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CHAPTER XVI,
The Man With the Beythe.

Tt wan lnte ln June before 1 was ablo
to disengoge myself from the work of
the judge's oMee. Meanwhile there
hnd been blood ahed back In the hilly,
Ooe of the sherlff's posss had been we-
verely wounded by a bullet and had
fulled to serve the writs. The Judge
lind appealed to the governor. People
wero talking of “the rent war."

What a joy entered my heart when
1 wan aboard the steambont, at last,
and o my way to all most dear 1o mel
An 1 entered Lake Champlaln 1 con-
sulted the wap and declded to leave
the hoat at Chimney Polnt to find Kate
Fullerton, who bad written to the
achoolmanter from OCanterbury, My
sunt had sald In & letter that old Kate
was living there and that a great
change had come over her. 8o I went
suhare nud hired n horse of the ferry-
mAD.

I passed through Middiebury and
rode Into the grounds of the ecollege,
where the senator had been educated,
and on out 1o Weyhridge o soe where
he had lved as n hoy. 1 found the
Wrelght  homestead—a  comfortable
white house at the head of n beautiful

valley with wooded hills behind it |

apd rode up to the door, A white
hulred old lady In a black Ince cap

|

told me all wbout you o his lottera,
Ho writes to wo svery week, Come
and st down"

We nnt down together on the porch,

“Blinn wrote In hla last letter that
you were golng to lsve yoyr fituce In
Coblexkill" she continued to my wur-
prine.  “He snid that he wan gind you
hid decided not to way.”

It wan foyful news to me, for the
senntor's sllence hnd wortded me and 1
badl hegan to think with alarm of my
future,

“1 wish that he would take you fo
Washington to help him. The poor
man lus too much to do”

“T should think It a great privilege
to go" 1 answerod,

"My boy llkes you," sha went on,
“You have boen brought up Just as he
wan, T used to rend to hlm every eve
ning when the eandlon were Ht. How
hard he worked to wake n man of him-
self | 1 bave known the mother's Joy,
I enn traly say, ‘Now lot (hy servast
depart In ponce"

“ipar mine eyen have seen thy wale
vation,' " 1 quoted,

“You see I koow much about you
and much shout your aunt and uncls,”
snld Mrs. Weight,

Bhie loft me for o moment and soon
the whole household wos  guihered
about me on ihe poreh, the men hav
Ing come up from the Delds, They put
my horse ln the barn snd pressed me
to wtay for diuper, which I did. As 1
waR golng the gentle old lady guve
me o palr of mittens which ber distine
Eulslizd son had worn during bis last
wintor In college. 1 remomber well
how tenderly sho Lnndled thew!

“T hope that Bilas will get you to
help him"—~those were the lase wotds
;he sald to me wheo 1 bade ber good:

¥
Ihe shndows weee long when 1 got
to Canterbury, At the head of Ha
maln wteeet 1 looked down upon o vil-
luge greon and sorie fine old elma. It
wak o singulaely quict place, 1 stopged
In front of & big white meeting house,
An old man was mowing in Its grave
yard near the highway, Slowly he
wuung his seyihe

Do you know where Eate Fullerton

was witting on ita porch looking out [ MY T" I nnked.

At the sunlit Aelds,

“Ia thin where Senator Wright lived
whaet be was a boy 7”1 askedy

“Yea, alr," the old lady nnswered.

*I sm from Canton."

Ehe ross from her chalr.

“You from Canton!" she exclnimed,
“Why, of all things! That's where my

HWell, 1t purty lkely that T do," he | o e gy i
od. Suy, he knew all about God's

answered ax he stood resting on his
senth, “T've llved seventytwo yenrs
on this hill come the fourteenth day o
dune, an’ If I dido't know where she
lived I'd bo ‘shamed of 1t. Do you soe
that blg house down there In the
treea )"

1 conld ses the place at which he

boy's home s, I'm glad to see you. Go | polnted far back from the village stroet

an' put your horse In the bary"

In the valley below us, the house neat-

1 dlsmounted and she come near me, | 1y hidden by il evergreens,
“Hiisn Wright I8 my boy." she sald, |

W ag M ] .n!w(‘l‘!‘d‘

“No, sir—not eggzacly, Tie's dyin’
there—been dyin' there far two sear
er more, By gosh ! 108 wonderfyl how
hird 'iix fer some folks to quit breaths
In', Bay, be you any o his tumily 1™

Ko

“Nor no friend o' hist"

Mol

"Caurse not, He never had a friend
In hiv life—too mean! He's (o0 mean
(o e, mistor—ton mean fer hell an' 1
wouldn't wonder—honest, 1 wouldn't—
mehbe that's why God Ie keepit' him
here=Jewt to meller Mm up s ks
Boy, mister, be you in a hurry?

“No."

“Say, hitch yer hoss an' come In
bare, 1 want to show ye suthin'”

1 dismounted and hitched my horss
o the tence and followed him into the
old chorchynrd, between weather-
stnined mosmy hendstones and graves
overgrown with wild roses. Near the
far end of these thick-sown scres he
sopped.

“Here's where the buryin' begun,”
aid my guide. “The fArst hole In the
bl was dug for a Fullerton”

There were many small monuments
and slabs of marble—some spotted
with lchens and all In commemoration
of departed Fullertons,

“Say, look a' that," sald my guide as
he pulled awide the stem of a leafy
brier red with roses, “Jest read that,
mister"

My keen eyes slowly spelled oul the
time-worn words on a slab of stained
marble:

Bacred 1o the mamary of
Katharine Fullerton
ATHT- Liog

“Procinim his Waord In every place
That they are dead who fall from graoe”

A dork shadow fell upon the hotise
of my soul and I heard a loud rapplog
at Its door which confused me untll,
looking out, I saw the strange truth of
the matter, Rose leaves and blossoms
necmed to be trying to hide It with
thelr beauty, but In valn,

“1 understand,” 1 sald.

“No ye don't. Leastways T don't be-
lieve ye do—not correct. Bquire Ful-

work In done”

Wa mt down logether and he went
on a8 follows:

“IAA yo ever see Kats Fallerton t*

b ('

*No ye didn't, nother, Yer too young.
Molibe yo seets ber when she wan old
an' broke down, bot that wa'n't Kate
a0 more'n I'm Bl Tweedy, which 1
pin't. Kante wae an handsome an &
golden robiln,  Halr yellor as his broast
an' foet as spry on hiv wings an' o
volee A8 wweat an hiv song, an' eyes as

bright e hix'n—yls, sir—ye muldn't|

bent bher for looks. That was years
and years ngo, Her mother died when
Knte wan ten year old—there's her
grave In there with the sickle an' the
shenf an' the portry on 1. That was
unfort'nit an’ no mintake, Course the
squire married ag'in bhut the new wife
wa'n't no kind of & mother to the girl,
an' you know, mister, thers was a
young scoundrel here by the names o
Grimshare, Fis father was o rich man
—gwned the cnoper ahop an' the saw.
mill an’ the tannery an' o lot o cleared
fand down In the valley. He kep' com-
p'ny with her fer two or three year.
1hen all of & sudden folks began to
lalk—the women In  particler. Ye
know men Invented hell an' women
keep up the fire. Kate didn't look right
o ‘em, Fust we knew, young Grim-
shisw had dropped her an' was keeply'
otop'ny with another gal—yls, alr, Do
ye know why?"

Before [ could poswer he went on:

*No ye don't—leastways I don't be-
fleve ye do, It was "cause her father
was richer'n the sgulre an' had prom-
(sed his gal ten thousan' dollars the
tay she was married. All of & sude
den Kate disnppeared. We didn't know
what had bappened fer a long time.

“One day the ol squire got me to dig
this grave an’ put up the headstone an'
then he tol' me the story. He turned
the poor gal out o' doors, God o
Israel! It was In the night—yis, sir—
It was In the night that he sent her
away. Goldarn him! He difo't have
no more heart than a grasshopper—no,
sir—not a bit. 1 conld 'u' brained him
with my shovel. but I didn't,

lerton dug a grave here an' had an
empty cofn put tnto It away back In
1800, It menns that he wanted cver:‘l
body to understan’ that his glrl whs
Jost the same as dead to bim an' to

wishos—that man, Gosh! He hos
aent more folka to hell than there are
In It, T gueas. Say, mister, do ye know |
why he sent her there?”

1 shook my hend.

“Tis yo do, too. It's the same ol'|
thing that's been sendin' women to
hell ever since the world begun, Yo
know hell must 'a’ been the lovention |
of & mun—that's sartin—an' It was
mostly fer women ap' c!llltimt—!hgl‘ll

"I found out where the gal had gone
an' 1T follered her—yis T did—found
ber In the poorhouss way over on
Pussley Hill—uh huh! She Jes' put
ber arms ‘round my neck an’ cried an'
erled. 1 guess ‘twas ‘cause I looked
kind o' friendly--uh huh! 1 tol' her
the should come right over to our
house an' stay jest ns long as she
wanted to as soon as she got well—
vis, alr, 1 did,

“She was sick all summer long—
kind o' out o' her head, ye know, an' I
nsed to go over hossback an' take
things fer ber to eal. An' one day

|when | was over there they was won-

derin' what thev was goln' to do with

I Took It In My Arms.

an' Il be gol dummed 1f It 4ido't grab
hold o' my nose an' hang on like &
puppy to a rool. ‘When they tried to
take it away it grabbed its fingers (nto
my whiskers an' hollered like a pan-
ther—yis, slr. Wal ye know I Jes'
fetched that little baby boy home ln
my arms, ay th! My wife scolded me
flke Bam Hill—yls, sir—she had five
of her own. 1 tol’ her ( was goln' to
take it back in & day er two but after
it had been In the house three days ye
couldn't ‘a’ pulled it away from her
with a windlass,

"We brought him up an' he was al-
woss a good boy. We ecalled him
Enoch—Enoch Rone—did ye ever hear
the namet’

-IMI
“1 didn't think ‘twas lkely but 'm
alwuss hopin',

“Early that fall Kate got befter an’

left the poorhouss afoot. Went away |

somewheres—nobody koew  where,
HRome sald she'd crossed the lake an'
gone away over Into York state, some
sald ste'd drowned herself. By'm by
we heard that she'd gone way over
Into 8t Lawrence county where Bllas
Wright lives an' where young Grim-
shaw had settled down after he got
married,

“Wal, ‘bout five year ago the squire
suried his second wife—there ‘tls over
In there back o' Kate's with the lttle
speckled angel on ft. Nobody had seen
the squire outside o' his house for
vears untll the funeral—he was crip-

sixth night,
ments of the year,

Private Peat

The famous little Canadian suthor and lecturer is coming on  the
It is one of the most notable lecture engage-
“Two Years in Hell and Back
With & Smile" is the grentest story of the war,

Lewis Military Quartet

Four big voices from Camp Lewis. This quartet was the pride
of theJggreat northwest cantonment--every member A
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Chautauqua Days Are Coming Soon

Chautauqua brings the world to your door, It is a week of splendid constructive lectures, of exceptionally fine music and of the best
entertainment the country affords. The seven days will mean much to you and your community. Attend on the season ticket plan---
26 events for $2.50--less than 10c apiece. After 6 p. m. of the opening day tickets advance to $3.00. BUY YOURS TODAY.

THE WEEK’S PROGRAM

Tuesday  evening—Opening Ex l
eroises and mnnouncements,

Musieal Fun Program—MeDon-
ough-Esgleston Co.

Lecture—The Riddle of the Rus-
sinn Revolution—Dr. Joseph Clare,

Wedneaday morning— Lecture—
Chautauqua Dirfetor,

Prelude—Filliun Concert Party.
Lecture—Worlds in the Making

~Dr, A, D, Carpenter

don, Impersonator
Junior Chautauqua

Recital Artists.

bell

(imera's Czecho-Slovak Band
Junior Chautaugua

Evening, Musicale—Mary Adel
Hays, Colored Soprano, Assisted by

Lecture—The United States at
the Peate Conference—Ida M. Tar-

Saturday afternoon Concert—

Edward
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the ol squire wanted Lo ses
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that's & fact. Wal, one day las'
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wulre had the palsy, =0 't he
et his hands an' hls
yred—couldn't speak
Where do ye suppose he was when
‘ound himT"

“In bed " 1 asked.

"No, #ir—po, sires! He was In hell
~that's where he was—reg'lar ol' fash.
ooed, down-east hell, burnin’ with fire
iy’ brimstun, that he'd had the agency
or an' had recommended (o every sin-
er io the peighborhood. He was set-

< in his room. God o' lsr'el! You
rto *a’ seen the motions he made with
hls hands an' the way he tried to
speak when I weot [n there, but all T

Czecho-Slovak Band

From Bohemia, land of the CzechoSlovaks, comes this splendid
musical organization headed by Jaroslav Cimera, one of the
great band direstors of his native land. Inthe East they-
have achieved notable successes.

Cafarelli, soloist, presenting Echemian songs;

Edward F. Trefz, formerly assistant to Hoover in Food Adminis-

rould hear was Jest a long yell an’ 8
(dind of a rattle in his throat. Heavens
an’ alrth! how desperit he tried to
eplt out the thing that was gnawin'
|his vitals. Ag'ln an' sg’ln he'd try 10
tell me. Lord God! how he did work "
| “All to onee it come acrost me what
he wanted—quick as ye conld say seat.
He wanted to have Kate's headstun
took down an' put sway—that's what
he wanted. The stun was kind o' lay-
In' on his stammick an' palnin’ of him
day an' night. He conldo't stan' it.
He knew that be was goin' to die purty
soon an' that Kate would come here
an' #ee It an' that everybody would
see ber staodin’ here by her own grave,
an' it worrled him, It was kind o' Uke
& fire o his belly.
“T guess, to, he couldo't bear the
e of layin’ down for his las’ sleep
de that bell hole he'd dug fer Eate
sir!
Continued next week

Madame He'en

F. Trefz

tration work, aed member of the American Food Mission sent
to Europe in 1918, comes with & remarkable lecture on
reconstruction problems. Second night only.
Hear Trefz by all means.

Evening— (1) Grand Concert—
Cimera's Czecho-Slavak Band,

{b) Bohemian Folk Scngs—Mad-
am Cafarelli, Assisted by Czecho-

golofst who has achieved distinetion in the mu-
gloal world. Two concerts on the third
diry which you will remember

Junior Chautaugua
Evening—Prelude—Fillion Con-
vert Party

pleasurably for months, :

26—BIG EVENTS—26 |

Artists,

Mary Adel Hays

The noted New York coloratura soprano, Mary Adel Hays comes
on the fourth night assisted by her company of Recital
This recital is an event of cardinal
importance to all lovers of the
best in musie

Apollo Concert Company

The Apollos, five genuine musical artists, close Chautauqua with
two great programs, T hey feature the big Apollophone,
concert instrument extraordinary. One of the best
known musical companies before the public.

DALL

Lecture—And Now—What—Ed-
ward F, Trefz

Thursday morning., Lecture—
American Girls Amerieanism—Mrs,
Robert C. MeCredie

Afternoon, Prelude—Lewis Mili-
tary Quartette

Inspirational Lecture—The Ad-
vantages of a Handicap—Dr. Elli-
ott A, Boyl

Junior Chautaugqua

Evening. Concert Prelude—Lew-
{s Military Quartette,

Dramatic ¥Reading—Turn to the
Right—Edwin Whitney

Friday morning. Lecture--Mad.
am France—Miss R. Louise Fitch

Afternoon, Prelude—Recital Art-
jats
Entertainment—Elsie May Gor-

Slovak Band
Sunday afternoon.
The Regneirs

—W. L, Mellinger
Junior Chautauqua

Back with a Smile—Private Pete
— Apollo Concert Co.
ment—Junior Chautauquans

cert Co.

Poor

the day,

Prelude —

Lecture— Misunderstood  Mexico
Evening. Prelude—The Regniers
Lecture—Two Years in Hell and
Monduy afternoon, Entertainment
Pageant—"'Uncle Sam's Experi-
Evening. Concert—Apollo Con.

[Nlustrated Lecture—Closing
Days of the War—Henry Warren

On Sunday the concert is in every
way consistent with the character of

26--BIG EVENTS—26

Season Ticket Prices: Adults $2.50, Students $1.50, Children $1.00

War Tox nol included.

AS, OREGON, JULY 15-21

“Turn to the Right’

The big metropolitan sugcess, “Turn to the Right” will be pre-
gented at Chautauque by Edwin M. Whitney,, America's
greatest intespreters of plays, Mr. Whitney haswona
distinet place on the platform and his coming is
one of the "high Iights™ of the week.

War Pictures

Henry 'Warren Poare brings en intensely interesting lecture on
the closing days of the war and the dawn of peace,
trated with the latest Under woodand Underwood photos
in addition to his own splendid ollection scured
duringy two trips over £eas,

1lius-

Single admissions amount to more than $7.00




