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“KATE FULLERTON"
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(Cuprright, I, Lrving Daobalier)

Next worning | went down jnte tne
main street of the villuge before leay-
Ing for home, 1 wanted to se¢ how It
Toukod aud, to be quite frank, I wanted
some of the pqoph of Canton to seo
how 1 looked, for my clothes were of
the best cloth and cut In the Intest
fshion, Many stopped me and shook
my hand—men and women who had
never nolleed me before, but there was
& quality in thelr smiles that 1 didn't
quite enjoy. 1 know now that they
thought me a little too grand on the
outslde, What o storn-souled 1ot (hose
Yopkeen weral “AlL ain't gold that
ghitters How of i T had heard that
veralon of the old wolto!

“Why, you look ke the senntor
when he I Just gittin' home from the
tapltal,” snid Mr. Jenlson,

They were not yot willlng to tuke
e at the par of my appearance,

1 st Betwy Price—one of my schools
mates—on the street, Bhe was very
cordial and told ma that the Dunkel
beegs had gone 1o Bartoge, .

# %] got o lotter from Bally this moro.
ing" Betsy went on. “She sald that
young Mr. Latour wan at the same ho-
tel and that he and her father wers
good friends”

1 wondor If who really snjoyed stick-
ing this thorn into my flesb—a thorn
which mude It diMeult for me to fols
low the ndvice of the schoolmuster aud
robbed me of the Nttle pence I might

bave enjoyed, My falth In Sally wave
ered up and down until it settled at
s wonted level and renssured me,

It wan n perfect summer wmorning
and 1 enjoyed wy walk over the famll
far rond and up toto the bl country.
The blrdi secined to king & welcome
' to me, Men and boys 1 had kuown
waved thelr hats in the hayfelds and
looked at mo, ‘There are few plens:
Ures In this world like that of a boy,
getting home after o long absence,

My heart beat fast when T aaw the
bouse and my unele and Purvis coming
In from the twenty-acre lot with a
fond of bny. Aunt Deel gtood on the
troot steps looklng down the road,
Now and then her waving handker
chlef went to hor eyes, Uncle Pens
body came down the standard off his
Toad and walked toward me,

“Bay, stranger, have you seen any:
thing of a feller by the oame o' Bart
Baynes?" ho demanded.

“Have you?" I asked.

“No, sir, T ain't, Gosh a'mighty!
Sny ! what hiave ye done with that boy
of our'nt™

#What have you dona to our houset"
1 nsked again.

“Bullt on an addition.”

“That's what I've done to your boy,"
T answered,

“Thunder an' lightnin'l How you've
rotked the roof " he exclalmed as ho

“Thunder an' Lightnin'l How You've
Ralsed the Roofl™

grabhed my satchel. Dressed ke &
statesman an' bigger'n a bullmoose,
1 ean't 'fastle with you no more. But,
say, 111 run yo & race, I can beat yo
an' carry the satchel, too."

We ran pell-mell up the lane to the
stop like & pale of chilldren,

Aunt Deel did not spenk, Bhe just
put her arma pround me and lnld her
denr old head upon my breast. - Uncle
Poabody turned away, Then what &
allence! Of In the edge of the wood:
‘Iand 1 heurd the fatry flute of & wood-
thrimh, !

“Purvis, you drive that load on the
'floor an' put up the hosses" Uncle
Peabody shouted in & moment, "It
you don't llke It you can hire ‘nother
man. I won't do no more (il after
dinner, 'This slave business is played
- "

“All right” Purvis anawered.

Yoy bot it'y all right. T'm fer abo

1 hnd written that they might expest
mg sqme time befors noon, but 1
begged them pot to meet we In Can:
ton, a1 wished to walk home nfter
my long tide. Bo they wers ready for
me,

I remembaer how they felt the cloth
on my back and how proudly they sur
veyed b

“Couldn't buy them goods ‘round
thesa parta” sald Uncle Penbody,
"Nor nothin' Hke "em—no, ur"

“Foels n Tootle bit Hie the butternut
trousers,” sald Aunt Deol as abe felt
my coal.

“Ayes, but them bullernut trousers
o't what they used fo be when they
wis young and tinber,” Unele Peabody
remiurked, “Seewms po they wan gets
t' kipd o' wrinkled an' baldhended-
like, ‘specially whers 1 set down”

“Ayes! Wal 1 guess n mian cun't
grow old without his pants growin'
old, too—ayes 1™ snld Aunt Deel,

“If yor logs are In ‘em ov'ry Sunday
they hotch It of ye" my uncle an-
wwered, “Long sermons are hard on
pants, scoms to me."

“An' the longer the legs the harder
the sermons=in them little sty over
%t tho schoolliouse—ayen 1" Aunt Deel
added by way of Justifylog hiv com-
plalot.  *“There wouldn't be so @uch
wear 1o ten-mile walk—no!"

The eldeken ple wai baking and the
strawberries were ready for the short-
cnke,

“I've been wallerin' slnco (he dew
was off glitin' them berrles an' vl
lets—nyen " sald Aunt Deel, now busy
with her work at the stove,

“Aunt, you look as young as ever, 1
rimnrked,

$ho slapped my arm and sold with
mock severity !

“Btop that! Wyl You know better
=y l"

How vigorously she siirred the fire
then,

“T enn't return the eompllinent—my
soul | how you've changed—nyes!" shie
rotnrked, *

“I hope you min't fit no more, Bart.
. can't boar to think o' you fiyln® at
follis an' poundin’ of ‘em. Don't seem
rlght=no, It don't!"

“Why, Aunt Deel, what In the world
do you meant™ 1 axked,

“Ite Tarvls' brain that does the

poundin', 1 guess” sald my uncle
“It's kind o' got the habit, 1t's o reg™
lur beotle brain, To hear him talk
yo'd think he nn' you could clean out
the hull Mexican natlon —barrin’ acel-
dentn. Why, anybody wodld soppose
that yor enemios go to cllmbin' trees
s So0n 48 they sec yo comin’ on' thot
soun pull the treen up by the roots to
£t nt e eyt

“A certuln mmotot of wuch deviitry
18 nocessury to the comfort of Mr,
Parvis" T remarked. “If there 18 no-
hody else to ke the responsibility
fog 1t he nssumes 1t himaclf, Hiy Imog-
Inntlon has an  Intense” eraviog for
blood and violence, IUs that type of
Amerlean who, egged on by the Wlave
power, 18 hurrylng us loto trouble
with Mexleo"

Purvls eama In presenlly with a
look In his face which betrayed his
imowledge of the fact that all the cob-
woby spun by hls fancy were now to
he broshed. away, St he enjoyed
them while they lnated and here wnx
n kind of tacit clalm in hin maoner
that they wers subjects regarding
which no honest man could be expect-
ed to tell the truth.

As we ate our dluper they told mo
that an escaped sluve had come lnto
u nelghborilng county and excited the
peaple with storles of the suction
block nnd of negroes driven lke yoked
axen on plantations In South Caroling,
whenee he had eseaped on n steam-
hoat,

“T blleve I'm goln' to vote for nbo-
Iitlon," enld Uncle Peabody, T won-
der what Sile Weight will say to that."

“He'll probably ndvise ngninst it; the
time len't vipe for so greut a change,”
wis my apswer. “H¢ thinks that the
whole matter should be left to the gla-
clal mction of time's forcen."”

Indeed I had spoken the wiew of
the sounder men of the North. The
subject filled them with drend sluem,
But the attitude of Uncle Peabody
wis slgnificant, The sentiment lo fn-
vor of & change was growing, It was
now to be reckoned with, for the gho-
Wtlon party was sald to hold the bal:
ance of power In New York and New
Eogland and was behuving' itself lke
o bull In o chinn shop. |

After dinner I tried to put on some
of my old clothes, but found that my
nakedness had so expanded that they
would not eover It, so: 1 hitched my
white mure on the spring wagon and
drove to villige for my. trunic,

Every avéok day after that [ worked
In the flelds vntll the senator arrived
ih Ciinton nbout the middle of August.
On one of those happy days 1 recelved
a letter from old Kate, dated, to my
murprise, In Saratoge. 1t sald:

“Dear Barton Baynes: 1 thought I
would let you know that my father |8
dend. I huve cowe heve to rest and
have found some work to do, T am bet
tor now. Have seen Sally, Bhe 1s very
beautiful and kind, 8hoe does not know
that I am the old witeh, Thave changed
#0, The others do mot know—it Is

will and singulnr lnsight of this wom
an hud wo often exercised themmnlve
In my behalf, 1 could not remambel
the far day and the happy clreum
stance of which she spoke, but I wrote
bor o leiter which must have warmed
her heart I am sure,

Bllas Wright arrived In Canton and
drove up to our home, He reached
our door at elght lo the morning with
bis hound and rifts, He had aged rap
fdly eince I had seen him leat, Hir
hite wis almost white, There were
many new lnes In bis face, He
peemed more grave nnd dignified. He
aid not lapse into the dinlect of hiv
futhers when ho spoke of the anclent
pegtimen of hunting uod fishing as he
Ead been wonl to do,

“Rrt,” he wold when the greeting
were over, “let's you and me go ané
spend o duy 1o the woods, Tl lTeave
1wy man here to Lelp your uncle while
you're gone,”

We went by driving south n few
miles nud trumping in to the foot of
the stillwater on our river—a tral
long famillar to me. The dog left u
soon wfter we fook It and began to
runge over thiek wooded hille, We sl
down among wmall, splrelike spruces
At tho river's edge with u Jong streteh
of water In sight whiie the musle of
the hound's voloe eame falntly to ou
eirs from the distant forest.

“Oh, I've been dronming of this for
o long time," sald the senotor as be
lonned back agnlust n tree and Gl
his lungs and looked out upon the wa
tor, green with Iy pods along the
edge and flecked with the last of the
white blossoms, "I belleve you wan!
to leave this lovely country.”

“] nu walllog for the call to go'
T sald,

“Well, I'm Incllned to think yon are
the kind of man who ought to go,” bt
answered nlmost sadly,  “You &R
peoded. 1 have been walting until we
should meet to congratulate you ou
yout behuvior ut Cobleskill. T think
you have the right spirit—that is the
ull-lmportant matter. You will e
counter strunge company In the game
of polities. Let me tell you a story.

He told we many-stories of his I
in Washington, Interrupted by a sound
like that of appronching footsteps, We
ceased talking and presently o flots
of partridges came near us, pacing
nlong over the mat of leaves n a leb
wurely fashion, Wetsat perfectly sl
A young ‘cock bird with his heautifu!
uff standing out, Nke the halr on the
tack of o frightened dog, strod:
toward us with n comle threat In bl
monner. 1t seemed as if he were of
linlf & mind to knock us into the river
But we sat as sthl as stumps and hi
spared us and went on with the others

The baylug of the hound was neare
now. Suddenly we saw @ blg bol
some down 1o the shore of the covt
nent us and on our slde of the strenm
He looked to right ond left. Then hi
made o long Jeap Into the water nno
waded slowly until it covered him, He
rnised his nose and Inld his antlers
baek over his shoulders nnd swam
quletly downstreaw, his nose Just
showing above the water, His antlers
wers Mke n bit of driftwood, 1f we
bnd not seen him tuke the water his
antlers might ensily have possed for
n buuch of dead sticks, Soon the buck
slowly 1fted his head and turned s
neck and looked at both shores, Then
very dellberately he resumed his place
under water and went on. We watched
him ns he took the farther shore be:
low us and made off in the woods
ngain.

“1 ¢ouldn't shoot at him, 1t was such
& beautiful bit of pollties,” eald the
nenator.

Soon the hound reached the cove's
edge and swam the river and ranged
up dnd down the bank for balf an
hour hefore fe found the buck's trall
again,

“I've geen many & rascal, driven to
water by the hounds, go Bwimmlng
awny a8 siyly as that buck, with thelr
horns In the alr, looklng ne lonoceut
#8 t bit of driftwood. They come In
from both shotes—the Whig mnd (he
Democrttie—and they are alwuys shot
Jat from one baok or the other.”

I remember it surptised me o little
to henr him say that they came In
from both shores.

“Just whit do you want to do?" he
asked presently,

“] ghould like to go down to Wash-
ington with you and help you ln oy
way that T con” h

“All right, partner—we'll try It," he
answered gravely, "I hope that I don't

myself. It wouldn't be decent, 1hnve
n great mony letters to write, I'11 try
thinking out loud while you take them
down In soundhand. Then you ¢nn
draft thew neatly and I'll sign them,

vave me from those who have no good
renson for taking up my time."

“You will meet the best people and
the worst, There's Just a chance that
It may come to something worth while
—who knows? You are young yet. It
will, be good tralalng and you will wit-
ness the making of some history now
and then"

What elation I felt!

Aguln the volee of the hound, which

better (hat way. I think it was the

Lard that brought me hege, , He has a

had been ringlog In the distant hills,

1 understood now why the strong UK AEISRN. MR o itho 00 e | wn w0 into the woods without a guide |

~ HARVESTERS

It is more expensive to hire help than to equip
with up to date machinery. :

I am selling two STANDARD MAKES this year:

Tried and tested thru years of service they have
been improved until they lead the world in effi-
cient work and simplicity of operation.

Time flies. If you need anything in this line you
should act AT ONCE.

target and work you ng hard as I work | o8

None better. I have an ample stock and can sup-
ply your needs in this line.

You have tacteand good manners and
oan do many of wy errands for me ood |

What you pay out your good money for
is cigarette satisfaction—and, my, how
you do get it in every pufl of Camels!

XPERTLY blended choice

Turkish and’ choice Domestic
tobaccos in Camel cigarettes elimi-
rate bite and free them from any
wiplaasant cigaretty aftertaste or
unpleasant cigaretty cdor,

Intr-mildness of the tobaccos yet re-
tainiro the desirable “body.” Camels
are sinply a revelationl You may
smoke them without tiring your tastel

For your own satisfaction you must
compare Camels with any cigarette
in the world et any price. Then,
you'll best realize their superior
quality and the rare emjoyment
they provide.

R L REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, Wiaston-Salem, N. €.

Camels win instant and permanent
success with amokers because the
blend brings out to the limit the
refreshing flaver and delightful mel-

e

The Deering and
The John Deere

Syt rigafeBely

Plymouth Twine

MONMOUTH HARDWARE

J. E. Winegar Proprietor




