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Mrs. Loyd glared resentfully at the quiet little
white haired woman knitting so serenely by the west
window.

‘1 ain't the only one Mamie Moore talks about,’
she muttered, as she got upon her feet, ' She says,
says she, "1 hear that Silas Findlebury's ghost is
walking again,” and, heing as he was my own uncle,
I felt it a duty to myself, he having been & Findlebury,
to come over and find out about it ’

Betsey’s soft lipy settled into a straight line, and
for a moment she made no reply.  Fhen:

‘Your Uncle Hilas was drowuned of the White
Rock six months ago--to be exact, on the 17th day
of February.  Leastwavs, we think he was drowned,
and wow were sure he was drowned because he never
came home, aud the emply boat, all stove in amid-
shupe ¢ame ashore one dav.  You know all that 1 know,
Alida.”  Betsey wax quite pale when she hnished.

Alida stared at her with vound eves.

“Well, Humboldt Pedrick deelared lie saw Uncle
suas ploughing the south fGeld in April. she said,
boldly, “at night.

*Fiddle!” snapped Beisev, croaly.

AWell, who plowghed 0 then 7 demanded Alida,
trivmphantly,  Humbolde savs Io's asked overy man
in Little River. and there ain’t ome that dene i1,
Whe did it, Aunt Hetsev!

“Good-bye, Alda, said Moo Faudlebors, volidly
“T'm sorry vou're fn osuel a burev, bt it s most supper
time, and T expect vonr dinusy Jislas ain't wasned up
vet, and 1t micht e that vour beds atn't made. 1 saw
a pillow hanging out of Finvey's winder just now '
She smiled wrimly asx the Jdeor slanpaed sfter Ares
Loyd's bulkv farm.

When she was abme Ber sweet face crew sudedviiy
pinched as 1t with mental ~ufferins she hid fwer faee
in her worn nands and rocked centiv tooand U

1 owonder - T wonder whe dud o She e
over and over asain.

Bhe wondered  wlat Alide and ler wmngnisitive
friends would suv 1l they kuew o = i
had quarrelled Ditteriv st s wafe the
he disappeared.

Nooome but heracit Koew

LI

iy hefore

Covnat parses, tine onte

growtic of Silas’ desive teo biild o new hare on the
place. They had Been savive manwey Do 1w vears o

pay off Hle‘ Httle merteaze vensinins on the farn..
The 500 doliars, togethier
months' mterest, wonld buarid the barn that =ilas de
clared he needed or the proper ionsne ol his stack

Betsey believed thmt the old barn would o for &
while loowver, She wis ewrer 1o remove the List ey
cumbranes from her hewe, Thewr hrd o
the first time duriuy their happy maryied .

The verv next dav Silas had anvouneed hic Dafen-
tion of voing fishing, and that was the |
seen of bim. The woney had been o lis poskets, for
Silas placved no faith in banks,

Early in Apri! Mrs. Findlehurs awnke ane morn
ing to find her seuth field ploughed and bavrowed,
ready for the corn. Tt had Twen Silag” halit ta have
his corn in Lefore the h, The field was ploughed
on the Tth, and Betsey hersell planted the corn on the
#th and Sth.

Humboldt Pedricw declaved that he sow silas
Findlebury driving two white lorses hefore a white
plough, ploughing Lis own cornfield at wmidnight. 1Te
also said that Silas was dressed 1o white robes, al
that a cold wind Liew over the field as he watched.
Suddenly he was stricken with the trath. 1t was the
ghost of Hilas ploughing his vwn cornfield.

Betsey Findlebury grew very white when she heard
what the gossips were saving, hut she sad nothing,

1f she only knew whether Silas—but whal «lw
could have happened to a middle-aged man of his sober
habits? ‘The sound had been rough that day, and the
sea was quite high, and near the mouth of the river
there was a strong tide, and White Rock was a dan-
gerous rteef.

Well, there was the empty boat floaling bottom
upward. The oars were missing, and there was the
broken side,

with IR holars for oaix

eiledd for

st Betsv haad .

‘It can’t be explained,” muttered Betsey Findle-
bury, as she arose and began to get supper. * There's
more things in heaven and cartlh than—1I've forgotten
the rest—but I guess it means there’s more queer hap-
penings than we poor mortals can explain.’

After supper she went vut to feed the chickens.
O her way back she looked nun at the roof of the old
liruse,  The two wide-mmouthed chimneys needed re-
painting, and if Hilas had been alive she knew that he
would lave painted the brieks fresh ved, with ueat
white stripes vutlining the mortav, A big locust tree
overhung the house and trailed drooping branches
along the ridgepole.

“That lnnb needs {oppine off )’
she went indoors,

At 12 wlelock that night Betsew Foudlebury awoke
siddenly and sat un o hed.

What was that sound ! She lstened intently. Tt
was oo gentle pattering overbead, and occasionally a
beasy ereaking sound,

Betsey Findlebury slipped Trom her bed and went
Avain she hearkenod,  Now the
semprls weve plotner, and they appearcd to come from

siched Betsey, as

to the warret stairs,

the ront

What coad ot be™ sl snified the oty

P five imnntes Betses had dres; lersebf 0 the
Jirk oand nosclessly pone down o staes, The front door
enened] and clasedand Betsev fiptoed ont o the poreh,
down the steps, and on o the geass of the front yard.
Wien she had reached the shadow of a tall shrub she
peered un at the roof of Ler house. and her nervous
B chatched her throatr,
Stihowetted avainst the midnicht skv, i the ra-
Jianee of the tull meou, was o nan’s tall, white-elad
forne Betsev saw hiin stepping caveindle tooand fro,
hending mow and then, s arnm went Loes and forth,
mack and fovin, and, althongh she sheall chorus of the
Latvdids drowned anv seneds be o might have made,
Beteey fmuazined she could hear the pat-pat-pat of a
st brusb pasdlng over the hricks of the shabhy
chitnimes

The midnicht painter wie quietiy letting hmself
dvwn into the Traneives of the Toeast. By the time he
el down to the crouned beside the back poveh
e kitehen door and was saving

ot e Ahine widde 1
froa cheery volee that she trisd to hinld steady
SHinres . =sthas, Your breakiost is owalting for

Vodl, o Seemis 1o e yon ve Been s powerful long time
aver thems olhmnevs

For an anstant there was stienee. Theu the tall
Tovin, cinthed T nainter s overitls, stenped forward on

El\'!l‘]l

Findlelury anpeared worn amd haggard and
very iy 1is eves loesed anxionsy at Boetsey's face,
Besntitul with s tender, tremulous smile,

“Betsey, Betsey s dooveuw want me?” he whispered
Brosmenmiv,

CAilas Findiehurs, yuu ol setels vonr death a-
ut.’;n{]in:_: ot there ! :-.l'r'\]r]n‘f.f Hetaey, anel sn, tlT'ﬂ\\'iIig
ler lost Dsbaned within the honee, Detsey Findichury
enre and ferever Jand s phest

Over that midnight meal Sias Eindlebury told
How he lad gone fishing that February day, how the
wind and tide had carvivit him off shore aoud into the
path of o seund steamer, and boew o deck hand had
thunze o vope and pnlled B aboard.

He told of their arvival m New York, and of his
suddden inspirating to speculate with the 3318 contained
in s pocket. 1§ he could return home with double
that amenul of monev 1Tioy conld pay off the mortgage
aidd build the new Warn as welil

Silas speculated and lost. Then he went to Mill-
town, where his brother lived. and obtained work
there in one of the milis, Fitile Dby little he was
savine money. trving to make up the sum he had Jost.
At different times le had walked the ten miles to
Little River to dn something on his nwn farm, to help
Betsey, ta cuteh a glimpse of her sitting beside her
lonely lamp,  Toe-uight he had come to paint the clli11]~
neys. They had worried him, he said. llere Betsey's
arms arcund him stopped bis parrative,

IN COLD WEATHER oo beverage is so acceptable as SYMINGTON’S COFFEE ESSENCE.

Io two minutes you can bave a delicious warm drink. 1f you haven't tried

it you should dq sg sl pRcas N




