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CHAPTER 11L

We Go to Meeting and See Mr. Wright

Again.
I bad & chill that night nod in the
wecks that ollowed I owas neatly
bomed up with lung fever. Doctor
Olark ewme from Conion o ses me
evory other wmy [0Ff n thme and onoe
oventyr Mr. Wright cume with him
and watched all wight near my bed-
glile,

In tis morning he said that he
coulid eome the next Tuesdny morning
I we necided him and set ool relght
Wfer brenkfiest, 1n the dimn dawn Hght,
o wiulk to Canton,

"Penhody Bayues™ sald my Aunt
Dol nroahe stood looking out of the
wimdow at Meo Wright, *thut s one
of Ihe grandest, splondioest men thet
Foover see or heard of,  He's an awlal
sl man, an' & day o' his time is
wor'y more'n o month of our'n, but
L comes wway off here to set up
with o slek young one anil  waiks
hiek, . Does  bent  all—don't  it¥—
agielt

“If any one needs holp Sile Weight
i= always on hand," sald Uncle Peg
by, .

1w g3on ont of bed dnd he came
no more oo s up owith me,

When T owag well again, Aunt Dol
sald ove doy: "Peabody Beynos, 1
nin't Qeard no pregehin’ sioes  Mp
Panghorn dedd, T giless  we  heter
go down to Canton fo meotin® some
Sundany. 70 there ailn't oo minlster
Hile Weight always reids o mermon,
B h's hosne, pad the paper savs he
don't go "wav for 6 aoenth yit. 1

feind o' fool (he need of | good scrmon
—fypes "

AN right, TR Liteh ap the hosses
o we'll ‘go, Ve cun start ut elght
o'clock and lake n Bte with us an'
g ek here by three”

I bk told Aynt Deel what Sally
hind il of my personnl pppenranes

“Your cont Is gond enough for niy-
body—syes ! sald she. "'l muke
Fou i pide o broeches an' (hon T gneis
you won't have to be ‘shomed  no
mumﬂ

Bhe hnd spent several evenings muk-
Ing thew out of an old gray Bannel
pettieont of hers und hod pot two
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|to-.\k out the hooks pnd tendefly felt
thefr covers und remd  (Loie
There were “Cralishanks' Comie Almna-
nne”™ and *Hood's Comic Annmi™;
| tulek by Waosldugton Ieving and Jumes
VKL Pauldlie 1 and Natumitel Hawiborne
pand Miss Mitford and Miss Austing
| the poeme of John Milton and Felleln

tities.

l T remeunlier vivldly fie evening we
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“When we got to Canton people were I_
flocking to the blg stope Presbyterdun
church, It was what they ealiod o
Ydeneon's meeting.” 1 remember thut
My, Wilght read from the Seriptures, |
and having explained that there was
oo mindstér in the viluge, rend one
of Mr, Edwards' sermons, In the
catirse of which I went o sleen on
the urm of wy sunt, She awoke me
when the service hod ended, aod
whispered :

"Oowe, we're goln® down to speak
to Mr. Wright"

I romember Mr, Wright kissed me
nndl sald4

“Hello! Here's my boy in a nev
palr o' trousers

“Put yér ‘hund In there” I sald
provwdly, as I took my own baod out
of one of my pockets, snd pointed
the way.

He did not seeopt the [nvitation, bt
lavghed heartily and guve me n il
hug.

When we went out of the ¢hurcl
thore stood Mr. aod Mres, Horuce Dun-
kelberg, and Sually and some other
children, It wias o tragle mowment fop
e when Sally Inughed and =m0 be-
hind her mother. Stlll worse was it
whin n cotple of boys rn v oy cry-
Ing, "Look dt the breechoes!™

L lovked down ot my breeches and *
wondeged whut wis wiong with thei.
They seemed very splondid to me Gnd
set 1 saw at once that they were not
populee, I went close to my  Aunl
Deel and paetly bhid myself in her
vionk, 1 heoed Mrs, Dunkelberg woy |

“Mf course you'll come to dinner
with us?"

For o second my hopes leaped high,
I wus hungry and vislons of Jelly |
cuke pud pregerves rose hefore me, Of
tonrse there were the trousers, but
perhiaps Sully would get used (# the
trousers and ask me to 'pley with hor,

“Thank ye, bul we've got @ good |
wWays to go snd we fetchpd a bite
Wilh ps=ayes!” said Aunt Deel,

Hogerly T nwniied un invitntion feot |
the grent Mrs. Dunkelborg that should
he docisively uwrgent, but she only |
il [

“I'm very sorry you can't stay.’ |

My hopes foll like bricks and vane
ished llke hubbles, [

The Dunkelbergs left us with pleas- |
nnt words, They had asked me to
“linke hands with Sally, but 1 had

Iy and without a wormd we walked |
across (he park toward the tavern |

l

Hempng, OF the frepsures in the box
I hisve now In my possession: A life
of Woshington, *The Life aod Writs
gz of Twctor Duckworth™
Stolen ChIGL™ by “Juhn Gult, Esq.™;
“Rostne Laval™ by “Mr. Smith”; Ser-
mons and Essaxs by Williun Ellery
Channing. We foand o the box abso,
fhirty numbers of the “Utitad Siates

Maguzine and Democratic  Review"

nod #
Mirvor™

Aunt Doeel began with "The Stolen |
CLIL"  She rend siowly nad often
patsed for ctunment or expland
linghter or to touch the
on eye with & corper of bher handier- |
ehief In moments when we were oll
detply movid by the migfortunes of
favorite olmracters, which were |
acute umd numerous,

iry copies of the “New York

ogr

In those mugnsines we read of the
Ereat e Lhe poor man's porn-
dive*~"the stoneless land of plen-
t5™s of its delightfal clmate, of the |

eise with which the farmer prospered |
Unete I'eabody spoke |
West, after that, |

& no answer and
ilon on that suh-l
As for mysalf,
fevpencd my Inter-
aid west ac-i north
in the skiex (Dove
terfotis and Inviting ,

on 1ts vleh soil,
playluily of go!
it Aunt Deel o
nmenited her o
ot Lor a long 1
e reading hnd
exl in the ensd
prd pouth oo
thivtn, How 1
they had beco
Chies evening
[tepublics
I ossemed BF
ia ki g Lypo |
Ins Wri
et

“Well' T wy

1
neighbor hod bYrought
o the post-oMice, i

‘ead nlomd these words
the top of the page:

"t Blected to the U, B,

"

t to know!™ Uncle Pea- |
hindy exelnbroed. “That would mualke |
me forglt fr M I wes goln’ to be!l
huhg,  Go an aitd s what it says.”

I read the oboos Gg of our friend |
for the seat mide v cant by the res-
lguution of Witilum Le Marcy, \\'hni

hrd been elceted governor, wiul lhv‘
part wheh. wost jnipressid us wers
those words from s letter o e |

Wrizht w Azaviah Flogg of Albany, |
writlen when the former wps nsked
o wecept the pluce:

“T am ton young and too poor for
duch an elesation, I huve hid |
the experience In that great thepter of |
pelities to guniify me for a ploce so |
exalled and  responsible, 1 prefer |
thorefore the humbler position which
I nuw gecupy.”

“That's his way,” sald Uncle Poas
hody, “They had hard work to con-
vinee him that he knew enough 1o be
Surrogmter

“Dig won have Hitle concelt—ayes "
gald Aunt Deel with a  slgnificant
glance at pe.

The eandles had burned low and I
wus wilehing the shroud of one of
theth when there ¢ime a rap ot the
door, It wns unusual for any oce to
come to our door In the evening and
we were a bit startled.  Uncle Pea-
body opened It and old Knte entered

nol

clung to my wunt's clonk and firly | Without spenking and nodded to my !thr nid gave him my note for $215
refused to mnke any advances, Slow. | Aunt and wnecle and sat down by the to bhe paid in salts January 1, 1838,

fire. Vividiy T remembered the day
of the forlonedelling. The same geg

*“Thae |

| 0. Come, Bart—o right up to bed

| ule—ajas ™

| trmnge

| Uncle Penbody.

vekoned fo 1hE sfrenser, who ok
loveeal TEm ™ out of the Troont door with
the plate of food in her hands

"Well I declare! It's n long time
since =he went up this road—ayes!™
sald Aunt Deel, yawnlng as she re-
sumed her chalr,

“Who Iz ol' Ente? I asked.

“OW, Just a 1 ooor o' cruzy woman—
wanders all ‘ronnd—oyes!”

“What minde her craxy?™

“Oh, I guess somebody misysed snd
deccived ber when she was young—
ayeit! s an awfn! wicked thing to

now, It's high tlme—ares!™

“I want to wait 'til Uncle Peabody |
comes back,” sald L

“¥Why?r

“I—I'm afreld she'll do somothin'
to him."”

“Nongense ! O Kate 1= just as harme-
less as a kitten. You (ake your ean-
dle mud go right up to bed—this min- |

I went upstalrs with the candle |
and oodressed very slowly nndll
thoughtfully while 1 listened for the
foolsteps of my uncle. I did not get
into bed untll 1 heard him come in
and blow out his Imntern and start |
up the stadrway, As he undressed
he told me how for mapny years the
waman had been roving in
the romds “up hill and down dals,.
thousnngs an' thonsands o miles,”
aull pever reuching the end of her
Journey.

In n moment we heard & low wall
above the sounds of the breeze that
shook the leaves of the old “popple”
tree above our roof.

"What's. that ¥ I whispered,

“I guess Jt's ol Kale ravin'," sald

It tonehed my heart and I lay lis-
tening for a (ime, but heard only the
loud whisper of the popple leaves,

J.LCHAPTER V.
The Great Stranger

Some strangers came  along  the
rofd those days—hunters, peddlers
und the lke—and their coming Alled
me- with a Joy which nostly went
away with them, I regre! ¥, NO
of these, however, uppealed o my |
Imagination as dil old Kate, But
thete wus one stranger gredater than
she—grenter Indeed, than any other
who enme lnto Raltleroad. He came
ravely and would nol be long detnined,
How curiously we tooked at  him,
knowing his fame and power! This
great steanger wisg Money,

I shall never forget the day that
my uncle showed me o dollar bill and
n little shi golld coin and three
pleces of =iy, nor ¢an I forget how
enrefully he atched them while
they 1oy In my hands and presently
put them baelk Into hls wallet, That
wis long before the time of which I
nm welting, T remember hoaring him
sny, one day of that year, when 1
agled him to teke us to the Caravan
of Wild DBeassts which was coming to
the willage:

“I'm sorry, but H's been a hundred
Sundays slnee T had a dollar in my
wallet for more than ten minvtes”

I have his old wecount book for
the yenrs of 1887 nnd 1838, Here are
some of the entries:

“Bulanced ac wnis with J. Doro-

AL IR

Soldl ten hushels of wheat to B, Miner
gt O cents, 1o be paid In goods,

| thar ever came to our door.
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iTaslag Mr. Barnes in e fmmedisfe
region of hLis nose, the same being in
the nature of o defense.

That evening T was chlefly Inter-
ested In the stove. What a joy It
vas to me with its dumper and grid-
dles and high oven and the shiny odge
on its bearth! It rivaled, In Itz goy-
elty and charm, any tin peddlers curt
Johin
Axtell and his wife, who bad seen It
poss their house, horrled over for o
Inok at It Every hand wie on the
stove ag we temderly carvled It into

| the house, plece by plece, and sot |t
. up. Then they ent a hole in the up-

per floor and the stone ehimney and
fitted the pipe. How keenly we
watched the bullding of the fire, Tow
quickly It roared and began to heat
the room | [

When the Axtells had gone awny
Aunt Deel sald:

“It's grand! Tt Is sartin—but I'm
'frald we can't afford lt—ayes I bel"|

“We con’t afford to freeze any!
longer. I made up my mind that we
couldn't go through nnother winter
a8 we have,” was my uncle's answer, |

“How much did it cost?" she asked

“Not mueh difor'nt from thirty-
fonr dollars in sheep and grain,” he
answered,

Rodney Barnes stayed to supper
and spent & part of the evening with
us,

Like other setilers there, Mr.
Baorties was a cheerful optimist. Every- |
thing looked good to hlin untl It|
turned out badly,

He told how he had heard that it!
was n growing country near the creat !
water highway of the St. Lawretoe,
Prosperons towns were building up,
in It. There were golng to be great
citiessdn Northern New York, There |
were rleh stores of load and iron |
in the rocks. Mr. Barnes had bougli |
two hundred acres ot ten dpllars an
acre. He had to pay a fee of five
per cent, to Grimshaw's lawyer for
the survey and the papers, This left
him owing fourteen hundred dollars
on his farm—muech more than It was
worth.

Uur consin twisted the poker In
Lls great hands uotil it squenked ns
he stood before my uncle and sald:

"My wile and I Lave chopped and
burnt and pried and hauled rocks an’
shoveled dung un' milked an* ehurned
until we are “worn out. For slmost
twenty yenrs we've heen workin' diys
nn' nights an® Sundoys, My morteoge
wus over-due, T owed six hundrod lIu]-’
Inrs on it. I thought it all over one
tny an' went up (o Grimshaw's an’
tonk him by the bhack of the neck
tod shook him, He suld he would
drive me oot o' the couniry., He
gave me six months to pay up. I had
to pay or lose the land., I got the
money on the note that vou signed
over in Potsdam. Nobody o Coan-
ton would '’ dured to lend It to

me."”
“Why?" my unele nsked,
“"Frald o' Grimshaw. He didn't

want me to be able to pay It, The
place is worth more than six hundred
dollars now—that's the reason. I {n-
tended to cut some timber an' hanl
it to the village this winter so I could
pay # part o' the note un' gt more
time as I told ye, but the roads have
been so bad I coulin't do any haul-
"

My uncle went snd took a drink at
I gaw by hlz face

' T dunno

| upen it

———————— I

bridzed & bad T and 2ol Tus ou
to bed in fairly M eondition.

A few Jduys later the nole eame
due gnd its owner [psisted upon full
payment, Theee vas such o clamor for
money those duys! I remember that
my nunt had slxiy dollars wlilch slwe
had savedd, Hitle by Hrdde, by selliug
cggs and chickens. She had plenied
to nee It to buy a tombstope for ler
mother aud foches—a long-cherfshed
nmbition, My unele needidd the s
of It to belp pay the note. We drove
to Potsdam on that sid vreomd wod
what a time we had getting (hes
and back in deep mud and sand and
Jolting over corduroys |

“Bart,” my uncle said the next
evening, a8 I took down the book te
rend, “T goess we'd better tolk
things over a little tonight, These
ure hord times. H we can find any- |
bhody with money enough o buy ‘em
but we better sell the

sheep,”

“If you hada't been a fool,™ my
aunt exclalmed with a look of great
distress—"uyes! If you hadn't been
a fool.”

“I'm Just whot I be, un' T pin't so
hig & fool that I need to be reminded
of It sald my uncle,

“TN stay home an’ work,” 1 pro-
posed  bravely.

“You ain't old enough
dighed Aunt Deel,

“I want to keep you In school,” sald
Uncle Peabody, who sat making a
aplint broogn,

While we were talkinz In wilked
Benjamin Grivghew—the rich man of
the hills, He didn't stop to  knock
but walked right o as I the house
were his own. It was common gos-
sip that be bell a mortgnere on every
acre of the countryside, I hml never
likes1 him, for he was § stern-eved
min wWho wos Hiw ieolding some-
body, nnd T hind no forgotien what his
son had snld of him

“Good night!" boe excluimed cortly,
ns he sat down il set his cone hes
tween his feet and rested his hopde
He spoke hoarsely nnd ]

for that™

“One, Two, Three, Ready—Sing.”

ememher the enMons notion eame to

ourelul—nwiul,

uncovered :ay emotions #0 (GAF T put
wy elbow ol the wood-box ¢:nd leaned
my Bead apon it sud sebbed

1 nin't goin' to be hard on
Buyoes,” sald Mr, Griwmshaw oy
rige from his chair; ‘T glve ye
three mondhs to see what yog can (o,

I wouldn't wonder AT b boy wonld
urn out 4l rizht. He's big an’ eordy
if Wiz nge and o purty lkely boy, ey
wlt me” »

Mr, Grimshaw opened Lhe door snd
stood for @ moment looking at us and
idded in n milder tone: “You've got
ote " the best frms In this town an’
if ye work hard an' use  common
sense ye ought to be out ¢ debt in
five years—mebbe less"

He closed the door and went awny,

Nelther of us moved or spohe as we
listened to his footsteps on the gravel
path that went down to the rond and
to the sound of his buggy as he drove
awuy, Then Uncle Peabody broke
the silence hy saying: .

“He's the dam’dest—"

He stopped, set the half-splintered
stick aslde, closed his juckknife and
went to the woterpall to cool his
emotions with a drink.

Aunt Deel took up the subject: whera
he hod dropped it, as if no-half-ex-
pressed sentiment would satisfy her,
saying:

“—old skinflint that ever lived in
thiz world, nyes! I alot goin' to
hold my oplolon o' that man no
longer, ayes! I cun't. It's too pows-
erful—ayes [

Having recovered my composure 1
repented that I should like to give up
sthool and stay at howe nod work,

Aunt Deel interrupted me by suy-
g

“1 have an idee that Sile Wright
will beip us—ayes! He's comin' home,
an' you better go down an' see him—
nyes ! wHado't ye?”

“Bart an' Tl go down to-morrer,”

LA
)
:

" ="

tild Uncle Peabody.

Some fourteen wonths before thut
oy wy uncle had taken me to Pots-
Gam and taded graln and salts for
what he culled a _“rip ronrin’' fine suit
clothes” with boots and cap and
aader and collue and necktle to mateh,
I laving earned them by sawing and

rding wood at  three shillings a
cord, How often we lovked bick to
those better days! ‘The clothes had
been too big for me and I had had to
walt until my growth had taken up
the “sluck” In my cout und trousers
before I conld venture out of the
uelghbartood. 1 bad tried them on
every week or so for n long time, Now
iy statwie fllled them lhaodsomely
ind they filled mwe with & pride aml
Sustinction which T had pever known
befcre,

‘Now way the Lord help ye to be
terrible enreful o
them clothes eveey minute o' this
dny” Aunt Deel enutioned ny ghe
Iookéd at me. “Don’t gmt no horse
st por wagon grense on ‘em.”

To Aunt Deel wagon grease was
the worst enemy of a happy and re-
spectoble home,

We hitched our team to the grass-
hopper spring wagon and set out on
our Journey, It was n worm, hazy
Indian-summer day fn Novomber, As
we pussed “the mill" we sow the 8i-
lent Woman looking out of the lttle

window of her room above the biack.

Smith shop—a low, weathersiained,
figine Lulkling, hoadd by the mialn

the water pail
that he was unusuanlly wrought up.
“My henwvens an' earth!™ he

road, with a parrow huuging stalr on

eheda, the side of it

tle stlle Nghted her face as sha|  “Sald two gheep to Flavins Curtls
looked at me, Bhe beld up hee hand{ and look his note for $0, poyable in

me thar he looked Hke onr old riin

s of

She Had 8pent Several Evenings
Making Thom Out of an Oid Gray
Flannel Petticoat.

pockaty In them of which 1 was wery
prowk. They ctme Junt ta the tops
of my shues, which plegeea me, for
therehy the glory of my new sghovs
#ifferod o encroschimont,

The vext Sundny pfwr thoy werp
nokdied we '  presching In  the
sehpolhore ond 1T was eager to go
il wour iy waonderful trowsers, Une
clo Pealinly sl thiat b dido't know
whethor biv leg would hold out or
not “through o whole meetin’,™  Hig
lefl log wai lome from 6 wreneh pod
palned Bim i he sat long in one po-
sitlos. T goently enjoyed this frest
publle exhibitivn of wy bow Lrous-
s, 1 remeber pruying ln silence,
M8 we gt down, that Uncle Poabody's
leg would hold ont. Lates, whon the
Rong sevmon hud begun to wiuey nie,
I prnyed Guil 1t wonld not.

Ik dvus n benulitul surmuer morutog
draye down 1o Bills and from

Wo hndt siarted sway up the Bouth

‘oo the mmoke of & Wteames !
over the Bt Lawrence and |
huildings of Cunton on tho

rond when, to iy sueprise, Aunut Deal |
mililly nttacked the Dunkdlberan,
Yo hore vlilage folls ke to |
be woltedl op—ayoesl—an' they're pw-
Ml anxiond you shoulldl come to pes

| 't when ye can't—auyes !—but when

Yo git to the wvillnge they ain't nigh
g0 anxtous—noe they aln' 1"

In the middle of the great cedar
swomp mear Little River Aunt Depl
ot out the lunch basket and I sat
Uawn on tha hogzy bottom betweon
their legs and leaniug pgalust the
dush, 8 disposed wo ate onr luneheon
of fried chles and brend and butter
il wnaple sigar and cheese.  What
an offictent cure for good! health were
the douphonts and cheese and sugor,
espelnlly It they wele mixed with
tho idivness of s Sundoy, 1 had a
hewduche wlso and goon Toll daleep,

The wun wie low whin they awoke
me in onr doorgard.

1 soon divcoverad that (he Dankel-
bergs had fallén from thelr high es
tate In otr home und thut Sius
Wrelight, Jr., had takon thely place in
the conversation of Aunt Deel,

CHAPTER IV,

In the
Oue dny

Light of the Candien.
the stuge, on g wiuy to
Dullybéen, came o our houss amd
left a box and a letler from  Mr.
Wright, addressed to my unele, which
rear:

“Denr Sir—=1 sond herewith a box
of bovks and mogagines In (he hope
thut you or Misk Baynes will resd
them aloud to my lttle partoer nad (o
dolng #0 gel some enjoyisent snd
prafit for yourselves,

“Yours respoctfully;
"8, WRIGHT, JR.

“P. B—=When the contents of the
box have duly risen Into your minds
will you kindly sse that It does a
Nke setvice to your peighbors In
Behool Distelet Now 71 8 W, Je"

7 guess Bart hos moudo a friend o
this grent man—sartin ayes!" sald
Aunt Diwl, 1 wonder who'll be the
next onel™

The work of the day ended, the
grouped aenr (he edge
of the table and my sunt's armchair
wis placed beslde them. Then 1 sat
Uncle Peabody's Iap by the tire
nE'time went on, In my smnll chale
beside him, while Aunt Deel udjusted

with four fngers sproad above Ik
“Ayen”™ suld Aunt Do, "ihere wrs
fenr porils”
Ay aunt rofe and went Into thn)

kt'ey while I sat  ®taring ot  the |
rageed ol woman, Her Lol 'r-.u;i
while now aud pactly covered by a |
WL L THOo
S]] ||‘.' e |
N
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,5 P 7
GAA RN

Unele Peabody Opened It and Old
Mate Entered Without Speaking.

wmrn and fuded. bonnst.  Forbilditing
a8 sho was [ did pot mise the sweets
ness In her smlle and her blue oyes
whon she looked at me, Aunt Deel
cainé with a pinte of doughnuts and
breud snd butter and head cheese
andl sald in o volce full of pity:

“Poor o' Knte—ayes! Hers's somes
thin' for ve—ayes!®

She turned to my anele and shid:

“Peabardy Baynes, what'll we do—
'd like to ¥mow—ayes! She ean't
rove nll night"

“Tll gt some blankets an' make
a bed for her, gond ‘pough for any-
body, out in the hifd man’s room
over the shed” sald my wncle.

He brought the lintern—a lttle
tawer of perforated tin—and put a
Ughted cungile nsidp of jt. Then he

| cleanly
Iiunl sven herole service In the wars
and we knew it,

boola un o before Mareh the fimit"

Only one entry In more than a
hundred mention money, and tils wns
the sum of eleven cents received in
balanee from a nelghbor,

So it will be seen that a spielt of
mutual  accommodintion  served  to
help us over the rough golng,  Mr.
Grimshnw, however, demnnded his
pay o cush wnd that T find was mialn-
iy the habit of the mones-lenders.

Wo were poor but our poverty was
ot fike (st of thess duys In which
[ um weiting. It was proud and
aml well-fed. Our fathers

I wns twelve years old when I be-
enn to be the reader for our ltile
fimily. Aunt Deel had  ftong com-
pliined tint she conldn't keep up with
hee knitting and read’ o0 much. We
hall not seen Mr, Wright for nenrly
fwo yonrs, but he had sent us the
novele of Sip Walter Scott and I hnd
led them heafl dedp lnto the créed
ttles of Ol Mortality.

Then came the evil days of 1837,
when the story of onr lves began to
quicken ite pace and exeélte our fnter.
est In lts coming chapters. Tt gave
ns ennugh ta think of, God knows,

Wil speeniations in land and the
American papersmoney  system  had
bhrought us inte rough going. The
banks of the elty of New York had
suspended payment of thelr notes,
They could no longer meet their on.
gagements,  As usugl, the burden fell
heaviest on the poor, | It was hard to
pet money even for black malts,

Unele Peabody had been sllent and
depressed for a month or more. He
had signed a note for Rodney Burtes,
i consin, long before and was afrid
that he would have to pay It. T didn't
know what a note was and I remem-
ber that one night, whem T Iny think-
ing about it, 1 deecided that It must
be something In the nature of horse
colle. My uncle told me that n note
wins o treuble which sattacked the
brain Instead of the stomach.

One putumn day in Canten Uncle

i

elidied ns he sat down agdln,

“If's the bmin colie” I spld to
wysell as 1 looked ut him,

Mr, Baines seemed to have it alse,

“Too much note” T whispered.

"'m awlul sorry, but I've
everything 1 could,” =ald Mr, Burnes,

“Aln't there somehody thut'll tska
another morignge®—Iit ought to ba|
safe now,” my uncle suggested,

“Money I8 g0 tight it ean't bo done,
The bank has gor all the money an'
Grimshaw owns the bunk, I've trind
and iried, but I'll make you safe. 1’1
give you a moertgage until I can turn
‘ronnd.”

So I saw how Radney Barues, llke
other settlers In Lickltysplit, bnd gone
Into botdage to the landiord.

“Mow much do you owe on
place?’ Barnes asked,

“Seven hundred an' fifty dollars”
gnld my unele.

“Is It due?

“It's been due a Year an' if 1 have
to pny that note TN be short my ln-
torest.”

“Gul o' Israel!
Uncle Peabody.

Down  crashed
into the box,

“What about?"

“It would be like him to pnt the
strews on you now, You've gof-be-
tween him an’ hle prey. Youo've taken
the monse away from the eat"

1 remember the litle panic that
fell on ws then, T could see toars
In the eyes of Aunt Deel as she sat
with her head leaning wenrily on her
hand,

“If he does I'll do all T ean,” sald
Barnes, “whatever I'vé got will be
yours"

Rodney Darnes loft us, snd T re-
mwember how Uncle Peabody stood In
the middle of the floor and whistied
the merriest tune he knew,

“Stand right op here,” he enlled In
his most cheerful (one. “Stand right
up here before me, both o ye

T got Aunt Deel by the hand and
led her townrd my pnele. We stood

facing him. “Stand straighter,” he

Lhis

I'm &ealrt,” said

stick of wood

the

done |

He wore a thin, gray beard under b8 | 4l keens wateh by the winder

i dLs month was shut tight 10l when she ain't travelin' sild Undlo
_.II :. .:: .lm" curving downward a Ut- FPeabwdy. “Kpows nll that's goin'
thy nt 1he ends. My uncle used (o ofp—~thil womnn—knows who gpes (o
‘ his mouth was made 1o koD | g, village an” how long they stuy.

nirhts from leaking antl 5oIng | weon Grimeany goes by, they say she

: fe. He hod a big body, a DI yceies off down the rond [0 her rags.
o 8 month, o big nose and | g pnes ke o slek log leesalf, but
enrs unil homds  HIS eyes 187 pog hoard that sho leeps that room

I in this setting of big
Mr. Grishew, It's
o heen in our
Aunt Deel.

iy ne o pin®
Noar (he vilege we possed o smuri-

leoking buggy, drawn by n spry-foot-

Then I

o' Just a9 nont

housg—

et Wl Torse ahtiny 'TOsE,
I suppose 1t is” he nnswered rathe| @1 Forse In shiny larne
husgily, *1 dowt hive much time motlced with & pang that our wagon
4 1 i L} e A &2

) pot Mbooily. T Bove' A Wose.| N8 covered with «ry mud and that
'hore's . ;.'-. e seem to bo .]hc; eur horses were ratler bony and our

t ple Beem £ shle [0 ; s e
to git olong without 1t. 1 see vou've MaTiess a kind of lead color, So X

was in an humble state of mind when
we entered the village,

There was u crowd of men and
woinen in front of Mr. Wright's oftice
and through Its open door I saw muny

o' these newfungled stoves,”
he nddad us he looked it over. “Huh!
feh follts enn have anything they

Unele Poabody had sat splintering

tho dong stlok of yellow birch., I ob- of his fellow townsimen, We walted at
soreed thut e Juclimife trembled o the door for a few minutes. I crowded
his hand, His tone hind a toueh of in while Unele Peabody stood tolk-
unnaturplongs, proceedinig no doubt Mg to a villager, The Senator eaught
from his fead of the man before him, #lght of me aud cnme to my side and
ns he salil: pul his hand on my head and enld:
“When 1 bought that*stove I fe1t  “Hello, Bart! How you've grown!
richer than T do now. 1 hed glmost #0d how handsome you look! Where's

your uncie?”

“He's there by the door,” I aon-
wwered,

“Well, le's go and see him.”

Mr. Wright was stouter and grayer
find grander than when 1 hand seen
him Inst. He wus dressed in Diack
broadeloth unl wore & big beaver hat
and high collar and his halr was al-
most white. I remember vividly his
elear, kindly, gray eyes and ruddy
cheeks.

“Baynes, I'm glad to see yon." he
sald hesrtily, “Did ye bring me any

enough o seftle with you up to date,
but 1 =igned 8 note for o friend and
hnd to pay IL"

“Ayuh! 1 suppose 0" QGrimshaw
snsweied In oo toup of bitter frony
which cut me like n knifeblade, young
fs I was. “Whit business have you
signin’ nofes an' givin' awhy mopey
which ain’t yours to give—I'd ke to
know? What business have you actin®
like a rich mon when you cun't puy
yer honest delta? 1'd like to know
that, too?"

“I I'vp ever acted like a rich man

it's been when 1 wa'n't lookin'” suld Jerked meat?” '
Uncle Penbody, “Didn't think of 1t," sald Uncle
“What business have you to go on- Peabody. “But I've got a nice young

doe all jerked sn' if you're fond o
Jork Tl bring ye down some to-mor-
rer
“I'd like to take some to Washing-
ton, but I wouldn't have you bring
it g0 far.”

“T'd like to bring  it—I wsnt a

Inrgin'  yer fomily—tnkin' wanother
mouth to feed and another-body to
spin for? That costs money., 1 want
to tell you one thing, Roynes, you've
got to pay up or git out o' here”

He ruised his cune and shook it in
the alr as he spoke.

“Now, altogether, “Oh, L nin't no doubt o that” eaid

::‘.“a?r:ri md;"-:-i;:;t.” » : s Unele Peabody. “You'll have to have
He beat time with his hand in iml- YOF meoney—that's sure; an' you wiil
tation of the singlug muster nt the have o If 1 live, overy cent of It
sehoolhonse and we jolned him in TOIS DoF Is goin’ to be a great help
singing an old tune which began: “Oh, [0 We—jvu don't know what a good
keep my heart from sadness, God” * Do¥ he & and what a comfort he's

begn to ns ™
TR NrnNe ikt of e man T wors of ;e betoved gacle

chance to talk with ye for half an
hour or such a matter,” sald my un-
cle, “I've go* a lttle trouble on my
hands"

The Senator took us Into his office
uudlntrodnm!nstgtheluﬂtum
of Qe county. e P

'(Continued Mondey)




