
'vv" mi

-- '( hUrtIS,

CIIAI'Tnii L The scene at the opening
of ilit- - story is laid tj the library ,.f an
oli worn-n- it soutln rn p'.antaliun," known
as. tho Barony. Tl.c place is to be sold,
eml Its history sad that of the owners,
the Qoiatqrds, is the subject of diacus-afa- n

by Jonathan Crenshaw, a hnalntrii
Ma, a stranger known a.--. Bind'-:;- , and
Bob Taney, a fanii-r- , when Hannibal
Wayne Hazard, a mystertoaa child of
the oli southern family, makas his ap-
pearance. Yar.cv tells how he adopted
the boy.

CHAPTKR II Nathaniel Ferris buys
thc Barony, but the .iiintarrte deny any
knowledge of the boy. Yancy to keep
HaJknibaL Captain Miirrii!. a friend of
the Uiiint.inls. at)pei,rs and ask. ques
tions about the Barony.

CHAPTER III. Trouble at Scratch HIH,
Taney's home, wben Hannibal is kid-
naped by Dave Blount. Captain Murrell's
ag:nt. Taney overtakes Blount, slves
him a thra;-hin- and secures the boy.

CHAPTER IV. Yancy Is served with a
warrant r'r assaulting Blount. Taney
appears before Squire Balaam, and is
nscfaarjred with costs for the plaintiff.

CHAPTER V. Betty Malroy, a friend
of the Ft ri 1st B. has an encounter with
Captain Alurrell. who forces his atten-
tions on her, and Is rescued by Bruce
Carrinton, who threatens to whip thecopiain.

CHAPTER .VI. Betty sets out for her
Tennessee home. Carrlngtr.n takes thesame si aire. Yancy and Hannibal dlsap-- p

;:r. with Murrell on their trail, lie
overtakes them in the mountains of Ten-
nessee. ICnrretl gets Yancy drunk and
stabs him in a tight that followed. Han-
nibal escapes In a canoe.

CHAPTKR VII. Hannibal arrives at
the home of Judge Slocum Price.

CHAPTER VIII. The Judge recognizes
In the boy, the grandson of an old time
friend. Murrell arrives at Judge's home.
Hannibal hears of the finding of Yancy's
body. Price arrested is counterfeiter.

CHAPTER IX Cavendish family r,n
rr.ft rescue Yancy, who is apparently
dead. Price breaks Jail.

CHAPTER X -- Betty and Carrington
arrive at Btile Plain.

CHAPTER XI.

The Shooting-Matc- h at Boggs'.
The judge s taitli in the rea'sonable-nes-s

of man Kind having received a
staggering blow, there began a some-

what furtive existence fur hiinsell,
for Solomon Mahatty, and for the boy.
They kept to little frequented, byways,
and usually it was the early hours of
the morning, or the cool or late after-
noons, when they took the road.

A certain hot afternoon Drought
them into the shaded main street or
a straggling village. Near the door of
the principal building, a frame tavern,
a man was seated, with his feet on
the horse-rack-. There was no other
sign of human occupancy.

"How do you do, sir?" said the
judge, halting betore this solitary in-

dividual whom he conjectured to be
the landlord. "What's the name of
this bustling metropolis?" continued
the judge, cocking his head on on&

side.
As he spoke, Bruce Carrington ap-

peared in the tavern door; pausing
there, he glanced curiously at the
shabby wayiarers.

"Tnis is Raleigh, in Shelby county,
Tennessee," said the landlord.

"Are you the voice from the tomb?"
inquired the judge, in a tone of play-

ful sarcasm.
Carrington, amused, sauntered to-

ward him.
"That's one for you, Mr. Pegloe!"

he said.
"I am charmed to meet a gentleman

whose spirit of appreciation shows
bis familiarity with a literary allu-
sion," said the judge, bowing.

"We ain't so dead as we look," said
Pegloe. "Just you keep on to Boggs'
race-track- , straight down the road,
and you'll find that out everybody s
.'here to the boss-racin- g and shooting-match- .

I reckon you've missed tho
hoss-racin- g, but you'll be in time for
the shooting. Why ain't you there,
Mr. Carrington?"

"I'm going now, Mr. Pegloe," an- -

swered Carrington, as he followed the
judpe, who, with Mahaffy and the boy,
had moved off.

"Better stop at Boggs'!" Pegloe
called after them.

But the judge had already formed I

his decision. Horse-racin- g and shooting-m-

atches were suggestive of that
progressive spirit, the absence of
which he had so much lamented at
the jail raising at Pleasantville. Mem- -

plus was their objective point, but
Boggs' became a side Issue of im-
portance. They had gained the edge
of the village when Carrington over-
took them. He stepped to Hannibal's
side.

"Here, let me carry that long rifle,
son!" he said. Hannibal looked up
into his face, and yielded the piece
without a word. Carrington balanced
it on his big palm. "I reckon it can
shoot these old guns are hard to
beat!" he observed.

"She's the closest shooting rifle 1

ever sighted," said Hannibal prompt-
ly.

Carrington laughed.
There was a rusty name-piat- e on

the stock of the oid sporting rifle;
this caught Carrington s eye.

"What's the name here? Oh, ."

The judge, a step or two in ad-

vance, wheeled in his tracks with a
iBtartlfng: suddennesB1
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"What?" he faltered, and his face
was ashen.

"Nothing, I was reading the namo
here; it is yours, sir, I suppose?" said
Carrington.

"No, sir no; my narre is Price
Slocum Price! Turberville Tarher--

M or I

Hannibal Gave Him a Frightened
Glance and Edged Toward Mr.

Side.

ville " he muttered thickly, staring
stupidly at Carrington.

"It's not a common name ; you seem
to have heard it before?'' said me lat-
ter.

A spasm of pain passed over the
judge's face.

"1 I've heard it. The name is on
the rifle, you say?"

"Here on the stock, yes."
The judge took the gun and exam-

ined it in silence.
"Where did you get this rifle, Han-

nibal?" he at length asked brokenly.
"I fetched it away from the Barony,

sir; Mr. Crenshaw said 1 might have
lu

The judge gave a great start, and a
hoarse, inarticulate murmur stole
from between his twitching lips.

"What do you know of the Barony.
Hanuibal?"

"I lived at the Barony once, unltl
Uncle Bob took me to Scratch iiiii
to be with him," said Hannibal.

"You you lived at the Barony?"
repeated the judjre, and a dull wonder
struck through his tone. "How lo:ig
ago when?" he continued.

"1 don't know now long it were,
but until Uncle Bob carried me away
after the old general died."

The judpe slipped a hand under the
child's chin and tilted his face bacK
so' that he might look into it. r'or a
long moment he studied closely those
small features, then with a shake cf
the head he handed the rilie to Car-
rington, and without a word strode
forward. Carrington had been regard-
ing Hannibal with a quickened inter-
est."

"Hello!" he said, as the judge moved
off. "You're the boy 1 saw at Scratch
Hill!"

Hannibal gave him a frightened
glance, and edged to Mr. Mahafly's
side, but did not answer.

The judge plodded forward, his
shoulders drooped, and his head
bowed. For once silence had hied
its seal upon his lips, no inspiring
speech fell from them. He had been
suddenly swept back into a past he
had striven these twenty years and
more to forget, and his memories
shaped themselves fantastically. Sure-
ly if ever a man had quitted the world
that knew him, he was that man! He
had died and yet he lived lived hor-
ribly, without soul or heart, the empty
shell of a man.

A turn in the Toad brought them
within sight of Boggs' race-trac- a
wide, level meadow. The judge
paused irresolutely, and turned his
bleared face on his friend.

"We'll stop here, Solomon," he said
rather wearily, for the spirit of boast
and jest was quite gone out of him.
He glanced toward Carrington. "Are
you a resident of these parts, sir?" he
asked.

"I've been in Raleigh three days al-

together," answered Carrington, and
they continued on across the meadow
in silence.

Here were men from the small
clearings in homespun and butternut
or fringed hunting-shirts- , with their
women folk trailing alter them. Here,
too, in lesser numbers, were the lords
of the soil, the men who counted their
acres by the thousand and their
slaves by the score. There was the
flutter of Bkirts among the moving
groups, the nodding of gay parasols
that shaded fresh young faces, while
occasionally a comfortable family car-
riage with seme planter's wife or
daughter rolled silently over the turf.

The judge's dull eye kindled, the
haggard lines that streaked his face
erased themselves. This was life, opu

lent rtnd full. Thesa swirt-rollin- g car-

riages with their handsome women,

these well-dresse- d nieu on foot, and
splendidly mounted, all did their part
toward lifting him out of his gloom.

A cry from Hannibal drew his at-

tention. Turning, he was in time to
see the boy bound away. An instant
later, to his astonishment, he saw a
young girl who was seated with two
men in an open carriage, spring to the
ground, and dropping to her knees
put her arms about the tattered little
figure.

"Why, Hannibal!" cried Eetty Mal-
roy.

"Miss Betty! Miss' Betty!" and
Hannibal buried his head on her
shoulder.

"What is it, Hannibal; what is it,
dear?"

"Nothing, only I'm. so giad to find
you!"

"I am glad to see yen, too!" said
Betty, as she wiped his tears away.
"When did you get here, dear?"

"We got. here just today, Miss Bet-
ty," said Hannibal.

Mr. Ware, careless as to dress,
scowiod down on the child. He had
favored Boggs' with his presence, not
because he felt the least interest in
horse-rarin- but because he had nol
faith in girls, and especially had he
profound mistrust of Betty. She was
so much easily portable wealth, a
pink-face- d chit ready to fall into the
arms of the first man who prci.osed
to her. But Charley Norton had not
seemed disturbed by the planter's
forbidding air.

"What ragamuffin's this, Betty?"
growled Ware disgustedly.

But Betty did not seem to hear.
"Did you osme alone, HnHl T"

she asked.
"No, ma'am; the judge and Mr. Ma-

haffy, they fetched me."
The judge had drawn nearer as

Betty and Hannibal spoke together,
but Mahaffy hung back. There" were
gulfs not to be crossed by him. It
was different with the judge; the
native magnificence of his mind fitted
him for any occasion.

"Allow me the honor to present my-

self, ma'am Price is my name
Judge Slocum Price. May I be per-

mitted to assume that this is the Miss
Betty of whom my young protege so
often speaks?"

Tom Ware gave him a glance of
undisguised astonishment, while .Nor-

ton regarded him with an expression
of stunned and resolute gravity.

Betty looked at the judge rather in-

quiringly.
"I am glad ho has found friends,"

she said siowiy. She wanted to be-lie-

that Judge Slocum Price was
somehow better thn he looked, which
should have been easy, since it was
Incredible that he could have been
worse.

"He has indeed found friends," said
tho judge with mellow unction, and
swelling visibly.

Now Betty caught sight of Carring-
ton and bowed. Occupied with Han-
nibal and the judge, she had been un-

aware of his presence. Carrington
stepped forward.

"Have you met Mr. Norton, and my
brother, Mr. Carripsjton?" she asked.

The two young men shook hands,
and Ware improved the opportunity
to Inspect the new-come- r. But as
his glance wandered over him, it took
in more than Carrington, for it in-

cluded the fine figure and swarthy
face of Captain Murrell, who, witn
hie eyes fixed on F.etty, was thrusting
his eager way through the crowd.

Murrell had presented himself at
P.elie Plain the day before. For up-

ward of a year, Ware had enjoyed
great eace of mind as a direct re-

sult of his absence from west Ten-
nessee, and when be thought of him
at ail he had invariably put a period"
to his meditations With, "1 hope to
hell he catches it wherever he is!"

More than this, Betty had spoken
of the captain in no uncertain tones.
He was not to repeat that visit.

As Murrell approached, the hot col-

or surged into Betty's face. As for
Hannibal, he had gone white to the
lips, and his small hand clutched hers
desperately.

t

Murrell, with all his hardihood,
realized that a too great confidence
had placed him in an awkward posi-
tion, for Betty turned her back on
him and began an animated conver-
sation with Carrington and Charley
Norton.

Hicks, the Belle Plain overseer,
pushed his way to Murrell's siae.

"Here, John Murrell, ain't you go-

ing to show us a trick or two?" he
inquired.

, Murrell turned quickly with a sense
of relief.

"If you can spare me your rifle," he
said, but his face wore a bleak look.

"Don't you think you've seen about
enough, Bet?" demanded Tom. "You
don't care for the shooting, do you?"

"That's the very thing I do care
for; I think I'd. rather see that than
the horse-racing,- " said Betty perverse-
ly.

Betty now seated herself in the car-
riage, with Hannibal beside her,
quietly determined to miss nothing.
The judge, feeling that he had come
into his own, leaned elegantly against
the wheel, and explained the merits
of each shot as it was made.

"I hope you gentlemen are not go-

ing to let me walk off with the prize?"
said Murrell, approaching the group
about the carriage. "Mr. Norton, 1

am told you are clever with the rifle."
"I am not shooting today," respond-

ed Norton haughtily.
Murrell stalked back to the line. .

"At forty paces I'd risk it myself,
ma'am," said the judge. "But at a
hundred, offhand like this, I should
most certainly fail "

"It would be hard to beat that "
they heard Murrell say.

"At least it would be quite possible
to equal it," said Carrington, ad- -
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vanclng with Hannibal's rifle lu Ms
Lauds.

It was tossed to his shoulder, and
poured out its contents in a bright
stream ot flame. There was a mo-

ment ot silence.
'Center shot, ma'am!" cried the

judge.
Til add twenty dollars to ins

purse!" Norton addressed himself to
Carrington. "And I shall hope, sir,
to see it go into your pocket."

"Our sentiments exactly, ma'am,
are they not? ' said the judge.

"Perhaps you'd like to bet a little
ot your money?" remarked Murrell.

"I'm ready to do that too, sir," re-

sponded Norton quletiy.
"Five hundred dollars, then, that

tttis gentleman in whose success you
take so great an interest, can neither
equal nor better my next snot!" Mur-

rell had produced a roil of uiiis as he
spoke.

Norton colored with embarrass-
ment. Carrington took in the situa-
tion.

"Wait a minute," he said, and
passed his purse to Norton. "Cover
his money, sir," he added briefly.

"Thank you, my horses have run
away with most of my cash," ex-

plained Norton.
"Your shot!" said Carrington snort-ly- ,

to the outlaw.
Murrell taking careful aim, fired,

clipping the center.
As soon as the result was known,

Carrington raised his rifle; his bullet,
truer than his opponent's, drove out
the center. Murrell turned on him
with an oath.

"You shoot well, but a board stuck
against a tree is no test for a man's
nerve," he said insolently.

Carrington was charging his piece.
"I only know of one other kind of

target," he observed coolly.
"Yes a living target!" cried Mur-

rell.
(To be continued.)
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