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By Hapsburg Llebe

“PLL STICK.”

wilbur-
" as he
b wealthy
Dale, ar-
witch,! m

Synopsis.~Toung Carlyl
ton Dale, or *Bul Dalel

elects to be known, an of
K

life of idle ease—and Ingidentally .
+ bride, Patdcis Clavering. it the.al-
nis awn
way in life. He meets "Ijabe™ Lit-
teford, typleal mountalpeer giri.
“By" Heck, a character of the
hills, takes him to Jobn More-
land’s home. Moreland I3 chief of
his “clan.”? which hds an old feud
with the Littleforda. He tells Dale
of the killing of his brotifer, David

Morelund, years ngo, awner of rich
coal depo: mign named
Carlyle. \lorel ind's deschptlon of

“Carlyle” causes 'Dale
the man was bis fathers
Tanges to make hls home
Moreland family, for whe
respect.
‘- Littletord
Dalo 1s ordered by “Hlas
Bail, bully of the district]
“his girl” alone, Dale re
itedly, and they dght. Dj
the bully, though badly

“lo belipve
Dale ar-
with the
m lie en-
Talklng
ext day.
< Adal
to leave,
ties &plr-
rle whips
sed up.

CHAPTER Ill—Continued. -

When Dule came back 19 a state of

surned, Addle, hopey; Luke, you and
Cale—"

Mrs. Moreland and her sons arose
sud left the room, closing the door be-
hing them, Bilt Dale paced the floor,
arms folded, brows drawn. Finally he
Falted before the Morelund chief.

he sald, *I don't llke to teli it
bcuxu@ K don’t like to tell it.

He sat down In his sheepskinlined:
vocker, lay back and closed hls
s though to visualize the story, to
live 1t over,

“Maybe It's nof very much fn my
favor, John Moreland,” he began. ™ “I
never could get nlong with my parents,
or with the set I-was born into. Some-
how, T different.  Father and
mother wanted me to be a ds”
even wanted me to et i se

3
3

was

The climax cime when they tried

He opened hiw oyes, looked straizht
at Moreland, xnd went on:

“Yon see, they wanted to marry us
in_order to anite old Clavering's:for-

consciousness, he was lping  under
covers in the carved black walnut bed. |
Beside him stoart john Morelund, whe
leld in one hand o bowl dontaining a |
hot herb beeww that his wife had pre- i
pured. Grunny Heck, her: kon By, and |
Mrs, Morelund stood not’ far awns.
“This here'll be good {0 e, T think.”
snid Morelend, nodding - toward (]m‘
howl in his hand. He weht over and |
put an arm around Dalels shoiflders
andt helped him to sit up| '
Dale drank the stuff \\'ilh diffieulty.

“Much obliged.”” he murttpred. thickly.

“I—let’s seel did T whip—how did it
end? He didn't lick we, did be—-that
foliow PBall7? -

“He shore dldw't.” smileg Moreland.
“Not by @ big sight. He.fell out fust
His own pap wou't hardly kuow him,
Bt 1

- . . . -' .

News trivels rapidly tn the big hills.
The Morelands hezan to gather at the |
home of thelr chief to sce the man |
who had Shipped Black adam Balt:
every Morelind able to wilk eame to
cee Rill Dale, For {hree: Hours he was
Homized, but h2 didm'e éijoy tt; the
water \bad feft’ many pains .In his
chest. and his head ached dully, and
hls hands stilf felt as though the bones
were shattered in them, |

Came a thunder: ~hm\u- that after-

noon, und_the’ mountain levening fell
withea chill. A fire wns made In the
-wide stone fireplace Inthe guest's
room. and when supper ‘was over the
tamlly gathered there with Dale, who
refused to be kept in hed.
* After n few, minutes| of stlently
watching grotesque shadows flit acros:
the tog wulls, Dule said t3 John Mol
land

“If your brother Divid|eould knos,
don't you think held wait you ta th
the value out of the coutd

John Moreland bent {on\ i toirest
his chin In his hands, caber grey
eves stared thou:mfullg Ctowurd the
fire, . .
Vo1 ain't never looked Lat
pway,” he said. |

“That's the right way to louk at
declared Dale. “But ypu shouldn't
gell the property as it 8.

The mountainéer turned an ‘inquir-
Ing fice toward his guést.

R hat

! “How o thunder could 1 bandie .1t
et 1 dlant?” .

“Why not let»md d(‘]’élnp 1t for
you?" Dale said earnestls, eagerly. *T

won't charge (you ans hlng ubove ex-
penses, and [ won't be extruvagant.
“Itd take.consld'ible money tosturt
Tnu got %"

things a-movin'. Have
usked Moreland.

+ “No, but I can get !t. | Ahnost any-
*body would be willing 't lend money
on so good B thing ad this, ykodw."”

For a little while Morelpnd sat there
and looked squarels
turned his' gaze without & slgn
flinching.” The hiljman wus trying to
iad a motive.

“How comes’ It 't )cu who aln't
Anowed us but two days't he de-
.wanded, “cnn be so myeh Int'rested
in us?"

‘The question demundcd a “straigh
forward nmswer. Dale realized tha'
there was but one way;in which he
could give u satisfactory (xplunntlan.
and that that was by telling the umh—
but mnot the whole l truth, es- he
surmlsed It, for then hisjefforts would
go for naught.

Moreland was speakigg sgain, aod
- his exes were brighter tow.

1 agree 'af David whuld waot us
to develop the coal, ef he could know.
It's itke a light a-breakin’ to’me, But
that coal ls sacred to hs, BHI Date
and afore ye go any fu'ther I'll hat
to ax_ye to tell me 411 about * yeself.
A clty man up here In thee wilderness—
1t don't look s&'plclons,| Blll, mebbe,
but—well; 1 hopes ye' cpp pardon me
fo’ sxin’ it 1.shore gt to be keer-
ful about Brother David’s conl. Addle
2od the bogs'll go out hud leave fest
us twb In here; and when ye're a-talk-
in’ to'me (t's the same ps talkin’ to a

“You See, They Wanted to Marry Us
in Order to Unite Old Clavering's
. Fortune and My Dad's"

Patriein. like me,
It had been alf eut
for years, They put It
up tome like this: they said I owed It to
them, that it was my duty; that T bad
always heen @ severe trial to them;
that my savagery hud put gray into
my mother's hair, and a lot of things
of that kind.

tune and my dud's;
was an only child.
aud dried £or u

1 f(ll for 1t ot last; it

u cnse of stple hedience.
good girk .

A minute

STN hurry
land. I bad
was Robert MeLuurin, a reporter
on the city's lending newspaper. My
purents dlin't take to him becnuse he
was n worker, and not g fop. Mother
wanted Pat's cousin, ‘poor dear Har-
ry' Cluvering, for my best than. ‘Ioor.
dear Harry' and 1 had a fight, once
upon a time, and I—I had whipped
him; and I didn't tike him. I chose
Bobby McLaurin for py best man, and
1 wouldn't glve him up.

“It was only when we met befare
the chaneel In & bl crowded church
that 1 tully reslized the tragedy of It
for ¥at. I saw that her face was.a
clean white, and that her eyes hehl
the shadow of something that was
very terrible. I turned iy hend and
lhonw the snme shadow: ta the eyes of
my greutest friend, Bobby McLaurin,
I knew then. Bobby and Patricia loyed
each other, John Moreland! Bobby
dld’t have any money to speak of,
and that hud held them apart,

“It kad heen the finest thing in the
world, McLourin's acting ns best man
for me. There was frieniship for you!
1 c¢ouldo’t take from them thelr cne
chence of hipplness. .

*1 coutdn’t see nn)thlng else to do,
so 1 ran. I went bome, pulled off -my

of silence; then:
atong with 1t, Juhn More-

T'm wenring DOw,
unfon station.

Atlanta and’ the—the train

pay & cnsh fare.
hoped to lose myself from them.
wanted to go unhindered

ered a—g savage, Y'koow.
Bobby AMcLaurin came.

how hin ktew where to find me.
sald:

tombstone 0 _ter as teflin’ is con-

“There's nothing I'm ashamed of, 1.

one fine friend back ther.,

wedding -vig and put ou the clothes
threw some things
info a bsg aund hurried down to the
1 tdund that I could
have my cholce between a fller for}it was Ball, o
that
brought me:here, I bought pussage to
Atlanta, but I never meant to use It;
1 meant totake.the other train and
In dolng that, [
I
to somwe
country where I wouldn't be consld-

“1 went ont to the traln-shed, snd
1 hadn't been there n minute when
1.asked him
He

_ i tpought you wontdn't care to

all

Copyrigat by Doubleda:

stay here after doipg what you dld,
and I'wanted to say good-by, Bill’ He
always called me that, and it made
me feel llke a man. Then I put my
bag down and took him by both shoul-
ders and told him this:

“'Look' here, Bobby, Fm golug
give ;you some advice, and you: take
{t. You steal Pat and marry her. Stea
Pat gud marry her if you have to live
Ina hole fn nhillstde, You're as gooll
us aty of them, eud lots better thau
most of them, You can work your way
to « better salary. You see’ I toid
him, ‘we get mbout.whut we deserve
In this world. Most of us don't deserve
nmeh

“I usked hlm ll mother wes badly
cut up, He said she was; thut she had
fainted.  Dud swore nloud,, e said,
there In churcl, 1 told Bobby good-by
and got abourd the traln without
I anything nbout where 1 wus -go
lig—but. T dtdi’t know myself where
I wa L})imr at’ the time.

“Now ‘you've heard it. Every word
s trath, U yoirll trut mé with the
coal, T niake this land my land, your
peaple my people. Ul sutfer with yow
whett you siffer, and be happy. with
vou yhen you're happy ; and when you
fight,s TII tight with you."

The Moretand chief arose, amd Bill
Dale arose. The hilluail put out his
hand, and Dale gripped It

“I belleve in ye, Bill,
Moreland,  “Fo' unother thing,
sved ye fight, You can work the coal.”

He looked towurd the closed inper
door and calied, "Oh, .-\d(lle \uu and
the Loys can come buck fow.”

Out of the night a face uppeared at
one of the smal windows, 1t wak 8
feminine face and handsome rather
than pretts, Two glender, sunburned
hands gripped the window-ledge nerv-
The face pressed closer to the
then disuppeared.  Soon aftel
the outer dosr of the “gue:
“opened. and Ben  Littleford
entered. - Her skirts werd

153
ward
room
danghter
dripping, wet.

Mes, Moreland arose. and”went to-
ward the young woemun, -She knew
that pnly something of great hwpor-
tance culd bring a Littleford into her
home In; thls fashlon,

“What's the mutter, Bahe?”

Babe ‘Littloford -gave no attention
to Mry. Moreland. She went” on to
Bl Dale, walking softly on bare feet,

“Black Adam I a-goin’ to kitl you
tonight, Rill fale.

“That, 507 Dale's smile was rather
grim. “How did’ yow find thut out.
Mixs Littleford?” %

oI found it out, ‘ail right.
[ went off from the river this mornlw,
T mddde fun ot hhn; and he patted the
stock of his ritte wnd suld he'd git you
through o window! He was at our
house this evenin' to help fix pap's
gun, und when he lgft he started this
way, wgoln' by the blowed-down syea:
more. L%vaded the river at Blue Cat
shoals to beat hinl here. T thought you
might waut to know ahout it, so

could mebbe save other folks the tr
ble o mukinva funeral fo s -
e backed teward the door. het

< pever leuving Dake's fnce. Another
second, wnd she wix-gone,

They were il on their feet now,
Joln Morelund, gripped Dale’s arm,

Over thar aslde o the chimbley,
Billf" he ordered, his native drawl for
the moment nbsent.  “Out,  Addie,
honey! Luke, bring wy rifle and hat—
Jump keem! Cale, bring water und
drownd this here fire!™ :

1t)wns done, Morelund took his hut
and the repeater and went ulone into
the "night. X

\When some fifteen minutes had
passed, there came to Dule's ears the
sound of shooting. There were ten
shots In such rupid succession that they
made almost a4 continuous roar. ‘Then
cumne echoes and réverberations, and
thien silence. Soon John Moretand let
himself’ Into the dark room.

His- wite's voice wis low and filled
with anxiety

“What happened, John?

A dull thud came through the dark-
ness ns her husband's rifle-butt struck
the tloor. .

“Fhis Is whut happened, “Addle: Ak
I passed the ‘cawner o' the house, I got,
down that thar old axwhip to
along. I went acrost the rosd and into
the meadow, and thar T seen. Adam
Ball p-comin’. I hid, nnd when Adam
wok.abont to pras mie, I jumped up
and jerked his rifle from him and
busted 1t agln a rock, Then 1 lights
in and thrashes him with the oxwhip
ontéi he broke und run. And 'en this
here happened, Addle:

“1 was a-watchin' to:sce ef Adam
had reely went off, when.l seed a man
a-comin’ tawagd me fust. 1 thought
course. So I up und
tells him to show me how fust he can
run and commenceﬁ a-shootln’ over
hls head to skeer hlm. But it didn't
happen to be Adam Ball—it was Ben
Littletord!
1o see whatighe was up to, o' course”

“Hoy do 3¢ koow 1t was Ben, pap1”
Caleb -nsked.

“How do Iknow?” growled John
Moreland. “\fhen I got through a-
shootin’, he hollers at me and $ays:
‘Tomorrow, Joht Moreland,' he says,
swe'll have a.little Gettysburg o' our
own!'.And I might mind ye, Cele, 'at
he keeps 'bis word the sume ax % do”

ent hly

o

{trom denth by the mugderons rlle of

As he

take’

He was o-follerin’ Batie,

“ernd
Dale, -

“That the'll be a,blg fight tomor-
row,” sald Moreland. “Bill Dale, in
s-makin} this iuhd yore lunfk and these
people yore people, I'm a:feard ye're
a-goln’ to miore'n ye expectedl, meb-
be morg'n §% can handle. Do ye want
to back oﬂof it and Lt the cogl go,

¥

Littletord meant’a—" began

or-are ne o thest fellers who
chaws whiy they bites :offt ef ft's o
hoss's Henad”

“I'l «mn-" Dale’s yo.ce edme firm-
Iy In the darkness. “I'l stiek”

-CHAPTER IV

T
hi

he Mystéry of the Riffes.

ur after John Moreland hud
ten rile bullets whinlng over
4 of Ben Littleford, every
d und evéry Littleford in the
new of the decluration of war.
h wan of them olled his wedp-
Rt them. In better. worklng

An

the he
orelayy
vulley

And ead
ons and
order.

+ When|
100 1w
Mg ensy
lave to
tterords,
Who had saved

[gle went to bed. Wiere was
hin his wind to render sslevp-
£ T him. Tomorrow he ould
lieas Inte fight against the Lit-
kinsien of the, young womun
him, withour doubt,

the montalneer Golinti—or bipak bis
word i It was « jloor return for
such o [favor! The lorzer he tiought
over thé dilenma, the ore perplexed
e hecafue
He unn@n, oo, ‘of ‘he everlusting
wonder,| the tail of John Moreland's
bedtime; p. tyer. How a wan could go
Qown ob 1 5 knees and sk the bless
inzs of the Almighty upon met whomn
he meafpit to fight the next day was
A thidg that Bill Dale could udit under-
stand.
Tt wil
slept. |
arese a
Gut. G
front v
very an
“What's
“Mutter enauglt” ¢ipped the moun-
taineer. | “BINl Dale, 'm a-goin’ to ax
you a qhestian, aod'© want the truth.
Wil T git e X
“You'll get the truth-if you
thing.  Shoot the qnestion.”
- “All right. What do you’ know about
my gun?’| '
Ahont as el ns you know of the !
e hing inlieel of Ten iiur's ehariot |
What's wrong with It2
\lurelnn(h eyes were

)

after midnight’ hefore he
o woke at the break, of duy.
d dressed himself, and went
toward the fower-filled
he found himself faclng a

s

ing
rd,

zet any-

steady ‘and

@ ]
Moretand’s Eyes Were -fiteady and
Cold.

cold. He thrust his hands Iuto the
pockets of his cardurdy tr¢users. Then
his face Softened a (Fiile.

ore par-
don,” Lie*sald in a lov}
my gun's plumb gone "}
on had it only - night,” Dale
sald. i it disapfeur—"

“Whilst I slept,” in.the hillman,
“Both oty guns is § ne. And Luke's
repeater is gone, and' 5o 14 Cale's, and
we haln't got nothia: at all to fight
them d—d Littleford., with!"

“Gone!” Dale exclalmed. wondering-
Iy and—Iit seemed fo him—asluinely,

"It must ha' beew (he Littiefords, I
* ‘trowned Moreland. * “Fo' be-
who else would ha' done it? But
to save the life o' mt, I cdln’t see how
they got In and tool  my rifle without
wakin' me up, Bitt Dale. 1 slept twicet
as Nght as a sick mpuse.

Within ten more minutes, every man
of the Morelands was gathered theére
at the house of their chlef—ang every
man of them had lest thelr weapons
during the night! !

John _Morelund called Dale
and sald to hlm: M

“You're ‘high on thie :good side o
them - thar trifiin] Hecks and, so “fer
s ‘they) know. you ain’t Int'rested In.
the feud, 1 wisht you'd o down thar
and see By and his inother, nnd see
ef ye can find out \\hur nur rifles
went.”

When Dnle had ga(«: off down_ the
dusty oxwagon road, Caled Moreland
cilmbed a tall ash lhz\t grew behind
hs fatber's cabin abd- kept a watch
toward the Littleford; slde of the river.
He saw a:group of men: standing In
Ben Littletord's cnbln yard, and noth-
Ing else. '

A little more than‘a quarter of -an
hour ter‘ Dale tetf John Moreland
he entered'by the gMeIEs? patewny at
the cabin of the uo"l dt was a dl-
\apidated place, and it stood ot far
from the flver. By Jat I the front

aside

new
the
his
s e

doorway; he was iazily cutting &
midday sun mark In the place of
worn old one. Hehind bim sn
mother, who was :buslly  kafttid
gray yarn stocking.

The moonshiner looked up and &
ed quickly to his feet,

“Hi, thar, Bl1l, old boy!” he gre
cordially. “My gosh, but ye've
at the right tlme, shore. We're a|
to have young squiirels fo’ dinner,
a diled hamshank with striog b
aud cawnbread made with the y
o' hen aigs. Live whilst ye do
says 1 Come right in, Bill, old

“La, o, la!” cried Gravny b
iooking over the brass rlms of
spectacles. “How glad 1 am to see ye,
Mr. Bill! Come right id snd tell us
the ne . .

BIll Dale ecrossed: the threshold and
acrepted 2 creaking chair. His eyes

art-

eted

took in ut a sweeping glunce the h‘nme-

i
i
mude dining table with its cover m o
alictoth, the broken cast iren stovd, the
strings of dried peppers hanging on
e deg wulls, the broken stillworm
Iyidg in the corner.

“Lhe Li(th‘runl.\.
(lwlnh-d war.”
laughed e old wansR.
‘\\e kuu\\n.d that last night When e
heered them ten shots.”

“Mad at You?” Askcd Dale

sald Dste, “hove

rifles are

“aAnd all the Moretand
wissiig.”  Dule watched the eftect of
his words, .

“What!" the Hecks cried lojone
valee,

‘fheir  surprise  scemed  genyine
Dale pressed the subject further|and
lenrned ouly that if they knew any-

wing “woncerning. the
of the ritles they were not gold
tell. Then be sturted homeward by,
of the poul ubove the blown-downl s
nmore. :

‘There was a chauce that Ben L4
ford's Axughter would be there fishing,
Dule told blmself, and it was barely
possible thut she coula throw somé
iight on the mystery of the ritles;

He crossed the rlver by means-of
the prostrate tree. Babe was there;
she sat on the Stone ob which shé had
veen sltilng the moraing hefore{ Ler
buck wus to him, and hers bare|feet
were in the water to'ber apkles. Dule
weut up close, stopped and gatijered
- handful of violets and dropped, them
over her shoulder and into her lap.

Bube-looked around and smiled
What tuck, Miss Littletord?”

“Nothin'. 1 don't much want to
ketch anything” she sald slmvl v, 8
~pirit of sadness in heg musical Voice,
“I—L jest come off down here to by’
whar It's quiet.  You ought to henr the
noise ‘at pap and the rest of e 1
w-makin ¥ |

Date narrowed his_eyes. “Are tley—

er, maklng a nofse? And what about?”
1y goodness graclous alive! You'd
think so ef ve could heer em! )(qugh(
to hear pap cuss John Moreland!”
She slrugged her pretty shoulders,
lifted the smal! end of her rod to its
proper place, und went on, "I never
ald see pp hulf as mad ps heé was
when he .got home lust night from
a-foilerin® we.”
Mud at you?' asked Dale.
: but he would ha' been ef he
hadn't ha’ had all hls madoess tarned
aglin them Morelands. You I\no\ved
about pap's trouble on yan skle " the
river last night?”

“Yes, I knew about that,” Dnle an-
swered slowly. “But Johu Morpiand
thotight your father was my umug«r
nist’ of yesteray.”

“An—antagonist?” Babe mu&tercﬂ
inquiringly. “What's that?*

*1 mean Adam Ball, y'know.".
"eph. That's what 1 told pap,| But
pop he wouldn't belfeve it, and - be
won't never believe it—'eause hejdont
want to belleve it. 1 told him ‘at;John
Moreland wasn't a-shootin’ (o,hl( 2nd
he wouldn't belleve that, nelther. rl‘ﬂps
us hard-hended os a brindle cow, when
he gits o fool notion on him. What—
what did them Morelands say pbout
thelr guns a-hein' gone?”

Dnple stralghtened. |
“tow dld you find that out?"!
“Don't matter how!” She smlled
almost sauclly. “l knowed about It
afore you did, Mr. Bill Dale. .Don't
you think whoever done It done a kina
thing?” i

ONE NEICHBOR
TELLS ANOTHER

Points the Way to Comfort
and Health. Other Women
i Please Read:

" Moundsvill I had taken

W. Va.
doct,or s medicine for nearly two years
use periods

with bearing-down
pains. A lady told
me ofL dia E, Pink-

ham's Vedetable
Compoun d and how
good it had

I recommend your medi-

pain at all
cme to everyone and you may publish

testimonial, boping that the Vege-
ta le Compound does some other girl
ithe good it has done me. ’—Mrs.GEORGE *
(TEGARDEN, 916 Third' Street, Mounda-
ville, W. Va.

How many young girls suffer a8 Mrs.
{Tegarden did and do not know where o
iturn for advice or help. They oftenare
nbl:ged to earn their living by toiling
'day in snd dey out no matter how har
the pain they have to bear.

'who «uﬁ'nm mn this way should try?ydxa

am’s gemble Compound and

ishe dues not ge rpmpt relief write

w e Lydi am Medicine Co.,

M :h elts about her health.

Such letters are held in strict confi-
ence.

PALMER’S
_LCTION

A HOUSEHOLD
NECESSITY FOR
BURNS, BITES, CUTS,

ND
TTCHING SKIN AND
'y SCALP TROUBLES
*? ALL DRUGGISTS.

FALMERSLUHUN

MOVED ALL MY: PIMPLES
.AND CLEARED, MY “COMPLEXION

16799
DIED -

in New York City alone from kid-
ney trouble last year, Don’t allow
yourselr to become a victim by
neglecting pains and aches. Guard
against this trouble by taking

GOLDMEDAL

ooy

The world's standard remedy for Kidney,

liver, bladder and uric acid troubles.

Holland’s National Remedy since 1696

All droggists, three sizes,

Lock for tho same Gold Medel on avery bex
accept £o imitation

GENUINE

BULL’

DURHAM.

‘tobacco makes 50
good cigarettes for

0
@%Z’T«L«m;

Fitted for the Jo

AMr. Latitat-——You sent a young man

to me for a job as lnformatien clerk.

Is he honest enough to work for me?

Mr. Franklelgh—Just about that.

But I wouldn't recammen(l him to any-
one else.

Cuticura for ‘Sore Hands.
Soak hands on retiring In the hot suds
of Cuticura Soep, dry and rub in Cu-
ticura  Olntment. Remove surplus
Olntment with tissue paper. This is
only one of the things Cuticura will do
1t Soap, Olntment and Telcum are used
for all touet punfases. Advertisement.

Obvlous.
“Is dat 'dah Sassafrns Simpson took ',
a wife yit, Rastus?* “Reckon he -
bain't, Brer Higgins. He's workin'”

EASY TO KILL
- o 8 RATS

and

MICE

By Using the
Gonulns

’

“ sohtt ; y 64 in ove! rybox‘
I—TI might’ nigh wisht I was B y ymdlmnmerl‘:flﬂum
doad” o EER R A R
-’ Bt R
Bays 1t

{TO BE CONTINUED.) | [
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