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SET FREE.

Very affectionately did Mr. Bostock

bid me good night. He laid his hand

upon my shoulder and spoke and
looked kindly.

“This willbe your work, Dorr, But
for your seeking her and loving her, I

might have gone on in the old foolish

way, without doing what is necessary
to make her what she ought to be.

After all, we are often led not by our

own choosing. Was it not something
more than a whim that led me ten
years ago up among the New Hamp-
shire hills to look, for my old school-

mate? Is it not something more than

accident or mere human design that

brings you here now, to prompt me to
do what I should have done long "ago,
but for my pride? I think so. I sure-

ly think so.”

I slept but little. ‘Lyingawake for

hours, I reviewed all the strange
events of my life and the story of Mr.
Bostock and his family. I closed the

retrospect with a triumphant self-

gratulation. Everything wms clear
now. My way was plain. My path
was leading straight to perfected love,
to wealth and happiness. I thought of

good Mr. Dorion, and resolved, in. my
last waking moments, that I would
write to him on the morrow and tell
him all.

I slept light and woke early; so early
that nobody was astir in the house. I

dressed myself and descended, and

presently Le Fevre joined me. He
wished to ride over to Thibodeaux, as

Mr. Bostock had requested him to do.
before the heat of the day began, and
he stormed at the negro woman for not

having his breakfast ready.
The omelet, the corn bread and cof-

fee were soon prepared, and the over-

seer asked me to sit down with him.

“What’s ia the wind?” he inquired.
“The old man aske'd me just before he

went to bed to go over and get Mr.

Coteau, the lawyer.”
“I believe he wants some papers

made out.”

“Will—eh?”

“Like enough.”
“0, I see, youngster. You know

more’n you want to tell. It’s allright,
though, if the old man is fixing it so

that his rascal of a son willbe cut off.
Reckon I shouldn’t stand much chance

with him at the head. But withyou
and Miss Coral it might be different.”

“Itcertainly would be, Mr. Le Fevre.
I’m not telling you anything that is

going to happen; but you would be per-

fectly safe with Miss Bostock and
me.”

“The Yankee is coming out inyou,
Mr. Jewett. You are making your
harvest with a vengeance. You’ve
been here only a few weeks, and, as

near as I can judge, you've captured
the handsomest and thp richest girl in

the whole La Fourche. Well, I con-

gratulate you. Hope there’ll be no

drawback. Now I’llride over for the

lawyer.”
Iwatched him as he cantered off on the

bayou road. Returning into the house
I met Coralie at the foot of the stairs.
She was so bright, so sweet, so tempt-
ing, and. the opportunity was so good,
that I improved it by taking her in my
arms and kissing her.

“I was afraid it wouldn’t last till

morning. Dorr. When I awoke Ifeared

it was a dream. Is it really true?”

“This seems much like a reality,
Coral.”

She released herself, and ran part
way up the stairs.

“Dorr, I have just thought of some-

thing. Let us go up to papa’s room

together. It would be so nice, after
all that happened last night, to go and

say good morning both at once.”

I agreed. We ascended the stairs

and went along the passage. She

knocked lightly at his door.

“Louder; he’s asleep.”
She knocked again. There was no

response. I opened the door and we

entered. The room was quite dark. I

spake the name of the occupant; still

no reply.
I opened the window and unclosed

the shutters. The light fell across the

bed. Mr. Bostock lay motionless, his

right hand outside the covers, his eyes

his jaw fallen.
“He is asleep,” she said. “But why

does he look so strange?”
I put both arms about her again.
“Be strong, now, my love, and trust

in God Your father is dead!”

CHAPTER XIX

THE CLOVEN TOOT.

I left her sobbing in her own cham-

ber and sent up one of the women to

attend to her. I was half stunned

with the suddenness of the blow; the

effects likely to follow I had not the

courage in that hour to face. They
would come soon enough. I broke the

news to the house servants and soon

had cause to forget my own sorrow and
situation in the effort to calm them.

The word was carried over to the

quarters and the hands came trooping
to the house. Never have I seen the

strong
1 side of the negro

character SO displayed. They thronged
the verandas, looking into the win-

dows and wringing their hands, groan-

ing and crying with grotesque but

genuine grief. The house servants

crowded the stairs and gave free vent

to their feelings.
I tried to quiet them, but their nOifee

broke out afresh.

“O, yo’ nebber know how good a

maussa he was.”

“O, Lordy, Lordy, what we all do

now! What little missy do widout

him! What she do wivall us niggers?”
In the midst of the commotion Le

Fevre rode up with Mr. Coteau. The

overseer was shocked, as everybody
had been, at the news; but the habit

of authority was strong in him, and he

asserted himself at once. He went

among the weeping, clamoring people
on the stairs, and, with a few energetic
words, sent them to the rear of the

house. The field-hands and their

women and children he put to flight
summarily to their quarters, bestowing
a kick or a cuff where he thought that

obedience was not ready enough.
When this was done he took the law-

yer into the house, had his breakfast

got for him (for it was still early), and

sat and talked with him. When Mr.

Coteau had gone Le Fevre came to me.

“We may expect that fellow here

right off,” he said.

1 started. The fear of his coming
was shadowing me; but I had not ex-

pected itsoon.

“Do you mean Conrad Bostock?”

“Yes. 1 asked Coteau if he remem-

bered that Mr. Bostock had a son when

he was here years ago, before he

changed his residence. He said he did

remember such a person distinctly.
That isn’t of great importance; but

what he added is.”

Le Fevre spoke slowly and with an

effort.

“He said that he met Conrad Bostock

on Dauphin street, New Orleans, two

days ago, and, though he had not seen

him for years, he recognized him at

once. So you see the fellow won’t

have to depend on unwilling witnesses

likeyou and Miss Coral and myself to

establish his rights here; he can get

people to identify him.”

“What do you think—”

“I don’t dare to think what may

happen when that brute takes control.

I won’t talk about it. We’llwait and

see. In the meantime I hope some of

his gambling friends willquarrel with

him at cards and shoot him.”

The telegraph from La Fourche

crossing took the intelligence of the

planter’s sudden death to New Orleans

that morning; it was published in the

afternoon papers. The arrangements
had been made to have the funeral on

the second day after. On the morning
of that day Conrad Bostock arrived,

accompanied by three men of his own

class, ill-looking fellows, whose ap-

pearance led me to believe that they
were armed. It occurred to me at once

that the man had come determined to

assert his ownership here with force,
if necessary.

He made no display of his intentions

before the funeral; he sat quietly with

his companions through the sad cere-

monies, and walked with the others to

the grave. Absorbed in supporting
and trying to console poor Coralie, I

took littlenote of him. When the last

rites had been performed, and we had

returned to the house, I was called

from the side of the woman to the par-
lor. Conrad Bostock was there with

his retainers, and the overseer sat

stifflyby himseli’.

“I want you to understand,” said

Conrad, in a bullying tone, “that my

rights here willbe wellcared for. I’ve

got a lawyer down at the crossing
that I brought from New Orleans, and

he’llcime up as soon as necessary. If

my father left a will, one of you ought
to know it Did he?”

I looked at Le Fevre.

“Tellhim,” he muttered.

“We have reason to believe,” I said.

“that the late Mr. Bostock did not.

leave a will.”

A gleam of savage joy shone in the

man’s face. He slapped his knee with

his hand.

“Good, by !”he cried. “Ithought
there were peculiar reasons why he

wouldn’t wish to do it; but I

couldn't be sure. Well, then, it seems

there ain’t to be any dispute about my

rights. Both of you understand well

enough that I am my father’s sole

heir; there’s nobody to contest it with

me. I take possession here now. Mj.

Le Fevre, a word with you! Something
disagreeable occurred in this fdOm hot

long ago. I think you were to blame;
but I don’t want to lay up grudge?. I

want you to remain in charge of the

plantation and the people, for awhile,
at least, tin I can get the hang of

things, and put one of these gentle-
men in the place. I don’t know what

you’ve been getting; I’ll double it,
while I want you. Is it a bargain?”

“No,” was the curt answer. “I

leave here to-morrow. I want>pothing
from you but the balance of two hun-

dred and fiftydollars which is due me

from the place.”
The new proprietor drew a thick

roll of bank notes from his pocket,
counted out the sum named and

handed it to Le Fevre, saying: “I

want a receipt.” The latter took a

blank leather-bound book from his

breast pocket, wrote the receipt and

handed it over.

Conrad Bostock looked inquiringly
at the book. ?

“Have you a list of the people on the

place there?"

“Yes.”

“I’dlike to ftee it.”

Le Fevre cut out several leaves with
his knife and gave them to him. lie
read aloud at the top: “Field hands

and children in the quarters, seventy-
nine; house servants, thirteen.”

“Is this all?” he asked.

•“Yes. We’ve never cultivated the

whole plantation in any year; and I

was here some years before Mr. Bos-

tock came back.”

“H’m, h’m, h’m. Joe—lsrael —Jerry,
Lucy, Vic, Esther, Prue.”

His eye ran rapidly down the list,
and he spoke a name here and there.

When he came to the end he folded the

leaves, put them in his breast pocket
and lita cigar. His companions fol-

lowed his example, and soon the parlor
was filled with smoke. Le Fevre

looked at the lounging, loaferish fig-
ures and then I saw that his gorge
was rising. He rose and threw open
the windows.

“Do you want anything more of me?”

he asked.

“Yes. I want to know how you hap-
pened to omit one name from that in-

ventory.”
“Nothing is omitted. It is a correct

list of the negroes belonging to the

place.”
“Icorrect you. The name of Coralie

Bonfant, daughter of one Louise Bon-

fant, who died the slave of toy father,
is nowhere on these papers.”

I started up, almost speechless with

passion.
“Coralie was his daughter, rou know

that?”

The man merely glanced at me; he

took no other notice of my interrup-
tion.

“That girl is one of the most valuable

properties on the place; probably the

most valuable. She appears to have

been treated rather too much like one

of the family; but that was my father’s

way. Gardette, you saw her at the fu-

neral —the slim girl inblack, with the

long veil, that this chap here was mak-

ing some fuss over. What should you

say she’s worth?”

The man addressed suspended his

smoking long enough to give a shrill

whistle.

“Why, the devil! You don’t mean to

tell me that your nigger?”
“Just so.”

“She’s worth twenty-five hundred

dollars. She’d bring twAi thousand at

the block any day.”
“Stay!” I exclaimed. My voice was

hoarse, and I shook with emotion.

“Conrad Bostock, she is of your own

blood —your’s father’s daughter. The

last evening of his life he gave his con-

sent that I should marry her. He sent

for a lawyer to draw her free papers,
and to draw a will, leaving her every-

thing. The lawyer arrived here after

he had died. Mr. Le Fewre here knows

this. Coralie will go with me; you
have nothing to do with her.”

An insolent laugh from Bostock’s

companions greeted my frantic protest.
Conrad looked on me with undissem-

bled contempt.
“Young man, your stay in this house

willend right now. Your effects and

those of your friend, Mr. Le Fevre,
will be set out on the veranda. As

for all this foolishness about the girl
you’ve been preaching, I’ve nothing to

say. It’s hardly the thing in Louisiana

for a white man to marry a slave; the

law don’t permit it. If it did, do you

suppose I would be fool enough to give

you twenty-five hundred dollars’ worth

of property? Not I. If it willmake

you feel any better, I’llsay to you

that, if the girl behaves herself, I’llget
a good master for her. If not—if she -
goes into any tantrums —off she goes
to the Orleans slave market.”

My head swam, my heart seemed to

stand still. I saw the faces of leering
devils through the smoke wreaths. A

strong hand grasped my shoulder. Le

Fevre stood by my side.

“Imake you a proposition,” he said

to the proprietor. “Iwill give you

twenty-five hundred dollars for her.”

“No.”

“Three thousand dollars.”

“No. She is not at present for sale.”

“Four thousand dollars!” Le Fevre

cried, with an excitement that I had

never known him to betray. “Four

thousand dollars; every cent I own in

the world I willgive you for her. She

is nothing to you more than her money
value; she is everything to Doit. Con-

sidering who and what she is, you

ought to be glad to let her go in this

way.’
The fiend shook his head. I could

bear it no longer. With fists clenched

aud muscles strained, I dashed at him.

The iron hand of Le Fevre restrained

me and dragged me from the room.

As the door was closed behind us, I

heard a roar of laughter from within.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

I WATCHED HIM AS HE CANTERED OFF.

“ALLDE DARKIES AM A WEEPIN’.”

A SAFE TEAM.

The Foreman Considered It Thoroughly
Reliable.

Mr. Theodore Roosevelt, writing of

“Cowboy Land” in the Century Maga-
zine, says that there is nothing more

refreshing ‘light-hearted be-
lief entertained by the average man

that any animal which by main force

has been two or three times saddled

and ridden, or harnessed and driven,
is a “broke horse.” Mr. Roosevelt’s

foreman is firmly wedded to this idea,
as well as to its complement, the be-

lief that any animal with hoofs, before

any vehicle with wheels, can be driven

across the country.
One summer, on reaching the ranch,

I was entertained with the usual ac-

count of the adventures and misadven-
tures which had befallen my own men

and my neighbors since I had been out

last. In the course of the conversation

my foreman remarked:

“We had a great timeout here about
six WMks ago. There was a professor
from Anil Arbor came out with his

wife to see the Bad Lands, and they
asked if we could rig them up a team,
and we said we guessed we could,
and Foley’s boy and I did; but it ran

away with him, and broke his leg. He

was here for a month. I guess he didn’t

mind it, though.”
Of this I was less certain—forlorn

little Medora being a “busted” cow-

town, concerning which I once heard

another of my men remark, in reply to

an inquisitive commercial traveler:
“How many people lives here? Eleven

—counting the chickens—when they’re
all in town.”

My foreman continued: “By George,
there was something that professor
said afterward that made me feel hot!

I sent word up to him by Foley’s boy
that seein’ how it had come out, we

wouldn’t charge him nothing for the

rig; and that professor he answered

that he was glad we were showing him

some sign of consideration, for he'd

begun to believe he’d fallen into a den

of sharks, and th?.t we’d give him a

runaway team a-purpose.
“That made me hot, callin’ that a

runaway team! Why, there was one

of them horses never could have run

away before—it hadn’t never been

druv but twice; and the other horse,
maybe, had run away a few times; but

there was lots of times he hadn’t run

away. I esteemed that team full as

reliable not to run away as to run

away,” said my foreman, as though
this were as good a warranty of gen-
tleness as the most exacting man. could

require. /,

A TERRIBLE HOME-COMING.

A Mother Unwittingly Kills Iler Own Son

for Ills Money.

A ghastly crime has just beemcom-

mitted at the town of Balta,Po-
dolia, says the Philadelphia Tele-

graph. A young man who/ when

little more than a child, went to

America, where he made a for-

tune, recently returned to Balta,
His parents kept an inn there, inwhich

he took up his quarters without in-

forming them of his return.

He then proceeded to have a bath,
leaving all his money in charge of

the landlady. Tempted by the large-
ness of the sum, the woman conceived

the idea of murdering her lodger and

appropriating his property. The young
man meanwhile returned from his

bath and went to bed, and she, seizing
the opportunity, murdered him with a

kitchen knife while he slept, and then

deposited the corpse in a cellar.

The proprietor of the inn, who was

absent while this tragedy was being
enacted, returned home on the follow-

ing day, when his wife informed him

of what she had done, and took him

into the cellar, where the body lay
concealed.

On his way through the town the fa-

ther had heard of his son’s return

from America, and, after a close scru-

tiny, recognized the corpse as that of

his own son, notwithstanding his

changed appearance after many years'
absence. The wretched woman had

hardly looked at her visitor, and mur-

dered him, without suspecting who he

was.

The unfortunate father,overwhelmed

by the horrible discovery, fell down

dead on the spot, while the police, who

were informed of what had passed, im-

mediately arrested the woman, who is

now in prison awaiting trial.

FARMER’S ARCADIA.

Q

Where Fences Are Needless and Mowing
Fields Extend to the Turnpike.

You can’t see cattle, sheep or hogi
running at large in any of the public
highways of the Empire state nowa-

days, says the New York Sun. A few

years ago the legislature passed a law

prohibiting the pasturing of stock in

the public highways of the state, and

the people everywhere have liked the

law and lived up to it. As a result the

residents of many of the villages In

the great commonwealth have removed

their dooryard fences, and the long
stretches of park-like front yards are

the most noticeable feature to visitor*

from other states. The property own-

ers don’t need to be on the watch for

stray cattle, and their gardens are

never overrun by vagrant cows and

hogs. Everybody is pleased with the

law, and therefore no one breaks it.

In the agricultural districts of the

state a great many farmers have torn

down their road fences where they
don’t need to pasture stock in field ad-

joining the highways. They till the

ground right out to the wagon tracks

and uproot the weeds and grassea
where the fences stood. Grass grow*
as thriftily along the roadsides oppo-
site the meadows and pastures as if.

does in the fields, and the farmers util

ize it by mowing it for hay. The road

side hay crop of the Empire state this

year willamount to tens of thousand*
of tons.

—Painted fire needs no fuel—a deai
and formal profession is easily kepi
up.—T. Manton.

THE ESCAPE.

Alone try the sounding sea they sat,
’

He in his flannels white.

She in her gown and her jaunty hat.

Fleecy and fluflyand white.

“Tve promised to marry you soon,” she said,

j
“And I mean it, so never fear;

Hut I wanted to ask if you knew,” she said,
“That gowns like this are deart

“I mention £his gown, because, you see.

It fits me and feels so nice;

, Ifyou’re a good guesser, my dear, maybe
You’llhit right away on the price.”

"Why, certainly, dearest,’’ he laughingly
spoke,

i I’m aware that your gowns are not low,
And of course getting married is never a joke;

Bet us say twenty dollars or so.”

She smiled. 'Twas a pitying smile she gave
“Itwas ninety-five dollars," quoth she;

And her lover rose as a great, green wave
* Came in from the sobbing sea

"Ninety-five dollars’” he echoed. “Well,welll
Excuse me a moment, my own;

Some one is calling me in the hotel,
But an instant I’llleave yor wlone.”

And he sped away, and his bill he paid,
And homeward his footsteps set;

And as for the ninety five dollar maid,

K Maybe she's sitting there yet

v -Tom Masson, in N. Y. Sun.
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#OOO more Wtrds and nearly 8000 more Ulna
tratione than any other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
in every School and at every Fireside.

•Id by all Booksellers. Illustrated Pamphld
'7 ’ sent free.

¦XR&IAM ACO..Fub*n >Bp'to«fMd.MaM l

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE

For 1894. >

Th* editors of McClure's Mag*,
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THUs.. 4

Most Interesting
and to make every line in the mag*,
cine both instructive and enters-

taining.
100 HBN AND WOHEN FAMOUS IN

UTERATURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will ba

a* authors of articles or ns participants Is
dialogues and Interview*, or m subject* «C

article*.
*

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE] OF THE __

*- t

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd f
Oibourno, will run through four IT

¦umbers, beginning with Jan- VjA rfg
•ary. This story is one of thrill-

ing adventure and mysterious S v\ ’

happenings, reminding one of vf\/)s
“

Jrepsurc Island," and of '• The •

Wrecker." mwiaam

William Dean Howells
Will contribute a aerial story

/JrLy A run through three numbers,
tore ilpeeially for younger

readers, and, like all hia atorles

fyV? for young people, it will be just

wVyiSw*. u lnterewln ß 10 thalr elders. j

i O Short Stories
Will be contrtbutdd by maap

Well-known writers, among others 1

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris, !
Conan Doyle, Prank R. Stockton,

Harriet Prescott Spofford,
Clark Russell. Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwlll.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, sadi

Studies of Crest flea In Action, will continue

Io be marked featurea of coming iaaues. Under

thia heading are announced the following:
D. L. HOODY, the Han and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUfinOND.

This is the first complete study /“**¦,
of Mr. Moody's career which wiShhl,
has ever been prepared. Jgi

Gladstone,
Kt ¦ Loader of Men, ’/fl yyf
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour is psw

bably the greatest merchant in the history of th*

world. He is also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many sides of hia sells*-

itles, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
Ip At bls Greatest,

\ BY

ARCHIBALD FORBB&

Ruskin at Home.

By rt. H. SPIBLHAN.

Pierre Loti, jgl
A personal sketch, by ir-7'vSft.

HADAHB ADAH. M

Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Verns, |
Bardou,
Andrew Cargegle
Archdeacon Farrar, *

¦>. Dumas, ths Younger.

T\ Camilo Flamarlon,

¦ and

CHARLES A. DANA

ma
,re the • ut’jecU ot *nlcte * *•

f°rm interviews, in which

fAjMpthe matter is mainly autobio-

graphical. These articles in many

casc * Klve *ull lenfth portrato
°t iheir subjects, the stories of

¦m their Uvea, struggles, achieve-

¦sente and aucceaws. These articles will be fully

ttuatrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements aboveu

Important contributions, some of which are uniqu*

are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward*

WilliamDean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Beyesen, n. de Blowltz,

Thomas Nelson Page, Prank R. Stockteas ¦

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrar.

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana.

George W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this bead willdeal with Hie Mass

Vela of Science, and interesting subjects in the field*

of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating t*

the Prolongation of Life. Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine; Timely
¦nicies, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait

ore, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved sm

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming iseuem

The regular price of McClure's Hagazin*
to

15 cents a Copy. sl3o a Year.

How to Get this Maaazlne.

We Have Made Speeial Arrangement*

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

Whereby We Can Offer the

F6ODI6S Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

In Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advance*

By Subscribing for th*

Fgodlg’s Pilot
You Can Have this Splendid Magazine,

for Only »1 J 5 a Year, or 10K Cent* V

a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO,
RENSSELAER, IND.


