Hbrary fire, and
hud finglly spest Lis time at rustau-
vants and (he club, seldom bad Loy-
thing to tell her, und vow that biby
wis old enough 1o leave, e never -uu‘f'
thought of asking her to go anywhert.
but be just sat reading the old pews
paper when he did stuy at home.

“I know, dear, I kuow,"” spoke uaudll'
soothingly, “But were you ever rea’
sweet, and asked him to go anywhere:
And did you ask him to haye some of
his {:Iandu In to dlnmr??'!‘;b:u:tt ::
would say “no,” anyway? Ob, B0,
wouldn't Molly, You msk him tonight
19 50 SOMETRArE) het
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dlready liy g
CUger haste,

But  aw e "
sluckensy, and .\:llj:::w
the gutey he could ﬁah o
#elf 1o advanes alall ;

He should .
should have h.ll’:':ll:ﬂ1 y:
cruel to come thug -::o:'
Uoml, It Wa
o 8 10t righi v '

Dandl.g”‘

Then sudde
opened and ‘u:ll.'!el:a: =
tull, Eraceful, jyg W .ﬁ
her.  She o \ §
o one of the \rtnnu“
looking out,

Hoe could ;
lights were mll‘:'hw 4
lne of her figuye m‘h
movement he conly
sudden rugh of me
were swoept aslde.

t}nlrk!y o ap
and prosept] o
back « little l,h':'l::;
without Ihuuﬂt.himh .
Irlnrw whist be did, ke
thod thelr (ryst !
b had tmd’ln :’I’tall. .
brise her of his press
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