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Wo wers nearlog the village, Hhe
wiped the mud from her prodiglous
noss and 1 wet ber handkerclief in o
pool of water and bolped ber to wash
it. Boon we saw two wen approachiug
us o the road. o a moment | ob
served thal ove was Mr. Horsce Dun.
kelberg; the other & stranger and & re
mnrkably handsome young wman e
wan, nbout twentydwo yonrs of sge
wod dreksod In the helght of fashlon,
1 remember so well hin tall, athietie
figure, hiy gray eyes, hin small durk
mwusthclie and his admirable waooers,
Both were appalled st the look of
Bally,

“Why, girl, what bas happened to |

you? her father usked

Then 1 snw what a playfol sonl wis |

Baully's. The glel wan u born aetpess,

“Heetn ridlog In the eountry,” sald
ahe, “In this Mr, Latour?"

“Ihin s Mr, Latour, Sally," sald her
father,

They sbook hands,

“l am gind to see you," mald the
alranger.

“They say 1 am worth seelng” sald
Bally, "This s my friend, Mr, Doynes,
When you are tired of seelng me, look
at him."

1 shook the hund he offered me,

“Of courss, we can't all be good
looking" Sally remarked with a wigh,
aa I her misfortune wore permanont,

Mr. Horace Duokelberg nod 1
Inughed heartliy——rfor 1 Lnd told him in
o whisper what had happens) 1o Bally
~while Mr, Latour looked a little em-
barransed,

“My face s not beautiful, but they
say that 1 bhave m good beart,” Sally
ananred the stranger,

They started on, T excused myself
and took n trall through the woods to
another rond. Just there, with Sally
waving her hand to me on [ stood for
o moment In the edge of the woods,
the curtaln falls on this bighly roman-
tie perlod of my life,

Unele Peabudy came for me that eve:
ning. It was about the middie of the
pext week that 1 received (hin letter
from Bally:

“Dear Bart: Mr. Latour gnve up
ond drove to Potsdam o the evenlng.

Ra') he had meet Mr, Parlah, |
' thnt he had seen enough of me,

RELPING UP WITH L, BTC, ETC

for our minister told as that he ln one |

wiate, He I very rlech and very bad,
they sy, 1 wonder If old Kate know |

| nbout him.  Her charm worked wel)
| anyway—didn't 11T My nose was sl
bt I the morning.  Borey that ¥
oan't meet you Saturdny.  Mother and
1 are packing up to go nway for the
summer,  Doa't forget me. 1 shinll b
thinking every duy of those lovely
things you sald to me. I don't know
what they will try to do with me, und
I doo't care. 1 renlly think as you do,
Bart, thit God hus morelod us (o each |
other |
“Yours forever, |

“SALLY DUNKELDERG™

How often 1 rend thowe words-—so |
like nil (he enreless words of (he
young !

CHAPTER XIM,
The Bolt Falle

Threo thmon that winter 1 hnd seen
Benjamiln Grimshaw followed by the
Sllent Woman clothed b 1agy and
polnting with her finger,

The trlal of Amos came on. e had
had “blood on i feet,” as they used
to say, all the way from Lickitysplit
to Lewls county In his flight, having
ettncked and slightly wonnded two
men with a bawlo knife who bad tried
to dotain blw ut Iuloy Lake, He bhad
nlso shot at an ofcer In the vielnily
of Lowyille, where hin nrrest was of-
feetedd, e had been lentified by oll
these mgn, and 5o his charncter an &
tesperate man had been establlihed.
This In connection with the sear on his
face nnd the teacks, which the bonts
of Amos Btted, and the broken gun
stock eonvineod the Jury of his gullt.

1 remember well the look of the
venerable Judge Cudy as he pro-
vounced the sentence of denth upon
hAmon Crimshow, A my of sunlight
slanting through n window In the Inte
afternpon fell upon hin graclons eouns

tenanee, shilning also, with the sofier
light of hisx spirll, Slowly, solonaly,

Kindly, he spoke the wards af doogm.

.

courtraom,

thon—that of nnger,

.

The Hilent Woman—as ragged aa
ever—win walting on the steps, Out
went her bony Nnger as he came down,
1 began to hope he woula stay—he  He turoed and struck at her with his
wan 8 good looking, but mother s | cube and shouted tn n sheill volee that
very glad that he weot, and so am I | T0g out like o trampet 1o his frenny
“Co 'way from me, Toke her awoy,
of the wickedest young wen o the somebody. [ean't stan’ It She's killln'

W

“Go 'Way From Me. Take Her Away.”

me. Take her away. Take hor away,

Take her away."”

His face turned purple and then
He recled snd fell headlong,
like n tree sovered from Its roots, and
loy stlll oo the hard, stone pavement,
1t seemed as I snow were fulllng ob
Iils face=dt grew so white, The Sileat
Wamtn stood as still as he, polutlag
ot him with her fager, her look un-
changed.  People came runanlng townrd
w1 Hifted the head of Mr, Grimshaw
and lald It on my knee. Tt felt like the

el _of e stringer In Natileroad.
Plla Kate bent over and looked ot the

eyelidn of the man which futieresd

white,

fulofly and were still,

“Dead I she muitered,

Then, ax if her work wers fAninhed,
she turned and made her way through
the erowd and wolked wowly down
the street.  Mon stood axide o let her
pasw, an If they feit the power of her
saphrit and feared the touch of her gar.
ments.

Two or three men bad ron to the
bouse of the nearest doctor, The erowd
thickened, As I sat looking down at
the dead fuce o my lap, & lawyer who
tad eome out of the courtroom pressed
near o and bent over uad looked at
(he wet eyes of Benjamin Orimahaw
and #ald : [

“Ehe foored him at lnst, T knew she
would. He tried not to see her, bot T
tell yo that bony old fnger of hers
burnt & hole In him. He couldn't stond
i T knew he'd blow up some day up- |
der the struln. Bhe got hiw at Inst,™

“Who got bim 7" another askod,

“Rovin' Kote. She killed him point
g her finger at hlm—so* |

*Ehe's got an evil eye, Everybodyn
afrnld o the erazy ol' trollope”

“Nonsense! She Inn't half s cruzy
ne the most of un” sald the Inwyer,
“In 1y opinlon she had 8 good reason
for poluting her finger ot thet man. |
She catse from the sama town he did |
aver In Vermont, Ye dou't know what |
happened there.™ |

The doctor artived. The erowd
mode wiy for him, He koelt beside '
e stlll figure und made the tests, He
roke wud shook Lis head, saying: |

“It's wll over, Lel one o' these bhoys |
gt down and bring the undertaker.”

Benjamin Grimahaw, the richiest man
‘o the townshlp, was dend, and | have
el to hegr of nny mourners,

Three days later 1 saw hls budy low-
el luto Itx grave. The Hitle, broken-
‘pirited wife stood there with the
mme sud smile on her face thet | had
noted when | Arst saw her in the hilly,
Rovin' Knte was there In the clothes
he hod wora Christingy doy, Ehe was
srently changed. Her halr was nently
pembed. - The wild look had left her
vyes, She was Hke one whose haek 1%
relleved of a henvy burden. Her lips
moved o8 she seattered little red
quares of paper into the grave. T sup
pose they thought It a erazy whim of
hers—ihey who saw her do it 1
thought that 1 understood the curlous
Wit of symbaltsm and so did the school-
magter, who stood beslde me, Doubt-
fons the pleces of puper numbered ber
CUrscs,

*The scarlet sins of his youth mre
Iying down with hm In the dust"
Hacket whispered na we walked away
together.

(END OF BOOK TWO,)
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BOOK THREE

Which Is the Story of the Chosen
Ways.
CHAPTER XIV,
Uncle Peabody’s Way and Mine.
It 15 a bad thing to be under & heavy
hligatlon to ont's self of which, thank
o, I am now acquitted. 1 have
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mown men who were thelr own worst
weditors,  Everything they earned
venl swiftly to satiafy the demnnds
f vanity or pride or appetite. 1 have
con them literally put out of house
nd home, thrown neck and crop lnto
he street, as It were, by one or the
ither of these beartless creditors—
ach a grasping usurer with unjust
Inims,

I remomber that Rodoey Barnes
«ulled for my chest and me that fine
nornlug In early June when | was to
40 back to the hills, my year's work In
ithool belng ended. I elected to walk,
ind the schoolmaster went with me
five miles or more mcross the flats to
‘he slope of the high country,

“Soon the senstor will be coming™
he remarked, *“I have a long letter
from him and he asks about you and
your aunt and unele. I think that he's
fond o' you, boy."

“I wigh you would let me know when
lie comen”™ 1 sald,

"I am sure he will let you know,
and, by the way, I have heard from
noother friend o' yours, my lnd. Ye're
a lucky one ta have so many friends—
sure ye are. Here, I'll show ye the
letter. There's no reason why 1
shouldn't. Ye will know its writer,
probably, I do not”

S0 saying be handed me this letter:

“Canterbury, Vt.,

“June L
“Dear Bir—I am interested In the
boy Barton Baynes. Good words about
him have been flylng around lke
plgeons.  When school Is out T wonld
like to hear from you, what ls the rec
ord? What do you think of the soul
In him? What kind of work Is best
for 1t? If you will let me maybe I
ean help the plnns of God m Uttle, That
0 | 18 my business and yours. Thanking
0% | vou for rending this, I am, as ever,

“God's humble servant,
"KATE FULLERTON)"

*Why, this {8 the writlng of the BI-
lent Woman," 1 gald before I had read
the letter half through.

“Rovin' Kate?" "

“Roving Kate; I never knew her oth-
er name, but I saw her handwriting
long ago."

“But look—this 18 & neatly written,
well-worded lettor an' the sheet 13 as
white nnd clean as the new snow, Un-
ennny womnn! They say she carrles
the power o' God In her right hand.
80 do all tha wronged."

“T wonder why Kate Is asking about -

me," I sald,

“Never mlod the reason. She Is your
‘rlend and let us thank God for it
Think how she came to yer lelp In the
p | old barn an' say & thousund prayers,
[} | my lod
§| Taving come to the first fight of
§ | the aplands, be left we with many a

kind word—how much they mean to’
# boy who'ls choosing his way with a

1 reached the warm welcome of our
litle home Just In tme for dinner.
They were expectiog me and It wan a
reguiar company dinoer—chicken ple
and strawberry shortenke,

How well I remember that hour with
the doors open and the sun shinlag
brightly on the blossoming felds and
the Joy of man and bird and heast In
the return of summer and the falk
about the lote vislt of Alma Jones und
Mr. and Mm Lincolnl

While we were eating | told them
uhout the letter of old Kate,

“Fullerton!” Aunt Deel exclalmed.
“Are yo wure that was the name, Bart 7"

“Tea"

"Ooodness groclous sakes allve!”

8he’ and Uncle Peabody gave esch
other looks of surprised loquiry,

“Do you know anybody by that
nume? | anked.

"We deed 10" anld Aunt Deel as she
cesummed her eating  “Can't be abe's
me o the Bam Fullertons, enn ¥

"Oh, prob'ly not," said Uncle Pen-
body. “Back East they's wore Fuller-
tots *han ye could shnke a stick a”

A week lnter we had our raising.
Uncle Penbody did not want a public
ralsing, but Aunt Deel had had her
way. We had hewed und mortized and
bored the tmbers for our new home.
The nelghbors cume with plkes aod
lielped to tnlse and stoy aod cover
them. A great amonnt of human kind
ness went Into the beams aod mfters
of that home and of others ke 1t 1
knew thal The Thing was still alive
In the nelghborhood, but even that
rould not paralyze the helpful hands of
those people, Indesd, what was sald
af my Uncle Pesbody wss pothing
more or less than s kind of convensa.
tonal firewood. 1 eannot think that
uony one really belleved It
We hod a cheerful doy. A barrel of
hard eider hnd been set up In the doar-
yard, and I remetnber that some drank
It too freely, The heo-hee of the men
us they lifted on the pikes and the
soutd of the hammer nnd beetle rang
In the alr from morning until night
Mrs. Rodney Barnes and Mrs. Dorothy
cnme to help Aunt Deel with the coak-
Iog nnd a great dioner wes served on
an Improvised (able In the dooryard,
where the stove was set up. The
shingles pnd sheathes and elaphoard
were on before the day ended.

Uncle Peabody and 1 put in the

fioors and sinlrway snd partitions.
More than once in the days we wore
working together I tried to tell him
what Sally had told me, but my cour-
age falled.
The day came, shortly, when I hnd
to speak out, and | % the stralght
way of my duty ns needle of the
compnss poloted. 1t was the end of
n summer day and we had watched the
dusk fill the valley and come creeping
up the slant, sinking the bowlders und
thorn tops In Its flood, one by one. As
we sat looking out of the open door
thit evening I told them what Sally
had told me of the evil report which
had traveled through the two towns.

“Damn, little souled, barrer cob-
tracted—" Uncle Peabody, speaking In
n low, sad tone, but with deep feeling,
cut off this highly promising oplnlon
before It was hlf expressed, and rose
and went to the water pall and dronk.

“As long as we're honest we don't
care what they say,” he remarked as
he returned to his chalr,

“If they won't belleve us, we ought
to show ‘em the papers—ayes sald
Aunt Deel.

“Thuoder an' Jehu! 1 wouldn't go
‘round the town tryin’ to prove that |
alo't o thiet,” snld Uncle Peabody, "It
wouldn't make no differ'nce. They've
got to have somethin' to play with.
It they want to use my name for &
bean bag let 'em as long &s they do It
when I alo't lookin', I wouldn't won-
der If they got sore hunds hy an' by."

I never heard him speak of It agalo.
Indeed, although I knew the tople was
often In onr thoughts It wos never
mentioned in our home but once after
that, to my knowledge.

We sat for a loog time thinking as
the night came on.

That week a Jetter came to me from
the senator, announcing the day of
Mrs. Wright's arrival In Canton and
ssking me to meet and aasist her in
getting the house to rights. I did so.
She was a pleasant-faced, amiable
woman and n most enterprising house

| Remember My First Task Was Mend-
Ing the Wheelbarrow.

cleaner. 1 remember that my first
task was mending the wheelbarrow.
“T dou't know what Bllas would dn

If he were to get home and find his
wheelbarrow broken," sald she, “It Ig
almost an lnseparable companlon of

growing sense of loncliness !

h!.!f“

[t win s wey of saying them At
Iﬂul mude we feel the dignity and
mujosty of the law, The kind and fa-
therly tone of his woles pul me 1a
mind of thatl supremest court which
In wbove All question and which was
wwiftly to enter Judgment in this mols
ter und In others reiated to IL

Klowly the erowd moved out of the
Benjamip Grimshaw rose
end calmly whisperod to his luwyer.
He bud not spoken to W sou or
wetmed 1o notice him soce e el
biadl begun, vor did he now, Masuy had
whed tearn that duy, but not e, Mr,
Urlimnhaw never showed but one emo
He wan mngry
now, Hin fuce was hard and stern. He
wittered nn he walked out of the
courtroom, bl cane briskly beatlog the

The schoolmaster and his family
were fishing and camplng upon the
tiver, and so T lived ot senator's
house with Mrs, Wright and her moth-
untll he arrived, What & wonderful

1t was, In my view! 1 was awed
by s size and splendor, it soft car-
and mabogany.

T

|Hals
H
Es;%; Ei
%ggaggrg
3555 3

“Latin (I always mentioned  the

Latin first), algebra, arithmetic, gran-
niar, geography and history."

e nsked sbout my nunt and uncle
#nd 1 told him of all that had befallen@
ut, save the one thing of which I had
spoken only with bim snd Sally.

*1 shall go up to see them soon,” he
sald,

The people of the litle village had
learned that he preferred to be let
alone when be bad just returned over
the long, wearisome way from
scene of his labors. Ho we
evening lo ourselves,

Mrs, Wright, belng weary
day's work, went to bed esrly and, at
his request, T sat with the senator by
the fire for an hour or so.

:E

and gave me advice and encournge-
ment which have hed a marked effect

He told me that a lawyer was elther a
pest or a servant of justice and that
his chlef alm uhould be the promotion

I made out the statemeént very neat-
ly ond carefully snd put It In hls
hands.

“That ls well done,” sald be. *T shall
wish you to stay untll the day after to-
motrow, if you will. So you will please
add another day." 5

1 amended the statement and be patd
me the handsome sum of seven dollars,
1 resaember that after I went to my
room that night I stitched up the open-
ing In my Jacket pocket, which con-
talned my wealth, with the needle and
thrend which Anot Deel had put ln my
bundle, and slept with the jacket un-
der my mattress.

CHAPTER XV.

| Use My Own Compass at a Fork In
the Road.

Bwiftly now 1 move across the bor-
der Into manhood—a serlous, eager,
restless manhood, It was the fashion
of the young those daye.

Mr, Wright came up for a day's flah-
Ing in July, My uoncle and I took him
up the river.

While we ate our luncheon he de-
scribed Jackson and spoke of the fi-
mous cheese which be had kept on &
table in the vestibule of the White
House for his callers. He described
his fellow senators—Webster, Clay,
Rives, Calhoun and Benton, I remen:
ber that Webster was, In his view, the
least of them, although at his best the
greatest orator. We had s delightful
day, and when I drove back to the vil-
lage with him that night he told me
that I conld go Into the office of Wright
& Baldwin after harvesting.

“It will do for a start,” he sald. "A
little later I shall try to fnd a better
place for you."

My life went on with lttle In It
worth recording until the letter came.
1 speak of It as “the letter," because
of its effect upon my career. It was
from Bally, and It sald:

“Dear Bart: It's all over for a long
time, perhaps forever—that will de-
pend on you. I shall be true to you,
If you really love me, even If T have to
walt many, many years, Mother and
father saw and read your letter, They
sy we are too young to be thinking
about love and that we have got to
slop 1t.- How ean 1 stop it? I guess I
would bave to stop lviog. But we
shall have to depend upon onr mem-
orles now. 1 hope that yours Is ns
good ms mine. Father says no more
letters without his permission, and he
stnmped his foot 5o hard that 1 think
he must have made a dent In the floor.
Talk nbout slavery—what doyou think
of that? Mother says that we must
wult—that It would make father a
great deal of trouble If It were known
that 1 allowed you to write. 1 guesa
the sonl of old Grimshaw Is still fol-
lowing you. Well, we must streteh out

| that lovely day as far as we can. On

the third of June, 1844, we shall both
be twenty-one—and I suppose that we
can do &8 we please then. The duy
15 n long way off, but T will agree to
meet yon that day at eleven In the
morning under the old ploe on the
river where I met you that day and
you told me that you loved me, If
elther or both should dle our souls will
know whera to find each other, If
you will solemnly promise, write these
words and ouly these to my mother—
vinelt. but An mot slen
Amour omnia bui ALY

T DAma.
» Continued next week
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