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ABNER
DANIEL

CHA'IER ]
a4 ML young wan stood in the
l fledd roud giving directions to
a robust pegro who was plow-
lug the o rn, which lu paral-
) pooww stevtehod wo to the main road
o quarter of o wile distant
It was a beaniiful day, The sun wue
shining brightly, but the atmosphere
bad dropped a dim veil over the uear
by meuutaln, Even the two storied
fertzlionse, with its vorandn and white
colutnns, to which the Seld road led up
a groadual slope, showed oaly s out-
llnew.  Howwever, Alan Bishop, as be
picadid his guge upon the house, saw
e fAyure of an elderly womsn come

out of the gate and with a guick step
burry down to him. It was his mother.
SLe was till and angular and had high
elieek boues and small blue eyes. Bhe
had ratber thin gray balr. which was
wound futo s koot behiod ber head,
and over it she wore only a small red
breakfast shawl which she beld In
place by one of her long hands,

“Alan,"” she maid, panting from her
brisk walk, 1 want you to come to the
Bouse right off. My, Trabue has come
o soe yore pa agaln, an’ 1 can't do a
thing with "lm."

“Well, what dges he want with him ¥
fiked the young man. His glance was
on the plowman and bis horse. They
bad turned the far end of the corn row
nidd were coming back, only the ned-
diug head of the anlmal being visible
beyound a little rise.

“He's cowe to Jdraw up the papers
fer another lned trade yore pa's mak-
', He's the lawyer fér the Tompking

“Listen to nothin'," thundered Blahop.

estatie, Yore pa tried to buy the land
A yeer ago, but It wasu't In shape to
dispowe of. Ob, Alan, don't you see
be's goln' to ruin us with his feol no-
tions¥ Folks nll about are a-langhin’
at Wim fer buyin' so much vseleas
mountain land, I'm powerful afeerd
his mind s wrong.'

“Well, mother, what could I do?
Alan Bishop asked fmpatiently. “You
kuow he won't listen to me.™

“I reckon you ean't stop ‘lm" slghed
the woman, “but | wish you'd come on
to the house, 1 knowed be was up to
some'n’, Ever' day fer the last week
Lie's been ridiy’ up the valley an' rollin’
an' tumblin' at night an® chawin' ten
times ns mwuch tobacceo ns he ort. Oh,
be's golu’ to ruin us! Brother Abnes
says he Is borin' beca’se he thinks It's
goln' to advance In value, but sech
property haln't advanced a speck sense
I klo remember an® is bein' sold ever'
your for (ax money,”

“No, It's very foolish of him.,"” sald
the young wan ns the two turned to- |
wanrd the house. “Father keeps talking
about the fine timber on such property,
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but it Is entirely too far from a rail
road ever to be worth anything. 1 ask-
ed Rayburn Miller about it, and he
told me to do all [ eould to stop father
from Investing, and yon know he's as
sharp a speculator as ever lived; but
it’s his money."

There was a paling fence around the
house, and (he Inclosure was alive with
ehickens, turkeys, geese, ducks and pea-
fowila 1o the sunshine on the veranda
two poluters lay sleeping, but at the
sound of the opening gate they rose,
stretched themeselves lngily and gaped.

“They are In the parlor.,” sald Mrea
Bishop, as she whisked off hér brepk:
faxt shawl. “CGo right tn; I’ come In
a minute. | want to see bow Linda I8
makin' out with the charnin’. Lat X
feel like I"s n waste o thoe to do X
Uk o work with him In thar actin’
Qike n ¢hikl Ef we both go in together,
N ook Like we've coneocked soe
thin', bl we must stop "lin of we kin®

Alnn went lolo the parlor on the left
of the wide, unenrpeted hadl. The room
had white pinstersd walls, but the ceil
Ine was of Loards planed by hand and
painted-sky Live. o one corner stood
# very old plane with pointed, octag
wual legs mud n stool with halrcloth
covering, ‘The tireplace was wide and
high amd had a sereen made of a dec
pinted window shade tightly pasted on
8 wonlen frame. Ol man Rishop sl
Denr a windew snd through bLis stee]
frovied nose glasses was carefully read
g a long document written o legal
cop paper. He pald no attention to the
enfrarce of his son, but the lawyer, »
whort, fat mdan of sixty-five with thick
Igack hair that fell below his coat col
lar, rose nnd extonded Lis hamd,

How's AlanY” he asked pleasantly
“I saw you down In the teld as [ cowme
Alecg, but I conldn’t eateh your eye
You see, ' out after some o your
dad's cash  He's buying hisse'f rich
My Lonl, If It ever does turn his wag
he'1l woenny In anevch wotiey to sed vo§

-
Folks wll
we he owna mighty near every stick
of timber land In the Cobutta valley,
au’ what be bas be got at the buftom
W'“
“If it ever turns his way" =sald

Alan. “But do you see any prospect
of Its ever dolng mo, Mr. Trabye?”

The lawyer shrugged his sboulders.
“I never bet on another man's teick,
my boy, and | pever throw euld water
ob the plans of a speculator. 1 used
to when 1 was about your age, but |
saw so many of "em get rich by puying
no attention to me that T quit rigit
oft. A wan ought to be allowad 1o wse
his own Jodgment.”

Old Blshop was evidently vot hear
Ing a word of this conversation, bwing
wholly alworbed In studylog the de
tails of the died before Wim. *I reckon
s all right,” We Hoally suld.  “You
say the Tompklos children are all of
nge?

“Yes, Effle wan the youngest," an-
swered Trabue, “and she stepped over
the liue lost Tuesduy. There's ber
Slguature In black nod white,. The
deed's all right. | dou’t draw up any
other sort."

Alan went to his father and leancd
over himi. “Father,” be sald softly
and yet with frmpess, “I wish you'd
not nét bastily o this deal.  You ought
to conslder mother's wishes, and she Is
nearly distracted over It™

Bishop wns angry His masaive,
elean ghaven face was red, “I'd lke
to know what I'd constlt ber fer” he
said. “Tu s matter o this kind a8 wom
an's about ps responsible as a suckin'

baby.”
Trabue laughed Lenstily. “Well, |
reckon it's a good thing your wifs

dikdo’t hear that or abe'd show _\'mtl b,
whether she was responsible or not. [

couldn't bave got the fArst word of
that off my tougue belore my wife
would "a’ knocked me clean through
that wall”

Aifred Bishop seemed not to eare for
levity during business hours, for he
greeted this remnrk only with a frown,
He scanned the paper aguin and said,
“Well, ef thar's any flaw in this §
reckon you'll make It right.”

“Oh; yea, I'll make any mistake of
mine goed," retuwrned Trabue. “The
paper's all right.”

“Yon see,” suld Alan to the lawyer,
“mother and [ think father Las al
reddy more of this sort of proparty
than be can carry, nmd”—

“I wish you and yore mother 'd let
my business nlono,” broke In Bishop,
firing up agnin. “Traboe heer knowe
I've been worryin' 'l for the lnst two
months to get the properiy o salable
shape. Do you reckon nfter he gets it
that away | want to lsten 1o yore two
tongues u-waggin' In opetr oppositios
to 1

Tralbwie rubbed bis hands together.
“It really dou't make s bit of differ
ence (o me, Alan, o way or the
other,” he sald pacifieally, “1"ip onls
neting as attorney for the Tompkine
estate nnd get my foe whether there's
& transfer ar not. That's where 1 stand
In the wmatter,”

“But it's not whar I stand in i, Mr.
Trabue,” sald a firm volee In the door-
way. It was Mra. Bishop, ber bLlue
eyes flashing, ber face pale and rigld
“l think I've got a right—and a big
one—to have a my so In this kiod of a
trade, A woman ‘at's stayed by .
man's side fer thirty odd yeer an'
raked an' scraped to he'p save o lttle
bhandful o' property fer Ler two chile
dren bas got a right to ralse 2 rumpus
when her hushand goes crooked ke
Alfrex] has an' starts in to bankrupt
‘et nll Jest fer a blind notion o his'n”

“Oh, thar . you are!™ sald Bishop, it
itig his eyes from the paper and glar
Ing at her over his glasses. “I kpowed
I'd bave to have a knockdown an'
drmg out fight with you “fore | signed
my pame, 80 il In oan' gt it over.
Trabue's got to ride back to town”

“But whar In the name ¢ common
sense s the money to come from? the
woman hurled at her husband as she
rested one of her bony hands on the
edge of the table and glared at him.
“As T understand it, thar's about 5,000
acres in this plece alone, an® yo're
a-payin’ a dollar a acre, Whar's it
a-comin’ from, I'd like to know * W har's
It to come from 7"

Bishop sniffed and ran n steady hand
over hils short. gray bair. “You see
how little she knows o my bushiess,'
he sald to the lawyer.  “llocr she's
ralsio’ the devil an® Tem Walker about
the trade, an® she dou’t so mwuch as
kuow whar the money’s to ¢ome from."”

“How was 1 to know ¥ retorted the
woman, “when you've been tellin' me
fer the last six months that thar
wian't enough In the bank to give the
bouse & cont o fresh palut an' patel
tLe barn reof.”

“You kpowed 1 hnd $3.000 wuil o

'k I the Shoal River cotton wnilis

't you?' askedl Bishop detiamly
find yet with the manner of 1 wan
rowing a misdle which he hoped
would (all Nghily,

“Neu, T knowed that, but” The
wolnan's were two small fires |
buruing huigrily for information Le!
youd thelr rench

“Well, it happons that Rhoal stoek ial
Jost the same on the market as ready |
waney, ap a lnle today an’ down b |
morrow, but nover yaryin' more'n &
fmction of & ceul on (he dollar, au' sa!
e Tompicius belrs say they'd jest as
lleve have It, an' ns I'm ltehin® to re |
Heve them of the'r Jand It didn't tnks
us long to come together.™

If be had strock the woman squarely |
in the fare, she conld pot bave shoan
more surprise.  She becume white
the lps apd with a low cry turned t
her son.  “Ob, Alan, don't—don't let
lm do it. 1t's all we have Jeft that
we can depend on! [t will roin ne!™ |

“Why, father, wsurely,” protesied
Alan as be put his arm arcoud his |
mother, “surely you can't mean to et
go your mill Investment which s pay |
lng 15 per cent to put the woney Inlo |
tands that may never advance lu valur l,
and always be o dead weight on your
bands! Think of the loss of mtc-nwrl

Cyes

Loady axed you two te put in - 1's wy
business, an' I'm a-goln' to sttend to
it. 1 beliove P'in doln’ the right thing,
an’ that secties 10"

“The right thing,” mweaned the old
wolnan ox ske sunk lote n chalk and
covived ber face with ber hands “Mr,
Trabne,” she went on fleresly, “when
that fuctory stock leaves our bands we
won't have a single thing to oot pames
that will bring In 8 eent of income,
You kin sce how bad it & on a woman
who hps worked as hard to de fer ber
cllldrvn ns [ have. Mr, Bishop always |
sild Adele, who Is visitin® her uncle's
family o Atlasta, should “have that
stock for o weddin® gift of she ever
married, an’ Alun wus to huve the low-
or half of this farm. Now, what would
we bave to give the girl- vothls' but
thousands o' mepes o bills, mountains
an” gulches full o bear, wildeats sy’
catamaunts—land that it ud break any
young couple to hold on to, much less
pul to suy use. Oh, 1 feel perfectly
sick over ™

There wus 4 heavy, dragglog step in
the hindl, and a Jong, lank man of six-
Iy or slxty-tive years of sge pansed ln
the dosrway, He had no beard except
a tuft of gray badr on his chin, and his
toeth, belng few nud far betwoeen, gave
to Lix ¢hweks o bollow appesrance. He
wns Abmer Danlel, Mra. Blshop's bach-
elor brother, who lved In the family.

“Hello!™ ke exclaimed, shifting a big
quid of tobacco from ose cheek to the
other. “Plottin’ agin the whites? Bf
you are, 'll decamp, as the feller sald
when the bull yeerlin® butted "im in the
smail o' the back. How nre you, Mr.
Trabue? Have they run you out o
town fer somwe o' yore legal rascality ¥

“I reckon your slster thluks It's ras
cality that's brought me out today,”
Inughed the lnwyer, “We are on a lit-
tle Jand deal”

“Oh, well, 'l move on,” sald Abner
Danlel. 1 jest wanted to tell Alan
that Rigg's hogs got into his young
corn In the bottom Jest now an' rooted
up about as many ancres an Pole Bak.
er's plowed all day, Ef they'd a-rooted
In gtralght rows an' not gope too nigh
the stalks, they monght ‘n" done the
crap more good than barm, bat the's
nlm or intentlon, one or Cother, was
Folks je that sway, Mighty few
of "em root—when they root at all—fer
nnyhady but the'ree’ves.  Well, 11 gl
along to my roon."

“Don't go, Brother Ab" pleaded his
sister® T want you to he'p wme stund
up fer my rights. Alred ls about to
swap onr cotton il stock fer some
more wild mountain lanil.”

In spite of his vatueal tendeney to
turn evervtliing lute a Jest—eoven 1
serloba thines of 1lfe- the sallow fiy
of the tall man lengthenemd, He stors
Into the faces around him for a me
nent; then a slow twinkle dawned
his eye

*I've pever been knowaed to tnke sldes
In any conuubinl tussle yet,” he sabd
Trabue in dey tone. “Alf may .
know what be's about right wow, but
iv's Sojowon hisse'f comparsd to &
feller thai will undertake tn setile n
dispute betwist o man an' ks wife—
wore espocinlly the wife Geewhilikins?
I vever shadl forget the thne old Ju
Hurdewny come heor to spend n wenk
an’ Al ther sn' Betay split over buyin'
a bnirack for the hall, Detsy had seed
one over nt Mason's at the eanmpgrom,.
an’ determined she'd have one. Maybe
yon noticed that faney colitraption in
the hall as you come . Well, AIF sesqd
a nigger unloadin® it from o wagon ot
the door one marnly’, an' when Betsy,
In feer an’ trembiln’, told o what it
was fer ho mighty nigh had a ft, )
gald his folks never had been above
hiangly' the'r corts an' hats on good,
stout nalls an' pegs, an' ns fer them
umbrelln pans to keteh the drip, he
sl they was fancy spithoxes, an'
wanted to know ef shie expectad n body
to do the'r chianwin' nn' smokin® In that
windy hall. Tie said It Jest should not
stand thar with all them prongs an'
arms to atinck wvnwary folks In the
dark, an® he toted it out to the buggy
shed. That got Detsy's dander up, an'
shie put it back agin:the wall an' sald
it "ud stay thar of she had to stand
behind 1 an' holil it In place. Alf
wasn't done yet. Fe ‘lowed ef they
was (0o bave sech a purty trick as that
on the hill it bad to stay In the best
rootn In the house, so be put it heer In
the purlor by the pluno. But Betsy
took It back two or three timens, an' he
larnt that be was a-doin' a sight o
work fer nothln' an' finally quit totin'
it ubout.

“But that ain't what 1 started In to
tell, As 1 was qsayin®, old Jane
Hardewny thought she'd sorter put a
word In the depnte o pay feor ber
bostrad an® Keep, anw’ sbe told Betsy that
It wak all owin® (o the way the Blshops
Was ralsed that Alf couldn't stand to
have things nice abowt ‘lm.  She suid
nil the Bishope shie'il ever knowed had
0 naturdl stoop that they got by livin®
I enbips with low roofs. She wasn't
spreadin® er Lutter as thick as she
thomehit she was—ur mayhe It was the
tort she wis  spreadin’-fer  Betsy
blaged up like the ‘woods afire In o
bigh wind. 1t dide't take old Jane
long to diskiver thot thar was several
brvsds o RBishiops out o' jall, an' sbe
speul most o the rest o hoy visit Lrag.
Elw on smine she'd rond about. Hhe
wiild the npme eounded ke the start
of ‘em had been religious and sulv
stanch. ™

"Brother Atmen,” whined Mrs. Plals
op. L owislit you'd bhosh all that fool
lshiness an’ Lelp we *n the children dut
o this nwul iz, Alfred always would
listen to yon'™

“Well” and the old man smiled and
winked at the lwyer, “I'll give you
both all the adviee T kin, Now, the
Rhentl River stock e b good thing righi
Bow, bt of the mil was to keteh on
fire an’ burn down thard be a loss
Thom an fer timber nnd, it ain't easy
to sell, bot it monght take n start e
fore apother foml T say it mought,

an’ then agin it woughtn't,. The min
monght  burn, an” then  agin it
woughin't, Now, of you uns kin be

Belpesd by this adviee you ore welcome
to i frve o charge. Not chapgin® the
aulafent, Akl youn vns know Mres, Rich-
ardson’s hoffer's got & calf? | reckon
she won't horrow =0 much milk sfier
bers glts gual”

Fralmie sinlled beoadly as the gaont
man whbdrew, hut His amusensent

was short Nved, for Mre. Bishop began
o cry, wml she soon rose in despaly
el Lt the room,  Alan stood for o
mowent booking at the unmoved face
of NWis father. who had foumd sotie
fhine o the st claose of the doce-,
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reteferrrerrredrierrer - T T TI U SERV  (Se
s rvve revvrh s nnd the taxes to be ky s
you miust listen to'— be, Loa, went ont,
“Listen to nothiu'.* Bl !
op, half rixing from his chair. “No: CHAITER 11,

LAN foupd YWe uncle on (e
lack porch washing his foce
il hande I a basin un (s
water shelf. The Yoong ung

lﬂlﬂ agrinst one of the wooten prosis |

which supported the low roof a0 the
poreh amd walted for Blm to conelpds
the pulling, sputtering operation. whlo
he Hually id by coveloping Lis bawl
B & boag tosel hanglug from g 2 o)
en roller on the weathberboarding

“Well” he lnuglod, “poe oncle Ab |

didn't better matters i thar overly
moch, bot what could a fellge do?
Yore pa's as builbeaded ns o you
steer, an' he's alrendy played smash
moyway.  Yore ma’s wastin® bLreail;

but @ woman seems to bave plinty of

it to spare. A wompn's tongue's ilke
a windmill-1t takes Lreath to koep it
a-poln’, an' & dead elam "ud kil her
business ™

“It's no luughing matter, Uncie AbL"
sald Alan despondently, “Boanething
wnst bhave goge wrong with fatboed
Judgment.  He never has actod i
way before."

The ol man dropped the towel and
thrust his long, ahoost jolutless flnger
Inte bis vest pocket for & horn eonb
which folded up lke a Jdckknlfe.
was Jest y-wohderin',” gs he begin 1o
ke his shaggys haly stralgbt down o
lils eyes—"1 wus Jest f-wonderin” of
he could ‘8" beut his cSull laoa lit
that time Ll wale thowed "l ag'in
the sweet gum.  They say that ofts
changes 0 body powerful. Folks

i

i
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“lt's tm laughlng matter, Unele Ab*

think be's off Lis caxip on the Inm!
guestion, an’ pow that be's traded bk
best uest egg for another swipe o th
earfth's surface | revkon they'll tulk
barder. But yore pa alu't no fool. No
plumb idiot eould ‘0" mansged  yor
i ns well s ke Tns,  You see, 1 know
what he's pecowmplisbhed, fer 've ey
with "fm ever sinee they was yoked
together,  When they was marriol, ahe
was aw wild as 8 buck an' eertainly
made our daddy walk a chalk lne, bt
Alfred has tapered ‘er down beauting
Bhe diin’t want thiy thing dene o
LIt an® yet It I8 settled by this tine
the old man looked through the bhail to
the front gate—*yes, Traboo's unbiteh
in'. He's got them stock certiticates 1
bis pocket, an' yore pa has the deedu
in his note case, When this gite out,
nossbicks from heer clean to Gllier
I be trapsin’ In (o Mlepose o' land nt so
much a front foot."”

“But what under Ligh beaven wil
e do with It all?

“1oid on 1o 1" grinnéd Abner; “‘that
fa, ef e kin rake an’ serape cnough to-
gothor to pay the taxes. Why, inst yeer
his taxes wighty uigh foored ‘lm, an
the expenses on this county he's Joot
annexced will push ‘im lke rips, rer
uow, you know, he'll have to do with.
out the Income on bis factory stock.
Buat he thinks he's got the right sow
by the yeer. Before long he may sel)
out to us to come bhe'p "Im torn ‘er
loose, but he's waltsin® with "er now.™

At this Jancture Mrs. Bishop conme
out of the dinlng room wiping ber eyes
on ber apron.

“Mother,” sald Alan tenderly, “try
net to worry over this any mere than
you eun help™

“Your pa's gettin’ old an' childish,”
whimpersd Mrs, Bishop., “He's hoerd
somebiandy say timber land op in the
monntaips will gome day advance, an’
he forgets that he's too old to get the
benefit of 'l Hes goln® to bankrupt
ur'

“Ef 1 do," the man aceused (hun-
dered from the ball as he strode out
U be wiy mobiey that's lost—money
that I mnde by hard work,”

He sfosd before them, glaring over
bis eyeglaswes at s wife. “I've had
enough of yore tougwe, my lady. Ef
I'd not had so muoeh to think about In
thar Jest now, I'd "a’ shut you up scon.
er, Iy up wow—uot apother word,
I'm dolny” the best | kin accordin® td
my lghis to provide fer my children,
an' 1 won't be interfered with.”

No one spoke for o moment. How-

ever, Mre, Ristop finally retorted, ps
ber brother know she would in ber
own thiae.

“1 dou't enll boyln’ thousande o'
aeres 0 unsalable lawd providin® for
alything exeept the porehoose,” she
futmind,

"That's been'se you don't hnpgen 1o
know as woeh about the busipess as |
do” sakl Blahop, with a satified
chuckle, which to the observing Pan.
el sonnded very wuch like exultation
“When yon all know what 1 know,
you'll be lnughin' on Uother dlides o
yore mstilis, 1 reckon ' jest have
to bd you sl know about ilis or |
won't have a speck o peace from now
on, T dido't toll you wt fust beon'se
Bobody kin keep n secret as well as the

—. ———
be started inside of the poxt yeer gu
‘Al run smack dab thoough my proper-

LIy Thar pow! You knew mere'n you

¢ theaght yon QU don't sou?*

I The Birtle group stured lute his glow-

| g face locresiniously

| A rafliad is to be built, father?

| asemimed Llun

| "That's whint T sald.”

Mre Hiblog's eyes foshed with sad-

! len Lope, ol then, as I remembering
bor lssband's Bmitutions, ber fuce foll,

i = Al she ouked  skeptically,

| “how does It happen that you know

nbout the rollrond Lefore other folks
thowss ¥

| “How do 1¥

That's It now—how do
FIT maudl the ol man lmaghed Cfreely,
| “I've had my fun ont o this thing,
| listenin' to whag every erank said |
about me beln’ ceneked sh' =0 on, but 1 ]
wus jest a-lyin’ low waitin' fer my
; “Well, Pll be switched™ ejacuiated |
I Abmer Divnlel, hnlf serlously, half sar- |
| castically. “Geewhilikine! A radlroad!
Uve always sald one would pay un]
rlps dan' opene up o dern good, God |
fersabon coutitry. I'm giad you are '
n-goin’' to start one, Alfred.” |

Alan's face was flled with sn ex-
prossion of blepded doubt and pity for
| s fathers credullty, *“Father,” he

suld gondly, “are you sitre you got your
| Inforwation stralglit ¥
| “) got it fvomn beadguarters*

uld mwan ruised himself oo his toes and
knocked his heels together, n habit he |
Lad not Indulged in for muny 8 yeur,
“IL was told to me confidentinlly by a
nan who knows all aboat the whole
thing, n nmt who bs in the vwploy
the company that's golu' to Luild "

“Huh!™ The exclamation was Ab-
ner Danlel'ss. “Do you wean that At-
lonta lnwyor, Perkins?’

Bisbop sinred, hls month lost some
of its plegsed frmnees, dud he eeased
Lthe molton of his feet

“Whnt mnde you mettion his name ¥
he nskad curlonsly !

“Oh, | duune.  Somehow 1 Jest
thought o' hine. e looks o me lke
he wonght e bulidly' o milroad e
wa™

UWell, that’s the man I wonn,” said
Bishop, more nneasily

Bomchow the others were all looking
#t Abmer Dianiel, who gronted sodden-
Iy o alysost nugerily

|
The |

“Lowouldn't frost that skunk no far
der w1 eoald Gl & bull by the tail”
Yo sy you woukln'ty'  Bishop
brtedd 1o by Ld the effort wis o fa
vlal fublare,
"I wourkin't traet "hin suther, Brothey
AL el ln M Bishop,  “As soon
It eyes e i | koowed he

wonldn't di
mnt fawshe

st head
Botter woulda't melt in
hibs mourh. . He bragged on over{hing
wir ued wiille Liv Now, Al
Cri=d sl it oat Is, what wus
bis oldect fn fellin® you that tale”
St thdered e buslwond,
bosttige tils temiper e the face of the aw-

He's oo gy

wils lwer

what we

fnl possitility thet ber words hinged
aL “Are you all o pack an’ possle o
fonds? If you must Jdive an' proltwe,

then ' wll yon he owns o slive o
bt bnd ubove Halley ereck, J'inin®
ot o' mine, ot =0 lie let we lnto the
socrel ot o puaore good will. Oh, yon
Bl eaynt sheer me, 1 ain't one o the
akoerin” Kind.”

But, notwith=tanding this  ontbarst,
it was plaiy thot doubt had actually

taken root lo the ondinarily eantlous
reind of the erode speculator,

Abger Dandel Tnughed ont barshly all
at onee nnil then wan shent.  “What's
the mintier?" askod his slster In de
s e, . :

T wie Jest a-wonderls,” replied her
brot ey,

“Yon nre?™ sald Bishop angrily, “Tt
socons o me you dou't do much else,”

“Folke ‘ot wouders a ot ain't so apt
to bellove over'tiing they liver,”
torted Abuer.  “1 was just a-wonderin®
why that lttle, spindle shanked Peter
Mosely has boon holdin® his head se
high the last wook o so. 1"l et I
conld make 0 durn good poess now.”

“What under the sun's Peter Mosely
got 1o o with my bLusiness?" burest
from Bishop's Impaticnt lps,

“Ue's got a sorter roundabont con-
necllon with 16 1 reckon,” smiled Ab-
ner grimly, 1 happen to know that Aba
Tompiing xald "hn 2,000 acres o timber
Iand on Huckleberry ridge jest atter
Fore Atlanta magy spent the day lookin®
ronnil In these paris.”

Bishiop wes no fool, and he grasped
Abner's meauing even hefore It was
quite elour to the others.

“Looky heer,” he said slarply, “what
do you take we for?”

“1 "ain’t tuck you fér nothin',” said
Abmer, with a grin,  “Loastwise. 1
‘uin't tuek you fer $5,000 wuth o' cot-

| erook

Vou menn la shiy''—

toty il sdsek

Fo-make a long wtory

man it belongs 1o, an® I was afoered I
ol Teak vut an’ damage my Interests,
but this last 5000 acres Jost abowut |
sweeps all the Liest timber I the !
whole Caliutta sertion, an' | mought as |
Wil et ap. | reckon you all know |
it of <8 st ef—my lawd was uigh o |
tolirend it wl e low pt five timen |
what 1 paid for 1t don't you? Well, |
then, the long an' short of it is that |
I bapper to be on the Inslde an’ know |
that & rativoad is goln’ to be o from |
Lk Junctiou to Darley. IUN

whort, the Athnun Joik oy lawyer is
akih fo the Tompkins tamily somww
way. 1'd bt a new bol to s gluger |
cake  that Piorkins never owesl a

spoonfal o' lami wp beer an’ that be's |
bt he'pin’ ibe Tompkins folks on the |
sly 1o undoad sowme o Lhe'r land, so
ey Kin mase west, whne thes've al-
wWays wanisd to go.  Peter Momely I g
man on he fer rall sofy |
Bnops, Aan° when Perkins whisperod the
Iy woetrel lu Wi yewr, Hke he W 1o
youn, be started out oo o 0l huot fer
timbyrigd land on the lite of the pro-

whleh out

posedd Triuk Tiné dile wost vy-ah Tlck-
sikillot to Durley, with stop over privi-
leges at Buzzard Roost an’ Afteen min-
utes fer hash at Dog Trot Springs.
Then, samebow or olber, by buok or
mostly ook -Abe Tompiing
wasn't  dodgin’ unﬂ:ﬂi nbout that
time. Poter Mosely " ron agin
‘tw with his eyes sbut on o dark night,

“I was at Nell Plimore's store when
the two wet, an' of a trade wus ever
mwnde quicker betwist two folks (& was
done by telegraph an® the paper was
slgnod by lightnln’., Abe said he had
the land an' wonldn't part with ft at
any priee of e hedo't been bad iy need
o' money, for he bolieved It was chuck
full o' jron ore, soapstone, black marble
ou' water power, to say nothin' o' thm-
ber; bhut bo'd been troubled so muel
about cash, be sakd, that be'd made up
his mind to let ‘er slide an' the devil
talke the contents. [ pnever seed two
parties (o a doal better satisfled, They
both 1eft the store with a strut. Moso
Iy°s strut was the biggest, for he wasn't
afeerd o' nothin'. Tompkins looked lke
he wis afeerd Mosely 'ud eall 'im back
an' want to rue"

“You mean to siy”"— But old Blshop
seemed unable to put his growing fear
lnto words,

“Oh, T don't know nothin' Yer cer

| tain" sald Abner Danlel sympa-

thetically, “but «f 1 was you I'd go

' down to Atlanta an’ see Perkins, Yoo
' kin tell by the way be ucts whetlier

thar's anything in his rallroad story or
not. But, by gum, you ort to know

| whar you stand. You've londed yore

s'f from hind to fore quarters, an' of
you dou't plant yore feet on some'n
you'll go down.*

Bishop clutebed this proposition as a
drowning man would a struw. “Well,
I will go see “im,"” he sald.. “I'll go jeut

o aatisfy you. As feras ' concerned
¢ | know e wasn't tollin® me no le, bt

I reckon you all pever 'll rest till you
fre satisfloo,”

He descended the steps nnd crossed
the yard to the barn. They saw him
lenn over the pall fence (or o woment
as if in troubled thought. -

“Poor fatber,” sald Alan to his uncle
a8 his mother retired slowly loto the
house. “He seems troubld, and ft may
wean our ruln- absolote roin,”

“It ain’t a0 ey watter,” admitted
Danlel. “Thar's no tellin' how mnn,
thousand seres he may have bough..
He's keepl * somethin® to Wisse'f. 1 pe-
methber jest when that durn skunk of
i lawyer put that tlea in his yeer, They
wns at Hanson's will an' talked coe
fidentinl together wighty nigh all mosa-
In', But Jet’s pot cross o bridge tell we
git to it Let's talk about some’n el
I bals't never had o ehance to tefl you,
but T soed that gl In’ towWH yesterday
an’ mlked to ‘ep™ .

"Il you, Uncle AhT"  The face of
the young man brightened. His tona
wis engoer nod expectant.

“Yea. T hitehed in the wagon yard
an' run into Hazen's drugstore to gt o
box o' nxle groase an' was comin' ouf
with the durn stulf asnder my arm
when 1 run upon “sf asettin” In o bug-
gy waltin' to git a eclerk to fetch ‘or
out a gluss o sody water.  She recog-
pized we, an' for o other carthly ren.
son than that 1° ) Cuncle she spoke

to e as pleash il of o chipa,
What was 1 to do¥ § & o wos
sueh o plight in my life, 1'd been un-

loadin® side meat at Partow's ware-
house an' was Kivered from head to
Pfoot with salt and grease. 1| didn't
have on no coal, an’ the seat o my
jants was pon est—I don't think thar
wns any est about ‘em, to tell the
trath, Baf I knowed It wouldn't be the
part of g gentleman to let "er set thar
stretehin' "er neck out o socket to call
i clerk when I was handy, 20 1 wheel
o nhout, hopin' an' prayin’ ef she dia
look at me she'd take n fanecy to the
back o' my bead’, an’ went in the store
un’ told "em to git a hustle on the'r-
so'vea. When 1 come out, she hauled
me up to ax sowe questions about
when enmp meetin’ was goln' to set
this yeer an' when Adele was comin'
home, 1 let my hox o axle grease
drap, an’ it rolléd llke a wagon wheel
off duty an’ me after It, bendin'—
bendin® of all positious—lheer an' yan
In the most ridiculous way. I tell you,
I'd never play croqoet ur leapfrog In
them pams.  All the way home |
thought bow 1'd disgraced yoo.”

“Oh, you are nll right, Uncle AL
lnaghed Alan, “She’s told me severn)
thwes that she lkes you very much
Blhe snys you are gennine-genuine
through and through, and she's right.”

“I'd ruther have her say [t than any
other gnl I know,” sald Abner, “She's
purty as red shoes, an' ef I'm any
Judge she's genuwine too. 1've got an-
othor ldee about ‘er, but [ aln't a-givin’
it away Jest now.” .

“You mean that she"—

“Na” and the old man smiled mis
chievously. “1 dide't mean nothin' o
the sort. 1 wonder how on earth you

could 'n" got seeh n notlon In yore
bend, I'm goin' to see how that black
senmp bas left my cotfon land. 1'N
Lt he bain't scratehed It any deeper
'n n old heén wounld 'a' done lookin’ fer
worma”

CHAPTER 111,

1E next morning at breakfast
Alfred Blshop announced his
Intention of golng to Atlanta
to talk to Perkins and inel-
dentally to call on his brother William,
who wns a suceessful wholesale mer-
chant in that city.

“1 believe I would,” sald Mrs, Blab-
op. “Maybe William will tell you what
tu dﬂ‘”

“1'd see Perkins fost,” advised Abner
Daniel. “Ef 1 felt shore Perkins had
bunkoed me, 1'd steer cleer o° Willlam.
1'd hate 1o heer "im lot out on that sub-
Jert. ¥e's made his plle by keepin’ &
rhnrp lookout.”™

“I haln't bad no reason to think 1
bave Leen lod to,” said Rishop dogged-
Iy ns he poured his coffee Into his
saneer nwd shook It about to cool, “A
body could bear his denthknell rung ev-
ery minute of he'd Jest listen to old
wotnen an' " —

“Oll haehelors,” interpolated Abner,
“I reckon they are alike. The longer a
man Hyea without 8 woman the mape
b gitn like one. | reckon that's beca'se
the man ‘at Uves with one don't see
pothin' wuth copyin® in ‘er an' vieena-
versy.” .

Mre. Rishop had pever been an ap-
precintive lstonor to her brother's phi-
losoply. She lgnored what he had Just
sald and its accompanying sile, which
was always Abner’s subtle apology for
wuch observations.

“Are you goin’ to tell Adele about the
raliroad 7' she asked,

To be Continued,

[INTERESTING
FACTS =+

When people are cogtemplating » irip
whether on businmess or pleasore,
they anturally want the besi serviee
obtrinable ox far us speed, comiort
and salety I8 concerned.  Fmplovy
ek of the Wheonsin Coutral Lines
are paid W serve the pubiic and our
togines operstod po a8 10 make close
ornpectivn mith ®verding lines s
all janction pointe.

Pullman Polace I‘I‘rtpﬂng and Chair  Ca
on through traind

Dining Car service onexcelled. Meals

served a la Cane.

In onder to obtain this first class service
ask the vicket sgent 1o ol you o
ticket over

THE WISCONSIN CENTRAL LINES.

Direct connections at Chicago amo Mil
wankee for all Enstorn points, .
For full information eall on your  aresy
tickel agent, or write . . °,
or Jam, A, Cuex 5,
Geowrsl Agent,
S48 Niark

Jas C. Pown,
tien. Pus, Agt.,
Milwankvoe Wis.

PORTLAND MARKE!S.
Eevl axd 1o Date,

“‘l‘lnl—“’n.h ‘\'ﬂ."n, ife; I!ll,ll"k‘ln,
82¢; walley, 8,

Flour—best grades, 160 @1 55 pev
barrel ; gralinm, $3 95 Gt s,

Oate—No. 1 white, $1 07081 10 :
$1 05 per cental,

Barley—-Fowl, $20 per ton ; birvw ing $21
rolled, $21, 21 50 per ton,

Mi“lﬂlﬂ'-—llmn, 20 ton ; middling
#2171 shons, 420 chop, §18

Hay—Timothy, obl $20; new $14 6 15;
elover, nominal grain, $12; cheat, nomss
inal

Butter— Faney oreamary, 2000220 o
-llu,', wominal 3 elore, e 17 P o una,

Fgga— Oregon ranch, 196 200,

Cheese—Foll eream  wwine, Thor e
Young Ameriean, e per pond ; factory
arievs 1aello less, )
‘onltey—Chickens, mived
I, hense 114 G0 120, )
fryers, 14 G 10, -
goese Kl 50, torkeys,
ol

Hoge— Gross,  heavy
drosedd, Tiae per pound

Veul—8mall, 8 por ponuad ;
filye por ponmil.

f—tirown 1oy steers,

Hops—17(@ | 8 per pound,

Wool— Valley 176180 ; Eastern Oregon,
1260156 mohair, $5@37 e pec ponnd,

Pottoes—Oregon 75 @80c per vk

Unjons—Silvernkins | 166 25 er mack.

Kray

Haellie per
lers 2 adogen ;
1 4 50 per oz ;
live 1060 1% per

5 DOGES 75;
bargge, 044

15.70 Geq 204

Th glaets froun the athlegio (1
wil: meat mt Porttand during the hig
Fall Carnivel, S«ptember 14 to 96
inelusive, and lovers of nthletic events
will have an opporloniiy tn se the
big telloxs contest for priges,

The Death enanlty.

A littie thing s mctioes roanits [y
denth. Thos & merd semteh, tosigni-
fieant euta or puny bolis have paid
the death peoalty, i i« wle (o have
Bueklen’s Arnies Salve ever bandy,
Ie's the best Balve on earth snd will
prevent fatality, v hen Burns, Sores,
Uleers, and Piles shreaten. Ouly 23,
at all Drag stores,

Twm thoasand dotlars is the sam
belng expinded by the Multnownh
boys to  muke Portland’s Lig Fall -
Carnival & success,

Spicide Frevented,

The steriling snnouncomens that »
prevor bive of sulelde had been dis.
coversd will interst many. A run
down systewr , or despondency Invan
ahle preeeds suickde and sonndhing
has b fomodd that will prevent thst
enndition which mnkes suivide likely,
Althe fiest thonght of s )f st rucdion
ke Eeetric Bitgre. It
geent tonle nnd vervine will sirength.
0 the nerves aud bulld ap the «ye
tom. 117« nlso 0 gront Stomich, Liver
nned Kidoey regulntor,  Ouly 50,
Sutiafaetion guarahiesd by ull Deug-
g€ W,

Iwing w

Every day will b w spocial duy ue
Portiend's big Fall Carnlval, Soptem.
ber 14 1o 20 inclusive, and it Is safe
torsmy that it will be largely atesoded
from this section,




