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S among the blooming lau- [ other, but they don’t hardly ever. tight; | an old, old sortow, *Is koowed as D
_ - rels. "' ' thes*re all strappin’ big men, and they 1 via Moreland's mountain mostly.
A FEUD OF THE TENNESSEE MOUNTAINS The man By Heck wore the poos | tights so denged hard it don't poy. My }eause David Moreland 3 buried In the
_— man. ‘His hat, |.gosh, Blll, every man of 'em cap shoot | very hlghest place on top of It i)

a little on his kead. |

eyes ablaze, and saw only d tiny cf

see you,” curiosily takin
alusys wanted to know jui
¢ The muffled sound of a twig
left next claimed. his aftention.
a pajy of the finest, clearest brown
eyes first; he never forgo
She was sianding on
flowed beside the raiiroad,
of blooming laurel. But
that every line of her rou:
strength; that she was as
brown hair éaught the st
and handsome—rather 1
Dale took off his hat.

of its high-peaked' crown, ,
“Who's the robber”.
The girl blusked.
“Mebbe he ain'l a 1

was somebody else. Anyl
Dale smiled. Ok,
“You aint likely (o pe, ef y

the p
t what

g

{raight

bber,”

ro and
er. But

And that's_how 'the h
Out of the ordinary! Rath
part of the United States
of all Americans, whom
darkness of ignorance in

d to foreign

From somewhere on a nearBy moundainside a rifle’s keen
split the air; o bullet whiried Tike a mad hornet; Dale's hat jumped

The owakening was dxcecdingly rude.

laurels more than fifty féet avay.
“Come out, you cowhrd!” he roared. “Comé oul and let me

a low cliff beyond the sparkling creek that
and she was partially hidden by a clump
Dale could see that she was about twenly;
ded, graceful figure whispered of a doclike

nlight, and thal her face was oval-shaped
an pretiy—in spite of its tan. .
There twas a bullet hole in the very top,

he frowned.

ow, you ain’t bad hurt, are ye?”
tot seriously!”
¢ behave yeself.”

of America where live “the purest-blooded
lother and educated Americans left in the
rder that

saport

Dale wheeled, his gray
lotd of smoke-mist rising from the

lace of anger in ihis voice. “I've

a real highwayman was iike!”

breaking a short distance off fo his

He was being closely watched by

eyes he had ever seen. He saw her
.

as a young pine; that hor chestnut-

she said. “Mebbe he thought you-

4
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. CHAPTER I,
David Moreland’s Mountain.
Cariyle Wilburton Dale—kpown to
himself and a few close friends as Bill
Dnle—had lald eut n course qf action
abnost before the northbound traln
had left the outsklrts of the state cap-
Mol behind. It incurred faplng big
odds: but other wmen had faced big
odds and won dut,-and what others
had done he could do. In(l(‘cd‘, be had
aiready done severnl thing ‘which
‘other men might not have thbught of
doing, und one of them wis leaving a
bride, not ﬂgumt‘lvely but titdrally, at
the altar in a faghionable church! But
he knew Patricln badp't winted to
marry biw any] more than|he bad
wanted to marry her. .
1t was only natural for him
of coal, now that he had cut
ait thoe from the “set” in Fhich bhe
had slways beep a aolossal mlsfit, now
that he must pull hls own onfs or sir-
* tuilfly - perish. He bad henrd coal
tatked since the day of his birth; to
him coal and business meant exnctly
the same: e
One of bl father's’associntes had
often spoken of u fine velt :n the
of eastern 'Fenn: h
dtten tried to persuade his
Ino& Into It, to no avail, Youn
membered that this veln Iag
from a long raifroad siding
Halfwny Sglteh, in the slein
I'ne mountain.. The owners were
mountain folk of English descent, his
tather's assoclate had sald. Decldedly
strange, thought Dale, that bis father
had never cared. to Investigate It
The cindery little train reached the
long siding about the middle of a fine
spring morning. ‘Dale took up #is bag,
hastened out, and soon tound himsel
standing nlone In the, heart of an ex-
tremely wild settion of countrs.
When the nolses of .the Ilrtle train
and the fast mall it had jusf met had
died away, there-came the sducy chat-
tering of boomer-squirrels | and the
sweet twittering of birds. Dale caught
the foyous splrit. "He cduld “have
falrly shouted out of the fhllness of
his very human. heart. Here atl wus
ungpolled snd uoprofaned. nd some-
thing whispered; within him:| ° .
“They won't' call you Ravage
here—make this your own cduatry !
Frein somewhere on

ather to
g Dale re-
nat far
alled the
ty of Big

nearby
inountatnside a rifle's keen rkport spllt
the ulr; a bullet whined like o mad
hornet ; Dple's hat jumped t little on
i .
fhg wus  exceedingly

»la head.

The awnken
rade. Dale wheeled, his gray eyes
ubluze, anid saw ouly a tiny .cloud of
smoke-mlst rising trom the laurela
more than fifty feet away.

“Ceine out, you covard”

Jct me see

he ronred.
ou,” eurls
ger In his

to- know
{ghwayman waus

Tk )
“he wufiled sound. of o t
tn2 a short distance off to b

wig break-
5 left next
[was being
pf the fin-
¥ had ever
; he never

Aaimed his ottention, He

azely watehed by a pair

¢st, clenrest brown eyes b

eeen. He saw her eyes first

forgor that. | oy

hoe wge :mn‘dluf on,a, law cliff be
1

yond the spirkllng creek that flowed
beslde the rallroad, and she was par-
tially hidded by o clump of bicoming
laurel. But Dale could see that she
wag aliout twenty; that every line of

pered of a doelike strength; that she
was as stralght a3 a young pine; that
ber chestnut-brown hair caught the
sunlight, and that her fece was oval-
shaped nnd handsome—rather than
pretty—in spite of its tan.

Dale took off his hat. There was u
bullet bole in the very top of its high-
penked erown.

“Who's the robber?” he frowned.

The girl blushed.

“Mebbe he utn't a robber,” she sald.
“Mebbe he thought you wus somehody
olse. Anyhow, you aln't bad hurt, are
ye?"

Dale smiled. “0h, not seriously!”
“Yon xin't likely to be, of ye behave
pself.”

“ft 1 behave - myself—!"  Dale
nughed. “Why, I couldn't be nnughty
tt 1 trfed; I'm the one aud only mam-
mag lttle Wiltie-boy ! 1 wender 1 T
could put up at some louse near
liere; eh?"

“The' might be” she said, thought-
fully. E

“Where?"

“At pap's, or grandpap's, or with
‘most any o' my people; or' she added
vith a contemptuous twist to her lips,
ou might stay with some o them
low-down Morelands.”

“\Where do your people live?'

“About six mile back that way.”
She polnted over her shoulder with
a forefinger. . s

“Would you wind showing me the
way to your parental domicile?”

“What's ‘that, fo' govdness’ sake?"

“Your home, you know,” Dale ex-
plalned with a smile. .

“Oh, my home. Why dldn’t ye say
o, then? No, [ won't,” she declared.

Dale put his bag down nnd rested
his hands on his hips, *

“Why, may [ Inquire?”

“‘Cause I won't. 1 don't mever
keep comp'ny with no strange en-
folks.. But yander comes By, and he'll
sliow ye the way; he's a-geln® over to
the settleient.”

Dale faced to the right und saw,
coming towatd him with stéps’that
would  have | ineasured almost four
feet, the tallest and lanklest [ndivid-
ual he hiad ever seen outside a circus.
The newcomer had a smoothly shuven
chin, his coal-black halr was tong end
his long wustache completely hld the
oarrow it that was his mouth. In
ane hand he carrled. o repeating rifle,

“WWho's that?" Dale half whispered..

“That's . By Heck” answered the
glrl. © She continued In a low voice,
“Bls name's Sam Heck; but pap, he
cated him ‘By Heck' one duy, and the
nickname stuck to him lke molasses,
Everybody calls him that now, even
the revenuers. By, he's the biggest
eater, and the biggest lier, .in’ the
world! But his Iyin’ doo’t never do no
horm, nnd nobody keers.. So ef Fe
want to go to the settlement. mister,
By, he'll take ye over., They mebbe
afn't ‘got what you're used to o'
eatin’, but ye'll be welcome to what
the' is.” .

She laughed a_little, tufned, snd

her rounded, graceful flgure wms-‘;“.m“ they call her.

clothing of a poor nm
which had once beehl black, ‘was all
brim and set all erown: his suspend-
ers, which had beer bought with a
'coonhide, were reddpr than fire; his
rundown ¢owhide boofs seemed ridicu-
lously short because' of the great
length of hls's!euderi}ezs.

When he had reacfied-a point some
three yards . from Dale, 'he halted.
placed the butt.of his rifle carefuily
between his toes, njd leaned on its
muzzle; then he de;llgpnltely began to
toke eye measureménts Of the mew-
comer, ¢

Dale didn’t like theistare—to him 1t
was impudent. ! )

“Well, what's the serdict?” he asked
sharply. . .

“Spoke like n map,” drawle¢ By
Heck. “I reckon you ’Emst bé up here
a-lookin’ fo' coal” 1%’

“How did you reach such & conelu-
slon ns that?" g

ing mustache muttied ithe words some-
what. ¢The’ ain't but three things 'at
can bring a clty man here, mister,” he
arawled on, “and urem‘s moonshine
stilts, bad health, o coal. You shore
al'nt got bad Lealth; and you aln't got
the cut of a revenudr, though a few
minutes ago I thought mebbe ye was.”
pe " said Dale.

A *1 shot at yore
hat. hat 1 &hoots at,
mister. 1'wanted ye '!,o turn yore face,
so's I could see 1t, and ye did. As o
thnt coal— ! :

“Ihe Morelands, thes owns the
in David Moreland'’s mountain,
they won't sell ft.fo' oo 'mount o
woney. They. lives pver in the settle
ment, ¢ them and the Littlefords.
They're every dnugep one tine folkst
I'm wegoin’ over thap.ngiw. \Want to
go 'long? Suy—dang my pletre ef L
didn’t fo'git 1o ax’ whnt might be yore
name, mister'?” W

“BIll Date”  canie  quickly—"Bill
Dale,  Settlement? ['Sure! Ly
way, By Heck. Whos the yonng wom-
wo 1 was talklng with when you came
up? . .
_“Who? Her? ‘Ihaf's old Ben Liutle-
ford’s gyurl. Her nxine’s. Babe. That's
She's got fuother
name; but it ain't!heen: used fo' sv

conl
and

“'Cause | Won't. ¥ Dot Never Keep
Comp'ny With gNo Strange Men-

folks.!" B

fong it's been fo'got, 1 reckon. She's
the youngest cne 0;0ld Ben's children.
She haln't lik=: none o the fest o' the
Litttefords. By gosh. she's awful high-
headed. She 2an rdud good, Babe can.
0ld Major Bradley,'from down at Cur-
tersville In the lowjand, be spends bls
sumimers up bere fa' his health, and he
tenched Bube how.to resd.; Fine fel-
Jer, Major Bradley, Law: Babe
she. bus done read: everything in the
whole danged countrs.. Tlie"
Bibles, and a book about a Plgrim’s
Prog-ress, and aj Baker's oss and
Cattle Almaneck, apd n dic-dictionary.

“But we'd hettei light out fo' the
settlement, Mr. Bljt, or we'll miss din-
ner, mebbe. 1'm a plumbd danged fool
about entin’. 1 e’tiwenty-two biscuits
o' tlour-bread thig, moraly’ [fo" hrenk-
tus, nsides @ wholg b'ifed hamshank,
and Other things sccordin’, It's the
dsin’ truth ! Come-oni Mr. BUL”

‘They “went doj to the creek,
crossed 1t on stdhes, and: began to
cllmb the low oiiff. * i

After an hour’s traveling Heck
stopped. in the tral) and put the butt
of his ritie to thygground. | .

“From right hed, BIIL" he said, "we

B

danged ‘settlement.” -

They were standing on the crest of
David  Moreland'e=mountuin., Below
them lay 8 br walley checkered
with sma!! farms; and each farm had
its log cabln, its‘log barn and {ts apple
orchard. Beyond it nil rose the great
and majestic Big -Plue, which was
higher and more! rogged with clifrs
than David Moreland’s oiountain.

“The Morglands! lived on this side o'
the river, and thé Littlefords lives on
van stde,” drawled Heck. “They don't
never have nothiog to ‘do. with each’

s [N

“Jest pluln hoss sense” The droop- |

sev'ral’

can sec every house fo the whole

a gnat's eyelash off at four hyndred
yards—1 wisht 1 may drap dead ef
they ealn't! Do ye see that blg cabin
right plumb in the middle {? trp uigh
halt o the settfement, B2, Wi, the
boss o' the Aorelands he thar—
Johin Moreland. That’s wha. yo'i want
to go, Blll, sence yg've got @ (ncyor-
able case o' the dlsease Ynoved as
coul-on-the-brain. fiut I eun iell .ye
aforehand, you ain’t get enodgh’ noney
to buy that coal, don't mattes how
much money ye've got.” o
Dale was not looking t>ard John
Moreland's bome now. H / gaze had
wandered to the other tjle of the
river. By Heck waitéd a ull min*e
for a reply to his’ speec), then e
spoke agaln: L B
“The gyurl, or
what's a-botherin’ y 17
Dale's eyes twlikle.. “:Must I choose
between them?” he .iuthed. -
“Shore!” By Heck wiku't et en sinil-
ing.’. “Shore! The reluds  and

e ;cofl—is that

a blue-talled hawk hited a crow. The
[ grurl, or the coal, BII?
“We'll go down to John Morpland's,”
announced Dule. . N
"I'he mountaineer took up his rifle.
“Let me gi* ye & word Or(wo'c’ warn-
in',” he continued seriously.; !"Don't
you offer to pay John Moreltnd fo'
eatin’ his grub, nor fo' slecpin” in his
bed, nor fo' chawin' his tobadker. Ef
ve do, yore goose wlll shore be’cooked
With John Moreland. But ef ye was
to brag on the vittles n liftle, John's
wife a-bein’ pow'ful handy fn the
kitelen, It wouldn't do a duwied bit
o harm. Do ye onderstand it ull now.
Bi) .
Dale nodded, and they begag te de;
1
John Moreland's house was sulle of
whole oak togs, which were, hinkeit
with onk splits and daubed tnhetwden
with ciny; the roof was of:handmggle
boards, aud n, ehimney of Stopes ghd
clay rose at ejther end. ]
Jotn Morefand himself sat on the
front porch, und byside hiw luy o re-
peatlng rifte, two young squirrelMghat
had peen very neatly shot throug i the
hend, naut n weary  black-n(ittan
hound, He was an uncommun!: big
wan, &nd about forty-sevens; hit >yes
weré gray and keen; hls thlek hair
and full beard were n rich brown, wifh
only, 2 few threads of white, There
was'a certatn Enghish Hneness about
the man. Une felt thut he coutd, trust
John Moreland.

<

ton resched the gate M¢lelund rose
and pushed his hat back ff.am fis fore-
head. .

“This

“HI, John” grinned 1]
here feller wants to stop, with ye a
few dayx, Jobn. Neem'; to'be hll
right.” "

“Come right In? invitad the chlef
of the Morelawds. - He jadlcated the
lome-mude chalr he had! ust Yueated.
“Set down thar and rest, stranger. I'll
be back ln n minute or £6."

ile hastened [nto the cdbin, carryiug
the squirrels with him.

“He's went to tell his-wife ta.hatch
up a extry good dinner, iBII” whis-
pered Heck. “Pepper-doored haw,
young chicken, hot blscuil’s, frpsh but-
ter. wild honey, hucklebirry ple, and
pench ple und strawberry: retnryes—
Lilust my
S twa Whole
raw dawgs right now, ~:p that ding-
vusted hongry.  Well, L5, 0t t¢-ramble

(3

long, Bi)l old boy!”
John Moreland retut
‘Ihe "mon from the clty
fered hls hand. B 1.
My name” he began, q 3 habit
stropg upon him; “Is Carlyles !
Hefore he could get oy fart ser with
It, John Mareland tiung the i hd from
him as though it were a thiry of un-
speakable contaminution. Hid benrded
face went desthly white tidth’ the
whiteness of an old and bitte’ hatred.
His great fists ‘clenched, aiYl ‘every
muscle In his ginnt body -tre‘bled.
“What's the wniter,, mao?" Dale
wanted to know. N
“Carlyle!”. Morelund repeated in a
hoqrse growk. “You say yore name Is
Cariyle!™
“Yes,” wonderingly, “but thrt's only
n part of it.. My nowe /s Cariyle Wil-
purten Dale—HllI Dale. What's the
matter?” ¢
“Did you come fron

4 $searti.
ce L pro

Whst - Vi

Dale gave the nume of
town .and state. !

“rhat's difrent.”  The hiotntaln-
cer's | countenance hecame | lighter.
“Ihis wen U'm. a-thinkin' about; he
was from West Virglony. 1 hope sou
won't hold nothin' ng'in jue: fo! retln’
up that awny. 1 couldn‘t he'p:dt. shore,
1t seems.  Yowll know,how I-elt when
“I“telt 'ye about it Mr. Dale”:1 owe it
to ye to explaln, Jest a mingte—"

He. stepped int e ‘dedin ond
brought out another Tealryiat down
heavily and crossed 1 s légj. Date,
00, sat down. s )

“fhe mountain .you'!ba
over to comé here, Mit Di
land began, his blg ¥eiee |

hls hume
il

Littlefords hstes enc) other wuss nor:

As the moonshiner and his compan-

ginny?” sharply. * v

and his wife. . He was my brother, and
was the best brothier & man ever had.
1t was allus the talk o' the neighbat-
hood how much we ftked each other.
Up ontel the time he was mnrrled'g

|

“Carlyle!” Moreland Repeated in a
Hoarse Growl, “You Bay Yore Name
1a Carlylel” i

went witlt him whar he went. and he

went with me whar 1 went, I'd ght
fo' lim, and he'd fight fo' me. |1s
hard to tell, even utter (his long
time. ... N :

“David, he w
ke all o th

i
as 4 strappin’ big man,
He

Morelands.

almut yore size, and grey-ey ki
you, nnd he had brown hair like you.
When you walked up to the gate,, it
wade me think o’ him the day he was
marrled: he was wll dressed up il
dark blue like you. ... Then Dayid
Le went up here one summer ‘and
found this veln o’ coal. He got [aw-
ful psession o the monntaln. |und
moved hls wife up here. The restiof
s lved over in the Laurel Fork chune
try then, .
“One day 1 got n letter from David,
which sald that & man named John K.
Carlyle wns o to buy hls mofio-
taln snd the coal, and said that: his
wife was pow'ful slek. A week luter
she died, and lefc a haby which died,
too, sccordin’ to @ old Injun by :fhe
name ¢ Cherokee Juve, whoe knowed
wy pap and knowed David. And; &
month later we was all dragged frpm
our beds by this same Clerokee Joe,
tedlin’ s that Carlyle had shot David.
Carlyle. Cherokes  Joe sald, us
wedrinkin® hard. The Injun seed the
shootin® through n wlnduw. .
“It wax might’ nigh to three days
later when we gat here and found
pore Davld alayin’ whar he'd fell.
We sconred the mountains fo' mlles
and miles sround i a s'arch fo' he
dawg who kitled him, but we never
found him. ... The land up here
tooked purty, aid It belonged to jus

here to live, nnd built us cohlns, |
“Major Bradley found out abaut the
end o' my brother, and he wanted ug

on home. 1 live down t v¢) Imlf @ [ to put the case In the hands o} the
mile, we and fy maw, :;Com to see |law, But we wouldn't dg It. A Mare-
me, Bili, and we'll go 134154 So | land never goes to law ghout anything.

He pays his own debts, and he collects
what is his due—" :
Jobn Moreland arose and paced the
parel floor, which crenked under his
welght. Ile stopped before Dale) and
went on sadi
“Now ye'll know why I was so moch
tore up when I heered yore name, the
Cariyle part. John K. Carlste -killed
the hest iman ‘at ever lived. Ahd|mieb-
be ye'll anderstand why we ain't pever
had the consclence to sell’ the conl,
which cast Brother David bis lfe,”]
Moreland's guest sat staring ahsent-
Iy toward a brown-winged butterfly
that was Industrlously sipping hofiey
trom the fheart of a honeysuckle
bloom. He gave no slgn that he hod
heard :apithing out of the ordinary,
but in an edd, persistent way his'mind
seemed to donnect his father, John K.
Dale, with'the story he had just heard,
Johin K. Dnle had come_origlnglly
from West Virginin, and he had fidtiy
retused, time upon time, to muke pny
Investigntion of the "Marelini- doal
property. :
The hillman
Dale’s thinking: P
“Addle, she's a-goin' to bave dinner
¢ purty soon. Would ye lkg to
wash, Mr. Dale?" i
“Yes." was the answer, and i ithe
tones of Blll Dale's qulet voice there
was a shade of meaning that More-
1and did not catch. “Yes, I'd 1[ké to
‘| wash.” )

Interrupted  yopng

“What was you a-doin' hers
a-talkin’ to my gyurl?”

by Davld's denth; so_we all moved.up [+

(T0 BE CONTINUED,)

HOW WOMEN
‘OF MIDDLE RGE

May Escape the Dreaded Suf-
- ferings of that Period
Taking

by
Mrs. Blogk's Advice

Hopkins, Minn.—*“Drring Change of
Life 1 had hot fiashes and suffered for
0 years. I saw
vydm E. Pinkham’s
egetable Com-
-] pound adve in,
o|the paper and got
good regults from
taking it. I recom-
mend your i
Mto my h'mndsl 3
- g may publis
ﬂ fact ag a testi-
# monial.”’—~Mra RoB-
; [ enr Brock, Box 542,
& L Hopkins, Minn.
sglfhlssbeend mid%na;{muv;omin
ousan ectly natural
change witlguut e n}:lcipg & train of
very annoying end sometimes pai
g srels, apota befors tho spea;
sloxing , EPO! fore the e;
spelsf:n usness, are only .¥§§
of the symptoms. Every woman at this
age should prefit by Mrs. Block’s ?eﬂ-
ence and try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound. - ‘
If you have the slightest doubt that
Lydia E, Pinkham's Vegetabledin:%-;

Eu‘mdwm help you, write to Ly
inkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass,,
gbout your health. Your letter will be
opened, read and answered by a woman,
and held in atrict confidence.
N
Kill A"nEslflgstum
TR B il i, omimental,
Ay

s X
etipover:
el or ot
7 “Coarantond.
TS
PSRN
© by EXPRESS,
‘HAROLD SOMEES, 10 Do

PESKY BED-BUGS
P.D. Q.

P. P. Q. Kills Bed Bugs, Roaches
Ants and Thelr Eggs As Well
ckage makes ane

to kill 2 million,
free,

pa price
CHEMICAL_WORKS, Te
Genuine P, D.-Q. Is never peddled.

Unsentimental Critters.

Short skirts are sald to encourage
the activities of mosquitoes. Masbe
so, but we don't sce liow they could
possibly be more active than they are
avound our mwn betroysercd shapks.—
Boston Transeript.

WHY DRUGGISTS REGOMMEND
SWAMP-ROOT

For many years druggists have watched
with much interest the remarkable record
maintained by Dr, Kilmer's Swamp-Root,
the great kidney, liver and bladder medi-

ian's prescription,

Swamp-Root is-a strengthening medi-
cine. It helps the kidneys, liver and blad-
der do the work nature intended they
ehould do. |

Swamp-Root has stodd the test of years.
It is sold by all druggists on its merit
and it should help you. ‘No other kidney
medicine has so many friecds.

Be sure to get Swamp-Root and start
treatment at once. N

However, if you wish Srst to test this
great preparation eend tén cents to Dr.
Kilmer & Co.. Binghamton, N. Y., for »
pample bottle. When writing be sure and
wention this paper.

Daily Thought.

But ‘sllence never shows iself to 80
great an advantage as when It is made
the reply to calumny and defamation,
provided that we glve no just occasion
for them.—Addlson.

A Lady of Distinction

Is recognized by the delicate fascloate
ing influence of the perfume she uses.
A bath with Cuticurp Soap and hot
water to thoroughly cleanse the pores.
followed by a dusting with Cuticura
Talcum powder usualiy means g clear,
sweet, healthy skin. .

San. Franclsco Docks.

San Franciseo has dock facilities
sufficlent for the ne¢ommeodation at
one time of 250, vessels of average
slze. . ‘

Do you
know why.
it’s toasted?
To seal in
- | the ;delicious
Burley flavor

It’s ‘toasted.
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