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CHAPTER XI11.—{(Continued.)

The mile walk down the plke, lylag
white and ghostly under the starlight,
wns paced In sllence, man and boy
striding side by slde and each busy
with his own thoughts, As they were
passing the Deer Trace gates a loose-
jointed figure loomed black against the
palings, and the voles of Japheth Pet-
tigruss sald:

“Why, howdy, Brother Sllas!
Thought ye'd gone back to South Tre-
degar. When are ye comin’ out to Lit-
tle Zoar ug'ln to glve us another o
them old-fashioned, spiritunl times o'
refreshin’ from the presence of the
Lord?"

"Why do yoll ask that, Japheth Pet-
tigruss? The Lord will deal with you,
wone day.”

“Yes, T reckon so; that's what makes
me say what I does. There's a heap o
sinners left round here, ylt, Brother
S ilis, L here's Live alajul, tol v, aud
1 know you're always countin® me ln
for another. 1 dunno but you might
snateh me a8 a brand from the burn-
in', if you could make oul to try It one
mor® lap around the couse. I been
thinkin' right p'intedly ablout—"

But the preacher had cut in with a
curt "Good-night,”” and was gone, with
his broad-shouldered nephew at his
heels; and the horse-trader went on,
with the stars for hls audience.

Pettigrass was groping for the gate
lateh when a hand fell on his shoulder,
and a cluteh that was more than half
a blow twirled him about to face the
rondway. He was doubling his fsts
for defense when he saw who his as-
sallant wns

“WwWhy, Tom-Jeft! what's allin® ye?"
he begun: but Tom broke In with gasp-
ings of rage.

“Japhe Pettigrnss, what daid you
think you saw last Wednesday fore-
noon up yonder at Big Rock Bpring on
the mountain? Tell It straight, this
time. or Tl dig the truth out of you
with my bare hands!"

“Sho, now, Tom-Jeff; don't you git
s0 servigrous over nothin'. I didn't
gee nothin' but a couple o' young fly-
aways playln' possum In a hole in the
big rock. And I'll leave it to you If I
dldn’'t eall Caesar off and go my Ways,
jes' like 1'd like to be done by."

“yoea: and then you ecame stralzht
down Here and told my uncle!” The
hand he had Leen holding behind him
came to the front, clutching a stone
snatched up from the metaling of the
pike as he ran.  “If T should break your
face In with this, Japhe Pettigrass, It
wouldn't be any more than you've
earned!"

“T tell Brother Silas on you, Tom-
Jeft? You show me the man 'at says
1 done any such low-down thing as
that. and I'll frazzle a fifty-dollar
haswsswhip out on his ornery hide—I
will, so. Say, boy; you don't certaln’y
believe that o' me, do ye?"

“1 don't want to belleve It of you,
Japhe,”" quavered Tom, a8 near to tears
as the pride of his eighteen years
would sanctlon. "But somebody saw
and told, nnd made It 4 heap worso
than it was."

“Who do you reckon It was told »n
you? Was there anybody else in the
big woods that mornin'?"

“Yes; there were three men testing
the pipe-line. We both saw them, and
Nan wis seared stiff at sight of one of
them; that's why 1 put her up In that
hole™

“When vou find out who that feller
18 that Nan's skeered of, you ecan lay
your hand on the man that told Broth-
er Silag on youi But T wouldn't trou-
ble about It none, If I was youw"

The dinnee at Woodlawn that night
wis a stif and comfortless meal, as it
hod come to be with the taking on
of four-tined forks and the other con-
vaptions for which an onk-paneled din-
ing-room In an ornate brick mansion
gots the pace. Caleb Gordon was fath-
oms deep in the mechanical problems
of the day's work, ns was his wont
Silas Crafts was abstracted and silent,
Tom's food chaked him, ns It had need
under the sharp stress of things; and
the convalescent housemother remain-
ed at table only long enough to pour
the coflfee,

Tom excused himself a few minutes
later, and followed his mother to her
room, climbing the stair to her door,
leaden-footed and with hils heart ready
to hurst.

“Is that you, Thomas?" snld the gen-
tle volce within, answerlng his tap on
the ponel, “Come In, son; come In and
sit by my fire. It's right chilly to-
night.”

Thomas Jefferson entered and placed
his chalr so that she could not see him
without turning, and for many minutes
the sllence was unbroken. Then he
began, as begin he must, some tima
and In some way.

“Mammy,” he sald, feeling uncon-
sclously for the childish phrase, “mam-
my, has Uncle Silas been telling you
anything about me?"

“Something, Thomas, but not a great
deal. You have had some trouble with
Doctor Tollivar."

“Yea" <
*“] have known that for some little
time. Your uncle might have told me
more, but I wouldn't let him. There

bas never been anything between us to

break confldence, Tom. 1 knew you
would tell me yourself, when the time
‘ame."

“I have come to tell you to-nlght,
mammy. You must hear it all, from
beginning to end. It goes back a long
way—back to the time when you usczd
to let me kneel with my head In your
lap to say my gprayers; when you usod
0 thiok I was good. * * *"

The fire had died down to a few
glowing masses of coke on the grate
bars when he had finished the story of
hls wunderings In the valley of dry
bones. Through it all, Martha Gordon
had sat sllent and rigid, her thin hands
Iying claspsd In her lap, and her low
willow rocking-chalr barely moving at
the touch of her foot on the fender.

But when it was over; when Tom,
his volce breaking in spite of his ef-
forts to control it, told her that he
could walk In the way she had chosen
lor nim only at the price a consclous
hypoorite must pay, she reached up
quickly and took him In her arms and
wept over him as those who sorrow
without hope, erying agaln and again,
“O my son Absialom, my son, my son
Absalom! would God I had dled for
thee, O Absalom, my son, my son!"

CHAFTER XIV.

Onee In a lifetime for every young-
ling climbing the faclle or difficult slope
of the years there comes n day of real-
ization, of a sudden extension of vislon,
of Rublcon-erossing from the hither
shore of jovous and lrresponsible adal-
espence to that further one of con-
sclous grapplings with the adult faecs.

For Thomas Jefferson, grinding ten-
aclously in the Boston technleal school,
whither he had gone late In the win-
ter of Heersheban dlscontent, the
stream-crossing fell in the spring of
the panic year 1803, what time he was
21, a quarter-back on his college elov-
en, fit, hardy, studlois and athletic; a
pace-setter for his fellows and the
pride of the faculty, but still little more
than an overgrown, cara-fres boy In
his outlook on life. Glimpses there had
been over Into the Promised Land of
manhood, but the erimming cup of col-
lege work and play quaffeA In health-
giving heartiness Is the elixir of youth.
The spaculative habit of the boy slept
in the college undergraduate, The days
were full, ench of the things of itself,
and {f Tom looked forward to the
workaday future—as he did by times—
the boyish impatience to be at It was
gone. Chinwnssee Consolldated was
modérately progperous; the home let-
ters were mera chronicles of sleepy
Paradise. The skles were clear, and
the present was acutely present. Tom
studied hard and played hard; ate llke
an ogre and slept llke a log. And when
he finally awoke to find himself stum-
bling hewlldered on the bank of the
epoch-making Rublcon, he wams over
and across before ha could realize how
80 narrow a stream should All so vast
n chasm.

Tom recelved a lotter from hls fath-
er telllng of the financial crislis, his
fenr for the Chiawnsse Consolidated,
and nsking hls advice.

Tom found this letter In his mail-
box one evening after a strenuous day
in the laboratory; and that night he
sat up with the corpse of his later
boyhood, though he was far enough
from putting it that way. His father
witg in trouble, and the letter wans a
enll for help. It seemed vastly Incred-
Ible. Thomas Jefferson's ldeal of steady
courage, of Invineclble Human puls-
sance, was formed on the model of tha
stout-henrted old soldier who had
fought under Stonewnll Jackson., What
A trumpet blast of alarm must have
sounded to make such n man turn to n
raw recruit for help!

“It's up to me” he mused, “and 1'3
like to know what I've hean thinking of
all this time. YWhy, pappy's old! he
was 40 before I was bhorn. And I've
been here taking It easy and having
all sorts of a good time, while he's
been playing Bindbad to Duxbury Far-
ley's Old Man of the Bea, Coming,
pappy!"” he shouted;, and forthwith
flung himself down at the table to
write a letter that was to put new lifa
into a weary old man who was fighting
aguinst odds In the far-away South-
land.

The lone soldler was to take heart
of grace, remembering that he had a
son; remembering nlso that the son
was now A man grown, stout of arm,
stendy of head, and otherwise fighting-
fit. If the storm should come, the
watchword must be to hold on all,
keeping steerage-way on the Chlawas-
sea Consolldated craft at all hazards.
The June examinations were not far
off, and these disposed of, the man-
son would be rendy to lay hold. Mean-
while, let Caleb Gordon, In hls eapaclty
of princlpal minor stockholder, Insist
on & full and exact statement of the
company's affalrs, and—here the new
manhood asserted 1teelf boldly—Ilet that
statement, or a copy of It comea to
Boston by the first mall

To this letter there ‘was a grateful
reply In which Tom read with a smile
his father's half-bewlldered attempt to
get over to the new point of view, It
began, “Dear Buddy,” and ended, “Your
affectionate pappy,” but there was
man-to-man matter between the salu-

tation and the signatura, The Inquiry
into the affalrs of Chlawassee Consoll-
dnted had revealed littla or nothing
more than the general manager al-
ready knew. The president had turn-
ad the Inquiring stock-holder over o
Dyckman, the bookkesper, with In-
structions to give Mr. Gordon the full-
est possible information, and:

“Dyckman slid out of It, smooth and
casy-liks,"” Calem's letter went vn, "He
allowed he was mlighty busy, right
about then. Wouldn't ] just make my-
self at home and examine the books
for mysself? I reckon that was about
what Farley wanted him to do. I'm no
book expert, and I coulin't make head
or tall out of Dyckmun's spider tracks.
Looks to me llke all the books are goud
for Is to keep people from Anding
where the company 15 at. What little
I found out, young Norman told mea.
He says we're In & hols, and tne nrst
wagon-lond of dirt that comes along
will bury us out of aight"”

Tom, driven now with the closing
work of the college yeur, yet took time
to write another hesrtening letter to
the hard-pregsed old soldler, It hand
been his good fortune to win the Clark-
son prize for crucibly tests, and to
have gained thereby a speaking ac-
quaintance with the multimillionalre
iron king who had founded it. Mr.
Clarkson dld not belleve that the finan-
clnl storm would grow to panic slge.
As for himself, Tom thought the haz-
ard was less In the times than In the
Farleys. Father Caleh was to keep his
finger on the pulse of the main ofMee,
wiring Boston at the first sign of Its
weakening.

The Junior metallurgical was In the
thick of the June examinations whan
the catastronhe bhefell The hrief atory
of It came to Tom In the first dietated
letier he had ever recelved from his
father, and the tremulous shakiness of
the signature polnted cloquently to the
reason. Chianwarsses Consolidated was
out of blast—*"temporarily suspended,”
in the pleasant euphemism of the elder
Farley; the force, clerical and manual,
was discharged, with only Dyckman
left in the deserted South Tredegar of-
fices to answer questions; and the
three Farleys, with Major Dabney, Ar-
dea and Miss BEuphrasia, wore to spend
the summer in Burops.

Caleb wrote In some bitterness of
spirit. Though the Gordon holdings in
the company, increased from time to
time as the lron-master hid prosper-
ed, amounted to a little more than a
third of the capital stock, everything
had been done seoretly, The general
manager's own notlee of the shut-down
hnd come in the posted “Notice to Em-
ployes”  When the Farleys should
leave, he would be utterly helpless; on
thelr return they could repudiate ev-
erything he might do in their absenca,
Meantime, ruln waa imminent. The af-
fairs of the company ware In the ut-
most confusion; the treasury was emp-
ty, and there were no apparent assets
apart from the idle plant. Creéditors
were pressing;: the discharged work-
men, led by the white coal-miners,
were on the verge of riot; and Major
Dabney's royalties on the coal lands
were many months In arrears,

Tom rose promptly to the oceaslon,
and in all the stress of things found
spance to wonder how it chanced that
he knew instinctively what to do and
how to go about it. DBefore hia Infor-
mation was an hour old a rush tele-
gram had gone to his father, asking
from what port and by what steamer
the Farleys would sall; asking also
that certain documents be sent to &
given New York address by first mall.

This done, he lald the exlgencius
frankly before the examiners in the
technical school, praying for such len-
lency as might be extended under the
clrcumstances, Since all things aras
possible for an honor-man, beloved of
those whose mission It I8 to grind the
human weapon to its edge, the diflicul-
tles in this fleld vanished., Mr. Gordon
could go on with his examinations until
his presence was needed elsewhere;
and after the stressful moment was
pasged he could return and finish,

The return telegram from Gordonla
wad a day Iate. Knowing diplomncy
only by name, Cileh Gordon had gone
directly to Dyckmun for Information
regnrding the Farleys' movements.
Dyckman was polite to ‘the general
mannger, but unhappily he knew noth-
ing of Mr. Farley's plans. Caleb tried
elsewhere, and the little mystery thiek-
ened. At hig club, Mr, Farley had
spoken of taking n Cunarder from Boy-
ton; to & friend in the South Tredoegnr
Manufacturers' Association he had con-
fided his Intention of salling from Phil-
adelphia, But at the rallway ticket of-
flee he had engaged Pullman reserva-
tlons for six persong to New York.

This last was conclusive, as far us
It went: and Japheth Pettigrass sup-
plied the missing item. The Dabneys
and the Farfeys made one party, and
Japheth knew the steamer and the
galling date.

“Party will sall by White Star Line
Baltle, New York, to-morrow. New
York address, Fifth Avenus Hotel. Pa-
pers to your care 271 Broadway by
mall yesterday,” wns the message
which was signed for by the door-
keoper at the mines and metallurgy
examination room In Boston, late 1
the forenoon of the second day; and
Tom looked at the eclock, Nothing
would be gained by taking a traln
which would land him In New York
late In the evening: s0 he plunged
agaln Into the examination pool and
thought no more of Chlawasses Con-
golidated until his paper on qualitative
analysis had been neatly folded, dock-
eted and handed to the examiner,

(To be continued.)

Amblguoas,

*] wonder what the teacher meant
about the singing of my two daugh
ters.”

“What did he say?” .

“He sald that Mamle's volce was
good, but Maud's was better siill."-
Clevsland Leader

WANTED TO INFORM HIS WIFE

Timid Man Finally Dlscloses Knowl-
edge That His Mother-in-Law
Had Fallen in Water.

The other day, over at the swim
ming baths, a tim!ld and retiring-look-
lug man walted untl]l the superinten-
dent was disengaged, and then sald to

him;

"l do hate to give anyone trouble,
but have you got a long stick or & pole
of any kind you could lend me?™

“No, sir; 1 told you so ten minutes
1g0o,” snapped the overworked official.

“So you did,” replled the man, “but
1 thought I'd just ask once mare, |
think I've done my duty {n the matter.
Don't you think so?"

“What matter? What on earth are
you talking about?"

“Why, you see, my motherin-lnw
dived off there, at the desp end, about
half an hour ago, and as she hasn't

come up yet [ thought I'd like to tell
my wife that [ had Jabbed round on
the bottom for her for a while, any-
way; but If I can't, why, I suppose |
can't, that's all;” and, pensively writ-
Ing her address on a label to be tled
to the old lady, when she came up, the
consclentious man walked thought
fully away.

Papa's Speclalty.

“"Papa,” says the little son of the
judge who hns been glven a great deal
of newspaper mention because of his
decislon In & certaln famous case,
“mamma gays I've got 1o go (o bed
right after dinner tonight because 1
disobeyed her today."

“Well, Freddle, what can I do about
1t? You'll have to take your med}
cine™

“Huh! I'd think you would give
your little boy a writ of habeas con
pus, too!"—Judge

Mra, Newton—Do you notice any lm-
provement In your daughter's plano
playing?

Mrs. Hixxton—No; and [ notice that
there I8 no improvement in my huy
band's temper.

The Rival Belles,

He—1 really belleve Misa Highup
tried to cut us,

She (rival belle)—If she had tried
she would have succeeded. DIid you
ever ree such a hatchet-face?—New
York Weekly.

Had No Kick.
“Catch any fish?"
"Nope."
“petter luck next time
“I'm satisfled. I don’t care to ha
cheap fish Dbiting these expensive
flles.”

No Answer.

A lttla toy lerrier was running afy
er an express traln, barking and snap-
ping.

“Excnse me!" butted in a St. Dern-
ard. “What are you dolng?*

“I'm pursuing that —— . train,”
gnapped the Fyste.

“Yes, 1 know,” agreed the Iarge
eanine. "But what are you golng to

do with it when you eatch up?"
There are some fables that need
no morals,

- Haughty Cook.

*My dear, will you kindly ask that
haughty cook of ours to gtew some
tripe I brought home? 1 haven't the
nerve,”

“Where 18 the tripe?”

“She's looking at It now through her
lorgnetta.”

8hort on Currency.
“Did she marry the man who res-
cued her?”
“Yes, and now she's dlscovered that
her life was the only thing he ever
paved."

The Natural Suggestion.
*1 am all tled up In this affair with
my dressmaker.” '
“Has she been making you a hobble
skirt, too?™

Perhaps.,
“Got something for us?™ asked the
man, coming to the door,

WATCHING THE GREAT FLOCKS

Reading s About the Only Bolace of
the Lonely Sheep Herder's
Life,

Most of the sheep herders are great
readers. There is a big book store In
Casper, Wyo., which, Instead of re-
turning to the publishers unsold pe-
rlodicals, sells them to sheep herders
at & cents each, One of the owners
of the store {8 a sheepman.

There 18 an attorney practising law
In Cheyenne at present that studled
his books while herding sheep. Col-
lege men have been known to take a
profitable post-graduste course on the
sheop range, to thelr ultimate success
in life; but the general run of sheep
herders doesn't average up very well
It 15 the {lliterate sheep herders that
g0 crazy, says Everybody's, In the
sheep country sheepmen will tell you
that herders do not go crazy, and that
there ls nothing more elevating than
assoclation with sheep, or more broad:
ening than life upon the range. Pe
cullarities generally are not marked
thera. It ls notieeabls In Wyoming,
for example, that most men draw the
upper llp back from the teeth, expos-
ing them, rabbit fashion—a habit
doubtless due to the strong white llight
upon the vast stretches of treeless
land. They go grinning along through
mirth and tragedy allke, and the whita
plain grina back at them, nobody

counting it pecullar because It is com-
mon.

A Princely Famlily,

A recent periodical lllustration reys
roesents n gathering of a remarkable
family. HReuss Is a rich little prinei
pality of Germany containing about
440 square miles. A curlous fact In
relation to ita rulers I8 that all the
princes are named Henry., It was on
the occasion of the sllver wedding of
Henry XXVII that the pleture re
ferred to was taken. The numbering
goes on to a certaln time lmlit, and
then begina over agdln.

But the princes of the housa of
Reuss are notable for something be
sldes thelr system of nomenclature.
The famlly of Reuss ls one of the
few princely familles of Germany
whose history for the past three cen-
turles has been a good one.

“Porhaps,” says n German writer,
“no courtly house has for such a long
seriea of years produced such fine,
good, wise, excellent rulers; perhaps
no other German house rests on such
a firm, well-considered and lasting
baeis, Few houses have produced such
n number of sons distinguished In
war or politionl life; few territories
have such causes for content and hap
piness."—Youth's Companion.

Effect of Lightning Flash,

Sitting in a dark room at night with
A lghtning It storm coming on, the
observer of the eleetrical phenomena
will be unable to tell from which of
the compass points a blinding flash
comes, even if the room have four
windows to the four points of the
compasa. This, of course, provided the
shades be lowered sufficlently for the
possible bolt to escape the eye. The
roll of thunder following the flash
will be the first Intimation the ob-
gerver has of the storm direction,

Kspecially {a this fact marked after
the rain {8 falling heavily and when
tha raln drops become reflectors of
the light, giving the effect of sheet
lightning. At such times when the
skles seom sheets of flame, one may

| obgerve how this reflected light pene-

trates to every corner of a room with
a brillanes not equaled by summer
sunlight, The sunlight, coming In di-
rect rays Into a room, leaves Its ehad-
ow spots. The reflected lght of the
lightning stroke leaves the celling and
the floor equally llumined. Even thae
gmallest object may be pleked up from
under n bed or other furniture a little
ruised above the floor,

Bad Manners,

Complaints are common of the lack
of mannere In the young man of to-
day. In most Instances this may be
traced to want of training In enrly
vouth. You eannot begin too soon if
von want to make your son a gentle-
man In the hest sensa of the word.
From babyhood teach him to give in
to his slsters, because they are girls
and need considerntion. If he pulls
their hair or klcks them—for, alas!
smnll boya are often bullles—never
pnga over such an offense. Do not
allow any rudeness or dlgrepect. De-
mand courteous treatment, make him
bring you a chalr, open the door when
vou leave the room, walk on the outer
side of the pavement, and, In fact, be-
have to you as he will to other wo-
men In the future,

Judged by Hls Company.
»yes, sir,” snld old DeScadds, *T
fudge & man by the company he
keope.”
wphank you,” rejoined young Would-
bea,
“rhank me!" exclnlmed the old
man. “Why should you thank me?
“Excuse me,” sald the young man,
"but 1 thought you had in mind the
tact that I have been keeping com-

u‘n&nrmm-mymmmmmm-

year."—Boeton Bunday Post.




