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OT the least im-
portant of the
force of the Wey-
mouth bank  was
DUncle Bushrod
Sixty years had
Uncle Bushrod
given of faithful
service to the
house of Wey-

mouth as chattel, servitor and friend

furniture was Uncle Busbrod—thus

Bushrod . would the comparison have
been, for to him the only institution
worth dering was the
Weymouth bank, of. which he was
something between porter and general-
fssimo in charge.

Weymouth lay, dreamy apd um-
prageous, among the low foothills
along the brow of a southern valley.
Three banks there were in Weymouth-
villeek, Two were hopeless, misguided

lacking the p aed

prestige of a Weymodth to give them

glory. The third was the bank, man-

aged by the Weymouths—and Uncle
Bushrod. :

In the old Weymouth homestcad—

"{ the red bri¢k, white porticoed mansion.

the first to your right as you crossed
Elder creek comjug into town—lived
Mr. Robert Weymouth, the president
of the bank; his widowed daughter,
M¥s. Vesey, called “Miss Letty” by ev{
ery one, and ber two.children, Nan
and Guy. There algo, in a cottage on
the grounds, residely Uncle Bushrod
wife. Mr. Wil-
Ham Weymouth, the cashier of the
bank, lived in & modern, fine house on

.| the principal avenue.

Mr. Robert was a large, stout man.

| sixty-two years of age, with a smootb.
.| plump fa

long firon y bair and
flery blue eyes. He was high temper-
ed, kind and generous, with a youth-
ful and a formidable, stern voice
that “mot always mean what it
sounded like. Mr. William was a mild-
er man, correct in deportment and ab-
sorbed in business. The Weymouths
formed. the of Weymouthville
and were ‘I up’ to, as was their
‘right of heritage.

Uncle Bushrod was ‘tii¢ bank's trust-
ed portér, inéssenger, vassal and guar-
dian.
just as Mr:- Robert and Mr. Willlam
did. Sometimes there was ten, fifteen
or twenty thousaud doflars in sacked
silver stacked .on the vault floor. It
was safe with Unele Bushrod. He
was a Weymouth in hedrt, honesty
and pride,

Of late Uncle Bushrod had not been
without worry. It was on account of
Marse Robert. Kor nearly a year Mr.
Robert had been known to indulge in
too much drink. Not enough, under-
stand, to become tipsy, but’ the habit
was getting u hold upon hing ‘#hd ev-
ery .oue was beginning to notice it
Half a dozen times a day he would
leave the bunk and step around to the
Merchants and Planters’ hotelto take
a drink. Mr
Jément and. business. capaeity be-
cidme a little fmpaired. Mr. William, a
Weymouth, but not so rich /iy expei-
enve, tried to dam the inevitable back
flow of the tide. but with lucomplete
sucvess,  The deposits in the Wey-
mvath Lank dropped from six tigures
to five. Iuist due paper begam to ac-

s at vth& dhﬂf?fﬂé& New
will.

] feh . h
fE

owing to Injudicloug loans,

/| Ko one cared to address Mr. Robert on

the subject of temperance. Many of
his frienils said that the cause of it bad

years before. Others hesitated on ac
count -of My, Robert’s quick temper,
which w;
sonal lmerfen-nce of sych a npature.
Mise Herty and the children noticed

il the change and grieved about it. Un:

cle Hustirod alsq worried, but he was

| one of |hm< wifo would not have dared,

to' remoiintiate,’ though be and Marse
| Ribert ‘had heen’ ralved almust ds°¢om-
gnhmn, But there was a heavier
ioek coming to Uncle Bashrod than
that  catived - by tlle hak pmldunu
| toddies nnd Jtleps.
Mr. Rohert bad a pumm for fishing,
induiged whenever
tiisthess permitted
One day. when reports, had heen vom
nm in &}:ﬂus and pereh.
khw’ IW' of making
mum ARye VIS the Jnhen
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Of the color of the mahogany bank '

He carried a key to the vault, |

Robert’s unusual keen |

been the denth of his wife some two |

extremely apt to resent per-*

Now, Uncle Busbrod was treasure:
! the 'S6ns’and Daughters of the
iurning Bush.  Every assoclation b¢

| belonged to made him treasurer with

out hesitation. He stood AA1 in col
ored circles. He wax understooc
among them to be Mr. Bushrod Wey
‘mouth of the Weymouth bank.

The night following the day on whick
Mr. Robert mentioned his intendec
fishing trip the old man woke up anc
rose from his bed at 12 o’clock, declar
ing he must go down to the bank gn€
fetch the passbook of the Sous #no
Daughters, which he bad forgotten tc
bring home, The bookkeeper bad bal
anced it for him that day. put the can

@Qesthe
Mr. Robert Came Out With a Large |
Hand 8atchel.

celed checks in it and snapped twc
elastic bands around it. He put bui
one band around other passbooks.

Aunt Malindy objected to the missior
at so late an hour, denouncing it as
foolish and unnecessary, but Uncle
Bushrod was mot to be deflectéd frem
duty. ]

“I done told Sister Adaline Hoskine,”
he said, “to come by here for dat book
tomorrer mawnin’ at sebin o'clock fo
to kyar’ it to de meetin' of de bo'c
of 'rangements, and dat book gwine t«
be here when she come.”

80 Uuncle Bushrod put on his ol¢
brown suit, got bhis thick hickory stick
and meandered through the almos
deserted gtreets of Weymouthville. H¢
entered the bank, unlocking the sid¢
door, and found the passbook wher¢
he had left it, in the little back room
used for private consultations, whert
he always hung his coat. Looking
about casually he saw that everything
wds a8 he had left, it and was abow
to start for home when he was brough
to a standstill by the sudden rattle o
a key in the front door. Some om
came quickly in, closed the door softly
and enfered the counting room throug!
the door in the iron railing. *

That division of the bank’s space
was connected with the back room by
a4 narrew passageway, now in deej
darkness.

Uncle Bushrod, firmly gripping hi:
nickory stick. tiptoed gently up this
passage until be could see the mid
night Intruder into the sacred precinet
of the Weymounth bank. One dim gu:
jet burned there. but even In its neb
uious light he perceived ut once tha
th‘prnwlvr was the bank's president

Waondering, fearful, nndecided wha
o' do, tbe old colored man stood mo
tionless in the gloomy strip of hallwuy
and waited developments

The vault, with its big iron door, wa
opposite him. Inside that was the
‘safe, holding the papers of vilue, th
wold apd currency of the bank. O1
the floor of the vanlt was, perhaps
£18,000 I sitver.

The president took his key from hi
pocket, opened the vault and wen
inside. pearly closing the door behinc
him. TUnelé Bushrod saw through th
narrow aperture the ficker of a candle
In a minute or two--it seeied an hou
to the. watcher—Mr. Kobert came out
brmmuu with bhim A large hand satchel
handling 4t in a careful but burrie
manner, as Af fearful that he might b
observed  With one band he closes
and locked' the vaylt door, |

With ¥ téluctant thepfy forming it
self henvath niz wool Uncle Rushior
walted and, wat hed. shaking In hi
~onvenling sihdow

M3 Rotiest Kot 116 shtchel softly upor
a desk. ad turnea his cont collar u)

about  bls weck nud eurs. He wa

thought, as one who bids farewell ta
and familiar scenes.

Now he caught up his burden again
and moved promptly and softly out of
the bank by the way be bad come,
locking the front door behind him.

For a minute or longer Uncle Bush-
rod was as stone in his (racks. Had
that midnight rifier of safes and vaulis
been any other on earth than the man
he was the old retainer would have
rushed upon him and struck to save
the Weymouth property. But now the
watcher's soul was tortured by the
poignant dread of ' something worse |
than mere robbery. He was seized by
an accusing terror that said the Wey- |
mouth name and the Weymouth hon-
or were about to be lost. Marse Rob-
ert robbing the bank! What else could
it-mean? The hour of the night, the
stealthy visit to the vauit, ihe satchel
brought forth. full and Jwith expedition

and stlence, the prowlers rough dress,
his solicitous reading of ‘the clock and |
noiseless departure—what else could it |
mean?

And then to the turmoll of Uncle\

Bushrod's thoughts came the corrob- |
orating recollection of preceding events |
—Mr. Robert's increasing intemperance |
and_consequent many moods of royal |
Hx spirits and stern tempers; the

casusl talk he had beard in the bank
of the-decrease in business and difi-
culty in collecting loans. What else
could it all mean but that Robert Wey-
mouth was an absconder—was about |
to iy with the bank's remaining funds,
leaving Mr. William, Miss Letty, little
Nan, Guy and Uncle Bushrod to bear
the disgrace?

During one minute Uncle Bushrod
considered these things, and then he
awoke to sudden determination and
action:

“Lawd, Lawd!" he moaned aloud as
e hobbled hastily toward the side door. |
“Sech a comeoff after all dese here
years of big doin’s and fine doin's.
Scan'lous sights upon de yearth when
de Weymouth fambly done turn out‘
robbers and 'bezzlers! Time for Uncle |
Bushrod to clean out somebody’s chick-
en coop and eben matters up. Oh,
Lawd! Marse Robert, you ain't gwine
do dat. 'N Miss Letty an' dem chillun
8o proud an{l talkin' ‘Weymouth, Wey- |
moéuth,’ all de time! I'm gwine to stop |
you ef I can. ’Spec you shoot Mr. Nig-
ger's head off ef he fool wid you, but |
I'm gwine stop you ef I can.”

Uncle Bushrod, aided by his hickory
stick, ded by his rh ism, hur- |
ried down the street toward the rall-
road station, where the two lines touch-
ing Weymouthville met. As he had ex-
pected and feared, he saw there Mr. |
Robert standing in the shadow of the |
building waiting for the train. He held
the satchel in his hand. |

When Uncle Bushrod came within

Itwenty yards of the bank president,

l standing like a huge, gray ghost by the
station wall, sudden perturbation seiz-
| ed him. The rashness and audacity of
{ the thing he had come to do struck him
{fully. He would have been happy
could’ he have turned and fled from
the possibilities of the famous Wey-
mouth wrath. But again he saw, in
his fancy, the white, repmchful face
of Miss Letty and the d looks

| dis 'er’ valise.

der,” contiunved the old man, never
beeding. “wid a 8'ord and say: 'l mek |
you a knight, Suh Robert.
pure und fearless aund widout re-
proach.’ Dat what Miss Lucy say.
{ Dat's been a long time ago, but me
nor you ain't forgot it. And den dar’s
another time we ain’t forgot—de time
when
She sent for Uncle Bushrod, and she
say: ‘Uncle Bushrod, when 1 die I
want you to t«

—‘he listen to you mo' dan to anybody

else. He apt to be mighty fractious |
\sometlmes, and maybe he cuss you

when you try to ’'suade him, but he |
| need somebedy what understand him |
to be round wid him. He am like a
little child somectimes'—so Miss Lucy |
say, wid her eyes shinin’ in her po’.
thin face—'but he always been'—dem

was her words—'my knight, pure and |
fearless and widout reproach.’”

Mr. Robert began to mask, as wu‘;

his habit, a tendency to softhearted-
ness with a spurious anger.

“You—you old windbag!” he gfowled |

through a cloud of .swiriing cigar
smoke. “I belleve youn are crazy. 1
told you to go home, Bushrod. Miss
Lucy said that, did she? Well, we
haven't kept the escutcheon very clear.

Two years ago last week, wasn't it, |

Bushrod, when she died? Confound
it! Are you going to stand there all
night gabbing like a coffee colored
gander?’

The train whistled again. Now l!
was at the water tank, a mile away.

“Marse Robert,” said Uncle anh—
rod, laying his hand on  the un:nel
that the banker held; ‘for Gawd'l
sake don’ take dis wid you. I knows |
what’s in it. I knows where you got
it in de bank. Don’ kyar it wid you.
Dey’s big troublé in dat valise for Miss

Lucy and Miss Lucy's child’s chillun. |

Hit's bound to destroy de name of

Weymouth and bow down dem dat
own it wid shame and triberlation. |
Marse Robert, you can kill dis ole nig- |

ger ef you will, but don’t take away
If 1 ever crosses over |
de Jordan what I gwine to say to Miss
Lucy when she ax me, ‘Uncle Bushrod,
wharfo' didn’ you take good care of
Mr. Robert? ”

Robett Weymouth threw away his
cigar and shook free one arm with
that peculiar gesture that always pre-
ceded his outbursts of irascibility. Un-
ele Bushrod bowed his head to the ex-
pected storm, but he did not flinch. If
the house of Weymouth was to fall he
would fall with it. The banker speke,
and Uncle Bushrod blinked with sur-
prise. The storm was there, but it was
suppressed to the quietness of a sum-
mer breeze.

of Nan and Guy should he fail in his
duty and they guestion him as to his

stewardship. :

Braced by the thought, he approached
in a straight line, clearing his throat
and pounding with his stick so that he
might be early recognized. Thus he
might avoid the likely danger of too
suddenly surprising the sometimes has-
ty Mr. Robert.

“Is that you, Bushrod?’ called the
elamant, clear voice of the gray :hoat.

“Yes, sub, Marse. Robert.”

“What the devil are you doing out at |
this time of night?”

For the first time in his life Uncle ‘
Bushrod told Marse Robert a false- |
hood. He could not repress it. He
would have to cirgnmlocute a little. L
His nerve was not equal to a direct at- |
tack.

“I done been down, suh, to see ole
Aunt M’ria Patterson. She taken sick
in de night, and I kyar'ed her a bottle |
of M'lindy's medercine. Yes, suh.” 1

“Humph!” said Robert. “You better |
get home out of the night air. It's |
damp. You'll hardly be worth killing ‘
tomorrow on account of your rheuma- |
tism. Think it'll be a clear day, Busb- |
rod?” I

“I 'low it will, suh. De sun sot red |
las’ night.” |
[ Mr. Robert lit a cigar in the shadow, \
and the smoke looked like his gray !
|ghnst expanding and escaping into the
night air. Somebow Uncle Bushrod
could barely force his reluctant tongue
to the dreadful subject. He stood,
awkward, shambling, with his feet |
upon the gravel and fumbling with his \
stick. But then, afar off—three miles |
away, at the Jimtown switch—he heard
the faint whistle of the coming train,
the one that was to transport the Wey-,
mouth name into the regions of dis-
honor and shame. All fear left him.
He took off his hat and faced the chiet
of the clan he served, the great, royal,
kind, lofty, terrible Weymouth. He
bearded bim there at the brink of the
awful thing that was about to happen.

“Marse Robert,” he began, his volce
gnavering a little with the stress of
his feelings. “you 'member de day dey
all rode de tunnament at Oak Lawn—
de day, suh, dat you win in de ridin’
and you crown Miss Lucy de queen?"

“Tournament?" said Mr. Robert, tak-
ing his cigar from hjs mouth. “Yes, 1
remember very well the—but what the
deuce are you talking about tourna-
ments here at midnighit for? Go 'long
home, Bushrod. I believe you're sleep
walking.”

“Miss bnu tetch you.on de shoul

|
|
|
|
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" said Mr. Robert in a low-
er veice than he usually employed,
“you have overstepped all bounds.
You have p d upon the k

with which you have been treated to
meddle unpardonably. So you kmow
what is in this satchel? Your long
and faithful service is some excuse,
but—go home, Bushrod—not another
word!”

But Bushrod grasped the satchel
with a firmer hand. The headlight of
the train was now lightening the shad-
ows about the station. The roar was |
increasing, and folks were stirring
about at the track side.

“Marse Robert, gimme dis 'er’ valise.
| I got a right, sub, to talk to you dis |
‘er’ way. Islaved for you and te.uded
to you from a child up. 1 went th'ough |
de war yo’ body servant tell we whip-
ped de Yankees and sent 'em back to
de noth. I was at yo' weddin’, and |
I was n’ fur away when yo' Miss Letty
was bawn. And Miss Letty’s ehillun,

#Gimme dis valise. Marse Robert—
I'm gwine to hab it."”

dey watches today for Uncle Bushrod
when he come home ever evenin’. 1
been a Weymouth, .all 'cept in color
and entitlements. Both of us is old,
Marse Robert. 'Tain't goin' to be
long tell we gwine to see Miss Lucy
and has to give an account of our
oin’s. De ole nigger man won't be’

%o say much mo’ dan he done

Miss Lucy lay on ber las' bed. |

ke good care of Mr. |
Robert. BSeem like'—so Miss Lucy say |

l
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BACKBUNE VS WISHBONE.

| Who is content

‘ mwan jelly-fish?
WISH t> gain

to be a hu-
who doesn't
all there is in
life—to get his full share of the
good things? And we know
that to gain these things in
greater ireasure we must im-
vrove, traiu ourselves, Do.  All
material success in life is
founded ou this axiom ‘‘He pro-
fits most who serves best.”
\ Let us heip you improve your
} = Moncton Business College
|2 Moncton, N: B

It pays to attend an Accred-
ited School.
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“They say that when an ostrich is
surprised he hides his heau in the
sand!”

«] wish to thuader he’d everlastinly
hide his tail there’ observed the mzn
whe had just settled a heavy wsillinery
bill. y

invisible. The bell clanged, the brakes
hissed, the conductor drawled: “All
aboard!”

Mr. Robert released his hold on the
satchel. TUncle Bushrod hugged it to
his breast with both arms, as a lover
clasps his first beloved.

“Take it back with -you, Bushrod,”
\sald Mr. Robert, thru:dng his hands

| into his pockets. *“And let the sub-
\ ject drop—now mind! You've said quite

| enough. I'm going to take this train.

Tell Mr. William 1 will be l)nc‘L on

Saturday. Good night.”

The banker climbed the steps of the
moving train and disappeared in a
coach. Uncle Bushrod stood motion-

| less, still embracing the precious satch-
el. His eyes were clused and his lips
| were moving in thanks to the Master
above for the salvation of the Wey-
mouth honor. e knew Mr. Robert
, would return when he said L would.
| The Weymouths ucver lied.  Nob now,
thank the Lord, could it Le said that
| they embezzled the money in banks.

Then awake to (hogmecessity for fur-
ther guardianship «f Weymouth trust
fuuds, the old man started for the bank
with the redeemed sitchel.

Three hours from ‘\Weymouthville, in
the gray dawn, Mr. Robert alighted
from the train at a lonely flag station.
Dimly he could sec the figure (:fl:x man
waiting on the platform, and the shape
of a spring wagon. team and driver.
Half a dozen lengthy bamboo fishing
poles projected from the wagon's rear.

“You're here, Bob,” said Judge
Archinard, Mr. Robert’s old friend and
schoolmate. “It's pving to be a royal
day for fishing. 1 thought you said—
| why, didn't you bring along the stuff?*

The president of the Weymouth bank
took off his hat and rumpled his gray
locks.

“Well, Ben, to tell you the truth,
there’s an infernally presumptuous old
nigger belonging in my family that
broke up the arrangement. He came

down to the depot und vetoed the whole
proceeding. He means all right, and—
well, I reckon he is right. Somehow
he had found out what I had along,
though I hid it in the bank vault and
sneaked it out at midnight, I reckom
he has noticed that I've been indulging
a little more than a gentleman should,
and he laid for me with some reaching
arguments.

“I'm going to quit drinking,” Mr.
Robert concluded. “I've come to the
conclusion that a man can't keep it
up and be quite what he'd like to be




