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he dead ?” Ronald asked.

wnt lowered the lolling head
glaring eyes to the turf anc
spewker with a glare of

' look
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“IWhat has happened ?” her eyes fall-
‘ng on his revolver. .
his disengaged hand he hfted
Lis hate - & .
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T sp=1 think vou had better not gu

 ih way.” he said. haltingly.
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n the ground.
g nted. as he

W
-

ds ‘the bushes; “dare to

N et daylight

od a8 if rooted to the spot.
esire to see the man who

| A chill like that
bhim. He had killed

~ Then his heart
little ray of hope

jm, for be heard Thad Wil-
, Jow and tender: “Are you
old boy? Say, old chum.
'_."_, tricks ot me!”
R . i
-8 low monotonous response
t continued for fully half
n Romnald heard a gut-
coughing. and when it
sed be knew that Sydney Hart
. Striding forward, he parted
sebes of the bushes. He found
illia ps holding the dead man’s
e arm. as he might have held

k like he's runnin’ of a
“* he sneered. and a
‘Yo face as

| Leen better if he had.

 “Bat way ?" her glance shifted from

Lis revoiver to his rigid face.

He hesitated, and then it occurred
to him that he might as well tell her
all. It might be better for her to hear
it from his own lips than to get a dis-
torted report from others.

“] have had trouble with Syd Hart.”
He wondered at the strange calmmness

‘that had suddenly come over him in

her presence. “It took place just
there. round the bend; you'd better
turn vour pony the other way.”

Her face was as full of agony as her
<hrill voice when she said:

“You don't mean that you have -?2"

He nodded. “They are.removing the
body now. Please be calm; don’t be
afraid of me! I had to do it; he would
have kiilled me. Perhaps it would have
I have always
thought 1'd rather die than kill a man.
sven in defense of my own life. but in
the heat of the fight 1 did no¢ loox at
it that way. All I wanted was to hit
him—to hit him in the heart before he
could Kkili me.”

Every muscle in her body scemed 10
‘wnd an ear to what he was saying.
‘he reins fell from her inert fingers.

«0Oh Ropald” (she had never called
‘he name aloud before, and it thrilled
him to the center of his benumbed
Leing), “for God's sake. tell me it is
qot true—there must be some mis-
take.”

“N.ue whatever,” was his reply, as
Lis desperate eyes feasted ou her
cweet. lovc-filled face. *“Evelyn, dar-
ling,” a gentle glow showed in his
face like the flame of his inward, spir-
itual fire. “there was never the slight-
est hope for our love, but had there
heen. this would have killed it. You
have been only a hopeless dream to
me. I have been unworthy of even
vour faith in me; this is the end;
my struggles were great enough be-
fore. my burden is now too heavy to
bear. Without a gleam of hope I can-
not move—] haven't that.”

She gazed at him steadily, her glarce

continually softening.
“] shall be true to you always,” she

raid. “I love you more than 1 do my
life. This will make me suffer as
wuch as youn. Remember that. I shall

| not have one moment's peace. Already

] feel like an old woman. Where are
you going, Ronald?”

He told her calmly enough.

“] guess that is best—if anything

l¢an be best.” she said. bitterly. *I

know where the sheriff lives. Get in
the cart with me; I shall drive there;
ft is oniy a mile.”

“That will never do,” Le drew back;
“vour father—"

She shrugged a shoulder, and. took
up the reins in a pair of suddenly firm

“ands. .
4 think of my father
~e [should

aur

open space wherd cotton-fields
stretched out on one side. Behind them
pow loomed the white facade of Carn-
leigh. A score of negroes were picking
cotton bevond the rail fence, but thej
did not look up. Ronald was congratu-

Jating bimself on this, knowing that |

the sheriff lived only a little further on,
but his elation on this score was ghort
of life, for just then a horseman ap-

| peared in front of them. It was Capt.

Winkle, riding like an Englishmanp, ris-
ing and falling in his stirrups. As his
trotting horse brought him swiftly
nearer he lifted his hat and bowed 10
Evelyn. Evidentiy he had recognized
Ronald and he showed much surprise.
Looking back our hero saw that he had
reined his horse in aud was staring
after them in a bewildered fashion.
Evelyn gave her companion a COIu-
prehensive glance. “Never miund,” she
said. “he’ll tell everybody bhe kunows
that he has seen us together, but you
and I have other things to think about.
Will my love console you at ail?”
“More than auythicg in the world.”
“Well, remember.” they are now in

cight of the sheriff's house, a five- |

roomed erection with a porch over
which clambered a wealth of vines,
“remember that 1 shall be thinking of
vou every minute.”

“Thank you for that,” he said, and
added: *“I might as well get out here
and walk up to the house.”

Her only answer was to whip up the
pony ; her face was pinched by pain as
she drew up at the gate in front of the
house. He got out.

“Good-by,” be said.

She held ocut her hand.

“Good-by,” she echoed, and as he took
her hanud he felt her quivering fingers
tighten round his own. *I am going to
pray for you night and day,” she said.
Andtbenshe turned her pouy aud drove
slowly homeward. As he was entering
the gate, he saw her stop and look
back: then she signaled bim to come to
her. Obeyving. he found her face wel
wilth tears.

“Is there nothing 1 can do for you?”
she questioned.

He reflected, and then:

“If you should happen to meet David
on vour way back, please tell him what
I have done, and that I came to the
sheriff.”

“] wish it were something harder,”
she said, pressing her handkerchief to
her twitching lips. *“Oh, it is so awful
—there is so little to hope for—you see
vou are 8o despondent!”

He could not deny this last charge;
her very words seemed to add weight
to his gloom. Lifting his hut, he
turned away.

There was an open passage between
the two front rooms of the sheriff’s
house, and at a washtub, on a little
back porch, battling stick in hand, be
saw Mrs. Ratcliff. She was about 30
vears of age, but might easily have
proved that she was a third older, if
her appearance had been taken as test-

maony.
ionald rapped on the cocor-facing to

attract her attention, and when she
* 2 nwy he asked her if her husband

iy il]

Ds.
dney Hart, Mrs. Rat-

this explanation after

brown beard thoughtfully. He would

have made a joke if he were at a funeral |
and 1he joke had been at the expense
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of thie corpse.
“It's bud on me,” he said. drily, "if you
fellers kill cut many more ringleaders
like Syd I'll be out of & job—that skunk
hus been bread aun’ meat to me fur a
long time. But, no jokin®, we'd better
nake a bee line fur town. an’ 'l see
if | can't git yvou up a bond. Youare
tog good a citizen to be stuck In a com-
We cavu't do a thing till
committal
truth, 1 dou’t
business,

mon Jjail,
we've had a
tell you the
the looks of 1the

like

vuu trouble. What he'll swear won't

be prompted by the
threat shows his hand.
mopy. true or unirue, will go as fur

at court as a presidin® elder’s. Many
an innocent man has had his life swore |

away by designin’ rascals.”
CHAPTER XIL '
Twenty minutes later they were in
the sheriff’s buggy, on the wiy 10
Danube. Rateliff had put a cheap cigar

between his teeth, but he was not go-

ing to ‘light it tili they were eutering
the towu.

“Thar's one disagreeable featuive,” he |

remarked. *“At first, my idea was 10

hurry up au’ git it over. so you wonldn't |

huve to go to jail at all; but it bhas
just struck me that this is Saturday,
an’ it is sometimes awkward work to
have & trial the last day o' the week.
You see the prosecution will waut to
summon Thad Williams, an’ that will
take time. Then, as to-morrow is Sun-
day, you may have obleeged to wail
over till Monday.”

Rona.d told bim that it would make
little difference to him whetbher he
spent the time in jail or out.

“You feel that away now,” commenlt-
ed the sheriff, “but you will feel dif-
ferent wheu you git in thar, at least
that's my experience with prisoners.
A jail house is like a woman’s bonuet;
it has a better look from the outside
than the inside.”

Just before driving into the publie
square Rateliff struck a match and ap-
plied the flame to his cigar, then he
drew himself up more erectly and
arove on to the office of Judge Richard-
son, the magistrate. A man coming
cut told Rateliff that the judge had
gone out to his farm to spend sSunday.

“You see,” said Rateliff, as Le puffed,
and seemed to view himself from the
standpoint of a group of citizens who
had gathiered on the sidewalk and
whose eyes were asking what had Lap-
peued. One of the crowd stepped out
to the buggy and asked if Ronald was
under arrest, but he received only a
non-committal grin and a shrug as
Ratcliff turned his horse towards the
jail, a modern red brick structure ad-
joining the courthouse in the center
of the town. When they arrived the
jailer, a short, thickset maun, with a
bald spot on Lis head. was playing
checkers in the yard with the ordinary
of the county. The jailer answered 1o
his name reluctantly, without looking
up from the board.

“You'd better git up from

Pateliff, jo

e -4 UL FOU .
alike.”

trial., To |

'l'hud |
Williams is a devil on wheels; he'll give |

angels, an his
But his testi- |
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the room sat the neighbors discuss-
ing his mavy mauly virtues and his
antimely end. . He suw a white-haired
mother. and old man Hart, from whom
Syd had inherited his intrepid, turbu-
lent spirit.

“Some men, shuddered onr
“could justify themselves
case as this, but 1 shall uever be able
to forget. My ideal man—the Master
of the World—would have found a way
-0 avoid what 1 did. 1f ouly 1 had of-
fered no resistance. Svd Hart would
have been alive, and 1—and Evelyn—"

There his agony overwheimed him
aud be threw Limself on his bed again
and pressed his Lands over his eyes,
The strains of an organ swelled up
from the nearer ¢hurch and stole into
his room: voices began to sing. The
singers broke down and merry laugh-
ter—the lnughter of free, hopeful peo-
ple—rolied after the flecing stirains of

hero,

< 1IMusic,

e was a sonund of a k=
y the lock and 1t

"he 'q-lifl.'t-

They followed him into
up the stone steps to a heavy iro.. .

— il : - —

‘:n::lw fm regret it to his dyin® day.
*'I'lu-}‘ both went off in the smokehouse, |
jowerin® like cats a-fightin®. |1 slid up

agin the wall o’ the smokehouse¢ to see
¢f 1 conld make out what was wrong.

(2il of it. DBut it seemed like pa had
committed some erime or other durin’
the war. up in Tennessee, an’ she was
threatepin® to give him away. They
kept bringing Yore name into
fuss. but 1 couldn’t tell why they did

(0 'a’ done anything wrong.”

| Ponald made no commenrt on these

remarks: indeed he had eaught only
shout half of what Lis brother was

from any row between his mother and
futher.
.\ulil];:' his inaHt‘I‘t'uﬂ. Nave
‘the i1roa door ¢
betwees :
b

Thar they had it up an’ down fur half
gn hour. but I couldn’t eateh head war |

the |

it. You was too little durin' the war |

saying, so far away were his thoughts |

Do vou know Joe Chapple —the boy who came out of the West
penniless and has built up a National magazine?
Do you know Joc Chapple — the man who gained his knowledge of uman
nature on the bumpers of freight trains; trading an cld gray horse for his first
printing press ; a printer’s devil at 12, an cditor at 16,—through all phases @
social life up to an invited guest on presidential trains, and as special rej
sentative at the Coronation in Westminster Abbey ? ¥
Presidents, Members of the Cabinet, Supreme Court Judges, Dip
Unired States Senators, Conercssmen and Governors know Joe Chapple. T
speak of his work—and they write for his magazine when no other put
ticn on earth can entice them, R
Itisn't because Chapple is brilliant that he has won this national ref
for himself and his magazine — it's his gquaint criginality, his home-like, win
some good-nature that permeates all he writes. There’s nothing publist
day like The National Mag?zine——becnuse there is no one just like Joe Chy '

Maybe you don't know Joe Chapple. His publishers offer an easy way to get acqu

.‘ ':_'-
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Send 12 Two-Cent Stamps " ﬁ

and for three months you can enjoy his ¢ -

You can go with him to the Nagional Capital, into the committee rooms of C'm L
White Honse, fnio the personal life of the great men and wonses whn have honored Joe Chapple
their friendship. You cxn go with him over the length and breadih of the eutire country,
Chapple’s audress is the United States wf Amenicoa, gl

He will give vou 2 glimpse of National lite in sil its phases snch 2s yon wounld ook §
letter 10 the folks at home,” revealing ln vivid snap shols and pen pivtures of curreut @
bumean side of Nationa! life, =

The National isn't quite ALY, Joe Chapple. It's jnst one side of its attractiveness, T8
nesrly 200 pages in The National —finely printed — 00 engravings, short stories, -
addition articles by distinzuiclied members of both hanses oi Conpgress concerning® w
hest fitted to speak the suthoritative word, Senators Allison, Hanna, Lodee, Gib-on,
Tilhman and others have contributed to just numbers of The N atlonal Magazine,

Senator Hanna's articles lust year oa * McKinley as 1 Knew Him™ was one of the

contributions to periodical literature.
But in e year lo come there wiil be grealer achievements in The National th

accomplished. e
Look at this list. Think of every vronthly magazine in the country and do you know of

can offer a greater list of contrilnturs ? - |
Sertors H:anna, BRailew, Allison, E-pl ITNET, L‘lm, Hlﬂﬂh"‘"l'h. I:-'M .
Frye, Doliiver, Cockreil, and scor>c of other men eminent in public atfairs,
And there are plenty of brizht stores destine vwith the people tow on earth—
thit vou cnn recognize —* your sisters, your brothers, your your cousins -
mirroring «learly and happily the lovesaud the ambitions, the deeds aud the adventures f

Common Pevple —as Lincoln loved to call us,

What Representative National Authorities Write 1 = AR

“ One of ouf best magazines.” — Sevator William F. | 7 Fermit me tu congratnlate yon oo b
Frye. Matwaal. It has taken first rank."— .
" A valuabie ad lition tu the magazine worl 1LY Famei “ [ am a conctont reader of The Natic
E. I¥atsan. # - peubably s Let of aur current per
“The omal Magarzive is my favorite pericoal.” = Dl er.
Sevator Weligam B. Al 1 n. | “§ comzider The Nativmal Magazine
“ | read your magazine regulasiy with great interest,” — worthy and jalerestiug penadioals p .
Fustice WWm. K. Day, Ulnnated tates Supréemce Lonrt. =l "y E

Joe Chapple's family of readers o« ayery Joe. There are over16e,
scribers. You'll be one som-"
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g | ) u are different from me, Rorala.
He read vast truth in her deep. despair-
fuog eyes. “l have never for one instant
to g ght my love for you. 1 have gioried
Tup to the |in its growth. T'd rather go to prison
: ;.., ing | With you than fo a palace with any
| Theroad was very shady; large trees

L

@ shign w.suaiion; for he feared that
Leing a woman ard alone with him it
might upset Lier nerves.

“You dou't say,” she ejaculated;
“well, I'll be switched.”

She did not seem more surprised than
if he had told her that he had had a
tooth extracted, and then he remem-

at the head of the stairs. The rocm
was too large to be called a cell. It
was light, having four windows, which
were heavily barred, and a bed that
was faultlessly clean. As Rateliff and
the jailer were leaving, the sheriff asked

Ronald if he could do anything for |

him.

Dave??” .

the poor fellow s

placed it on a littie she,
“*Syvmpathy's alwayvs with in.

at first.” answered Dave. 1 n.

have heerd as many good things sai,

3, boreniaidy :t:::“‘;d :::r::e::d ul':ir:“gu* bered that she had been Rateliff’s com-
nde h‘- s strong inclination to cla. he s hi. nion in many a rough experience. nothing: indeed, he could think of noth-
der the ~on- bt e S a0t give i:pln :tr ‘h“ t 1;‘ One night when he was taking three | ;.0 o¢ 1he 2t St Bl MRS ahes
RREeiss (hat his blooditniued' :ﬂ ﬂd desperadoes to jail and had stopped at | _ Soj Hart's blood. . .
| m not p]lﬂle her bein Al :ds home for refreshments, he found that ni'nu*“ have to have a Iawl‘er,“ sug-
he was taking advantage uf-her?z i’ the mountain streams ahead were so gested Rateliff. g
lowing her to drive wiﬁ; him wh lt- much swollen by recent rains that he | = wrpen send Mr. Redding to me.” said
B s At ot such & time ::ulg could not go on, aud there was nothing | ), prisoner.
Rl comment. He made | X 0 o him but to convert theircom- |  ywhepn they had  left him, Rovald
anticenda what she had j;,“ saidand 157 room iuto a temporary Pprison. | ... himself on the bed and stared
B Ae sew ihat her Mrs. Rateliff sat up till daybreak with op at the ceiling. Hart's corpse o
of tears a shotgun on oue knee, and a restless | , .y of coming before him with new
m*ttert;” be asked baby on the other, and remarked after- | o =" . oh time that it made its ap
Her breast heaved mm'u]:iuly: ::;: that she didn’t sleep balf the pearapce. It approached him now in
“It ; < - } with more tena-
ing ‘::s f:m r::rdnt'? :;.eﬂ::itdl .::l: T:T Ronald watched her as she stood like :;::: ‘::n;;:;f l:eh;na:fer. lTh:l fter:::in '
the last word rndil;g in a sob ; i+ |an Amazon in the doorway and gave | g.g slowly. It began to grow colder
He would have comforted -h if h two long echoing blasts on the hayn. as the sun went down, and the light
- {cou'd, but there was nothi 3 hje Then the came back to him. against the western sl:y turned from |
R vatepyi o The avtsl I‘Hlilgiiln 5 | “Well I reckon you had obleeged to | yellow to gray. Once be e g
A hlt;k 3 Rae e on was | do jt,” as she looked into the room on |t w the body on the floor by his bed
g pon him that in killing |(he right at the little box cradle. “Mr. | ;. 1}o chadow, just as it was lying ol

Ronald told him he could think of | .\ . George Washingten. a5 I have | nu.

about Syvd Hart in the last three | .aent
hours.” DOsSes=Ca
Ivelym iue
duor with
| ness.

*So you see what you
was her first shot,

‘anged her guns ag i
stood at the Geesser, o

gloves and hai.
*1 don’t understand you,”w si
Jyn.

Caroline came a step nearver, hers |
eves (lashing. I
“You came withio an inch of fall

in love with him last summer. Ca)
Winkle has told me a thing or two. |
intended to report it to father if yon
had not changed your taciics. Supposc |
vou had let your silly romanticismgaun
on, how would you have felt now?”

'-'.';]ghl i

Superior to Higher Pr
Cheap Because ncC t i

' | Syd Hart he had blighted Lis whole fu-
- |ture, covered the sun of his hopes with
human blood. They drove out into an

Rateliff "lowed you an’ Syd would have
a taste o’ one another’s gore 'fore long;
he ’lowed he’d never seed a man with
yore reckless nerve, an’ that Hart never
would sleep.till he’d bucked ag’in it.”

The baby?being quiet, she stepped
back to the door. “I see Mr. Ratcliff
comin’ lickity-split through the broom-
sedge. We agreed when thar was any-
thing important fur me to blow twice;

' I reckon he’ll think the house is afire.

My la! did you ever see a body ske-
daddle like that? You'd think a boop-
snake was at his heels! Nothin’ ain’t
the matter!” (she shouted this to her
husband); “you are wanted—that’s
all!” She stood in the doorway and
waved her hands. *“] want 'im to see
I'm unharmed ur he'd break his fool
neck.”

A moment later the sheriff came into
the passage panting and perspiring.

“Well, 1 'lowed the niggers had riz,”
he laughed.

Briefly Ronald explained what he had

he had last beheld it. Almost with a
prayer for protection he turned his
face away and stifled a scream, and
yet the feeling of actual guilt had uot
come to him. He tried todraw Evelyn
into his thoughts, but there was cold
comfort in the memory that he had
blighted her life as well as his own.
Could he have done so then, he would
have killed her affection for him that
she might have the peace of soul that
was denied himm. He heard steps on the
stairs and a key rattled in the 108k
of a little iron door in the wall, and
through it came a woman's voice:
“Here’s yore supper, Mr. Fanshaw.”
It was the jailer's wife, and he arose

and took the plate of food and cup

of hot coffee from her hands.
“Mr. Ratcliff stopped at the door just

pow.” she said, in a cold, methodical

tone, “an’ he said tell you Mr. Reddin’
was out in the country, but he'd left
word at his house fur 'im to come an’
gee you as soon as he got back.”

£

THE NIGHT FELL LIKE A THREAT OF
COMING TERROR.

Rona'd sighed despondently.

“] presume that they blame me?”

“Some few ‘lowed that you ort not
i -bucked agin ‘im that night ut the
:u'amp."

“But the boy was innocent,” said
vur hero.

“That's a faet. Ron: but monntaip
iolks don’t reason that way; they only
ponember how mad you made im
when von turped his cake to dounga.
“hey den’t admit that you was right.
Jase they don’t want to know Low

This sort of goading was maddening.

Evelyn turned upon the offender. *“1

don’t see how I could be more miserable
than I am.” she said, with sharp frank-
ness of voice and look.

The elder gir} grasped the spealier’'s
arm and her bony fingers tightened on
it. “Evelyn,” she said, raspingly, “you
are not in love with that man?”

“More deeply, Caroline, than you will
ever love—or ever could love anybody
with that stony heart/f yours. Yes, |
love him! If it would give him oné mo-

and share his sufferings.”

“Evelyn Hasbrooke!™ Caroline stood
like a figure of stone. “You cannot
mean it!”

. But Evelyn simply sark into a chair

in the semi-darkness ¢f the room. Her
sister’s voice sounded as if it came from
a rreat distance.

“i shall not tell father,” Curoline was
gaving. *It would humble him to the
Jusi. It would simply break his heart.”
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ment’s relief, I'd go to Lis cell to-night |
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yvigh they come to murder that nizht
‘"he nigger that did the deed has lorg
a0 met his God. but some of ‘€
tiy to believe he was innocent., Let

come for and Rateliff pulled his long

Danlegd 20 ’?ft
Cpz-yoege Wajonsy
' ~ and Bez,

When she had gone, Ronald put the
plate on the bed (there was no table
in the room) and washed his hands and
face in the tin basin, but somehow the |
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himself on a towel. The sight of the | reckon they will let you out on bail?”
food gave him a touch of nausea; he
started to drink the coffee, but remem-
bered that coffee at night made him
and he wanted to sleep. He

She paused. Tue pluntation bell rang
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quarter, a ensiem which bad been kept
alive sinee the days of siavery, The elder
sister drew up a chair and sat cown
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