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‘Cl.rlYla Wilbur-

Dal
.xeeu\w be known, bon o: « w-nnh,
coal operator, John K. Dale, ar-
rivea at _the Haltwsy Swlitch, in
esstern Tennessee| abandoning &

*ife of lale ease-asd Incldentally &
. drids, Patricia Clavering, &t the al-
tar—determized o
way In Lfe.
tleford,

maXke 'hiy own
He meety “Habe" Lit-
typlcal | mbuntaineer girl.

1and s chief of
which has an old feud

4l -wita the Littlefordp. He tells Dale
- | ot the kiitng of hts borther, David
“}| Moreland, yours ago, owner of rich
;cosl deposits, by [ man named
Carlyle, : Moreland's description of
“Carlyle” causes Dals to belibve
_the man was His father. Daleiar
»anges to make his home with the
Marelang femily.| Tulklng with
“Habe" Littleford | ezt day, Dale
12 ordered by “Black Adam" Ball,
dully af the dlstriét, is Toave “Bln
iri” alome. o Dale Teplies piritedly,
and they fight Dale whips the
bully, lhongh h-d!y uzed up. He
Bsrranges with hn Moteland - to
develop David's codl depokits. Ben
Littleferd sends & challengs to John
Moreland to meet Him with bl fol-
lowers next day, battle, . More-

land amu!‘ Durldg the might all

the guns bilonging to tha Little-
fords and the Morelanda mysterl-
cusly disappear.t Ilale arranges.to
o to Cintinnati t3 secure money
for the mining of| the coal. The
two clans find their|weapons, which
the woman bad hidden, and line up
for battls. ¢A Litdatind fires the
first &

CHAPTER V--C/”‘\tlm[ed.

Then came a pufl of white smoke
and & report from ode of :he More-
tand rities, then shots from both aldes
— and the battle' was on.. Dale heard
the nasty whine ofi & bullet to fall
Qight; he heard (he coarse “s2z" of &

balf-spent ricochet. 'Ho knew that he,

was in same danger now, end be was

surprised’ to find that he was not
trightened. '

When he hnlted ngn!n 1t was on ms
knees behind the big white sycamora
that sheltered®ohn Moreland.

“Back, are ye?’ frowned the moun-
talpeer, And with Lhe grimmest hu-
mor, “I reckon ye lmd & tine, large
time in Cinclonaty. Yore friend Har-
ris was well, 1 rmpe. Git that money
from him?¥”

“Cut that out,” sal d Bill Dale,
doesn't get us apywhere—" °

A bullet threw particles of sycamore
bark to his face, Interrupting. Jobn
Moreland polated to 8 green furrow in
“the slde of the tree.

“Ben Litleford hifselt,” sald More-
land. “He's ahind o' that witer oak
ucrout thar. Don’t stick yore head

o
TIJe moauntaineer lurned his gase

over Dale's shoulder, and ‘hls_counte-
pance seemed to freeze. Dulé looked
around quickly, aod saw Bebp Little
ford, less than; ten feet behtpd hﬁ
She had crept up through lhe 1
grasses and weéeds, 1o one hand she
carrled a white flag made of ja man's
. bapdkerchlef and a willow switeh. She
balted and sat up.’ | |

“Babe!” Dale cried out.
You doing here?”

Babe gave him 2 pale umi‘leA YEL
papd shoot me, a-thinkln' § was a
Morelaod, l_nehbe it'd stop the ever-
lasiin’ fdghtin',” ‘xhe sald.

John Mereland stared, and Bill Dale
stared. They “ere ioa Presance and
they knew it. f;nhe went onj

“I've come to save all o' yore ltves;
but ef 1 do It, ye'll haf to maks yore
men wult a-tightin’ right now--jest or-
der 'em to 'stop &-shootin’, apd hold
up thls her d 1 promise ye on a
Llittieford’s word ‘st pap'll coll ye 8
better mnuiun‘hlm ‘cause ye dons

At

she tossed me white tag ln bim,
“The! ain't no time to loge, Jonn More-
land; hold up the Hagl Ef ye don't,
reu every one Be kllled ‘cause ye're
every ooe ln a tray

“1 don't belleve ye, ’linbel" suapped
the Moreland chifef, “Yore people can
hold up a whlm reg Jest as well a8
we cani” |

Bebe went pnl_er. There was a sud-
den burst of firlng from the Moreland
ritles, and she cept e littte nearer to
John Moreland Ip erder that he might
heur platnly that %hich she had to tell
him next.

“I'm a-goln’ th ten’ ye o this dan-
ger,” she sald, “and trust to you a-beln'
man enough to do what 1 axed ye to.
Black Adam Hell, he's got a nbw-fash-
loned" rifle nnd smokelesd ca‘tridges
=nd steel bullets; and In & few min-
utes he'll be hid {n o clum o' sassatras
back thar in yore meadow, whar he
means to set and pick off you More-
lands. one by one—acnd yon and BIll
Dale tust, 'count o' the beatln’s you
two put on him] HBut pap had nothin'
to do with it, and nckallect that! Now
Fve saved all ¢ yorg llves, 'cause ye
couldn't ha' heerd the sound o' hls rifle
io all o' this nofse; and ye couldn't
he' seed the smoke o' his gun, ‘cause
it don't make no smoke.
white flag, Joha Moreland—hurry "

Babe thonghtlersly arose to her feet,
and one side of her drown'head ap-
peared before lhe sights of ber father's

* rifle—her father fired. quickly, too
quickly for & ferfect atm—the’ bullet
Sarned Its wu isazoss her temple and

i

"tht are’

Hold up the'|

through her halr, and she crumpled at
Bill Dale’s knees, totally unconscious.
Dale gave & hoarse cry and gathered
her Ump figure igto his arms. John
Moreland waved aloft the white hand-
kerchlet and bellowed to his Minsmen
to stop firing. Then sligace came,

“Comé over here, Ben Littlgford!"
shouted Jobn Moreland, “Ye've shot
yore own gyrull”

And to his brother Abner, "whose
right forenrm was wrapped in a blood-
stalned blue bandana:

“Black Adam is hid som'eres In this
meadow; go and ketch him, and don't
take no chanst with hlm. Shoot him
like & dawg ef he trles to trick ye!”

A dozen men ran to look for the
would-be sniper. The Littiefords, stiil
armed, came dashing across. the river.|
Ben Littlefard thew down 'his. rife
and knelt beside his daughter; he
wruog hls big hands and cursed the
day that had seen-him born. |

Dale held her close, Hls face was
28 white 88 hers, and his eyes were
tamiog.

“Why doo't you shoot all your wom-
enfolk?” he sald to the Littleford
chief, and every word cut ltke a kolfe.
“It's by far the simplest way ; it's mer-
clful, y'know. See, she {so’'t breaking
ber heart over your murderous tight-
ing now. No, keep your hoods awaye
sou're not fit to touch her!”

They brought water and wet the
young woman’s face, and bathed the
red streck across her (emples. They,

“Hold Up the Whits Fiag, John More-
land—Hurryl"

did all they knew how to do to bring
her back to consclousness, but, except
for her beating pulse nd her breath-
‘Ing, she remalned &3 one dead. Hours
passed, leaden hours, and her condi.
tlon was unchanged.

Dale beckoned to John Moreland,
who had just returned trom having
seen Adem Bell caught, dlsnrmed and
lmprisoned in an old tobacco barn.
Moreland hastened to Dale, the new

master,

“When does the next south-bound
train pass the Halfway switch?” Dale
wanted to know.

Mor¢land looked toward the sun.

“We|could make 1t, all right, but it's
a fast traln, and it don’t never stop at
the swjtch.”

*Then we'll hold 1t up,” dectared the
new master in a voice of iron. “This
les cnse for a surgeoh. Get & blanket
and twb poles and make a litter.”

John; Moreland hastened away obe-
dlentty, Dale turned to Ben Little-
ford, who sat In 4 motlonless heap;be®
side the stlil figure of his nuuxhte 3

“It was only & few hours ago,” he
#a1d accusingly, “that this poor girl
told me she'd be glad to give her life
to Atop your Hightlng, and Bow, per-
haps, she’s done It! You're a brute,
Littleford. I like to fight, myself, but
not when [t costs women anythlng."

The copsclence-stricken . hiliman
gave np sign that he had beard. There
was sllence save for the low murmur
of the river and the tragic song of a
bird somewhere in the .branches of |
the big whlte sycamore.,

' CHAPTER VI, ~ ¥

Back Home,

Every mother'’s son of the feudists
was numbered In the party that filed
across David Soteland’s mountain to
Intercept the pext' south-bound train.
Tlie old enmity wks for the tjme being
fotgotten. Members of - one clan
rubbed elpows with members of the
other ¢lan, and -thought nothing- of it

-John AMoreland himself carried one

end of the crude litter thas held the
Himp form of Babe. Littleford; Bl
Dale carrled the otlier ‘end.

Close bebind the litter walked Babe's
father, sceming old and broken with
remorse for the thing he had done.
‘The grief of Ben Littletord was touch-

ing now,:and Dale was & Uttle sorry:

that he hed §poken so bitterly ta him.

They reached the Halfway switch
ten minutes bofore the arrival of the
fast mall. A short passenger traln
.was on the ling slding, swaiting for tlie
south bound |t phss. Dale gave his
end of the litter to Caleb Moreland,
and strode ud to the locomotive, The
englneer sat| quietly smokiug ln his

- Dale wanted the fast mall azopped
and gave his|reasons,

The engineer smoked ahd consid-
ered. It was agelnst rules.
awore 8t rulgs. The englueer sald he
would see the conductor, Hé did, and
the conductdr stepped to the ground
and began tg conslder.

“Better put’ her on my traln,” he
sdld tinally, {'and take her to Barton's
station. There's & good doctor at Bar-
gals— . .

+*But this |3 n case‘for e surgeon!”

lmpnrls@tls ntenrupted Bill Dale.
*They disagreel. - The old trainman
was a close friend of the doctor at

rton's staflon. What was the dif-
ference betyeen a doctor mnd & sur-
geon, anyway?

Dale became nngry.

“You'll stgp the. fust mail for us,”
he snapped, | “or we'll take your d—d
red flag ana hold her up fong enough
to:put the glrl abonrd, and you've gbt
only half a lsecond to declde which!"

The copductor was obdurate. The
mountatn men were too hot-hended to
beer with hlm longer, The positlons
of a dozen rlfles underwent a sudden
change. The conductor immediately
went pale dnd mentloned the law—
but he agredd to stop the southbound.

As he ordered his flagman up the
tracks, the sound of the fast tralo's
whistle came to thelr eers.

‘The filer tame to a screeching halt
with sparks streaming from its wheels.
BHI Dale and John Moreland passed
the. litter and Its burden [nto the bag-
gnge car and followed It hastily, and
Ben Littlefard climbed In after them.
John Moreland leaned out of the door-
way and ordered hils son Luke to pass
him his. ritle, and Luke obeyed
promptly.

There wag a shriek from the whistle,
and the brakes were released; the
tralo began|to gather momentum. A
beggageman| approached John More-
land and ssked why'the riffe. More-
jand hglf ‘dosed ane keen grey eye

‘|'and patted (the wainut stock of- his
repeater, ‘ :
“Oh, I jeqt bronght It nlong to see
*at everybody has a straight deal,” ho
drawled—"go on sbout yore business,
mister.”
The ™ went about his
bustness.

‘I'ne condyctor of ithe fast traln was’
very uallke the conductor of the north:
bound. WHen he had learned some-
thing of the circumstances, he insinu:
ated that Liale had done ‘exactly the
right thing| He would see whether
there wag a|doctor eboard. .

Within five more minutes he re-
torned lo
man wearlng a pointed beard aud nose
glasses, |+ .

“Doctor McKenzie,” “he said polite-
Iy M, — :

“Dale.

The two podded, and the physiclan
knelt besldd the Htter, which had been
pleced with
the center
thorough'
slble uader
and  stood

swing free. He made as
jexamination as wes DOE-
the condltions, then arose
looking down upon the
young womkb with something ilke ad-
miration ‘(D hls sober, professional
eses. N

“Perfect.{ pbysique,” ho sald as
though to NmselL ‘e o« . “Bhe will
have to undergo an pperation,” he told
Dele, *Thg ibone there is broken In
siightly, m klng 2 compression; she
wil 9 until the
Pressure 18 rel\eved_ But she has fice
chancés forf'q quick and entire recov-
ery, with 8/ good shrgeon on the job.
50 there’s npt|much ground for worry.”

Dale was| gjad, They were all glad.
Ben Littleford laughed nervously in
hig sudden fjoy. He went dowa to his
knifes beslde his dsughter, 'took. up
one of her [limp hands end stroked it
in a way that was, pltifal.

When hej arose ; he spoke cordlally
to Morelan¢. But ‘Moreland didn't re-
ply: He stll' looked upon hls old en-
emy wlith gontempt,

Doctor Mcienzle was leaving the
traln at thq next town of Lmportance,
and he would wire' Doctor Braemer to
weet themn zllh an ambulance, it Dale
wished. |
" “It you please,” sald Dale, !

They reached the city shartly betore
midnight, -and were promptly met by
the_ surgeod. Braemer took charge of
the patlent put her into his ambfu-
lance and hurried' her to his private
hospital. Blit Dale and the two clan
chlefs follofved Ip B0 automoblle. w’lhB
hifimen had never before seen am au-
tomobile; bht they asked no questions
-about it, and- the oaly word 8t com-
ment wos this, from Jokn Murelnm‘l.
! "1 dop't ke the smell.” b

Everything bad Been mmade ready for
the operat!fn, andi Babe revetved sur-
gical ald ‘wjthout delay.

The two ' mountaineers’ and Dale
waited In afothér room. Dale.had lb-
duced John Moréland to uolond: biy
rifle, both! chember and magazine.
Babe's father paced the Hoor-enxious-

Iy now ‘apg!then. Moreland sat lke
3

i

Dale |

ompany with an elderly |

Its ends on boxes to allow |

& -Stone, ‘with ms :mpty ritie between
his knees, and watched h{s old enemy
queerly.

1t seemed & [ong time before Brae-
Der; ¢ame o them'and told them- smil-
tngly that It was sli over and that the
girl was then-coming-from under the
effects of, the ether. She would be ail
right spon, he wos _reasonably certaln.
No, théy'd better not see her just theli.
But " perhaps "they conld’ sec “her &t
some time during the afternoon of thk
followlng day.

feet, and you can go tonle p &t the
table Don't fall us, t wants to
thank you for cnsung er ‘asite’ at
the altar.” | |

Dale lnughed boylshly McLaurin,
went on: ! Ao
.*“I'here's more:news. [Your father,

has been trying hard to tind you. - He
sent a man to Atlanta to Jook for you.
He told me he'd xlve we's house and
lot if I'd find you—and if there was'a
little more of the highway robber im
me, I'd call his hand!” | | |

*And her—b. sou seen herf‘

Dele escorted hls two
to & modest hotel and then put them
in a room-that had but one bed; by
thus throwing them together In &
strange land, beyfoped to do some-
thing towsard ng them friends.
Then Dale went ['f) another room, un-
dressed.and went7d) bed: i

It may be. nbuu parenthetically as;
it were, that Jot-)"Moreland and Ben
Litueford quickly, reached a wordless
agreewment oot td aleep togeth

Dale muttered. |

“I've seen her e slnce the near-
wedding." R

“Did she have anything to'say about
me? Tell me the' whole truth, Bobby.
1 can take it, old man. 1'm big enough.”

MecLanrin frowned, *“Sloce you've
asked me, Blll, your mother—i over-
heard her telling jour father that she
would never forgive yon for the ‘ut-

divided: the pliiowg abd linens e\-en}y,
tore ‘the odd coverlet exactly in half,
aod slept on the tidor.

. When Dale went.down to the lobby,
the following moffilng en dlert-eyed
young fellow sprang from a chair zad
hastened up to him.

“By George, Bobby " Dale ex-
claimed, es they be’jan to shake hands.
“How did you knc ¥ 1 was here, any-
way? Your boasiid nose for news,
eh?”

“Gullty,” smlledr\chanrln » 1 got
sord Iast nfght thlt a mduntaln girt
had been brought.io Braemer’s, acci-
dentally shot, gild
I hurried over ‘o
had fust left, a
know much abejt’;
efter the operallo:

Braemer's dldn’t

It was too soon
- they said, for her
to see me; thénj.ine of the nurses
whispered to mé ‘1 you had brought
heY, and satd mnz’(huuld find you here,
So here 1 am, f i, end 1 want the
story, I phon”3it ln, and “then I'll
give yon some b''¥s.

“Ihe story & stn't be published,
Bobby,” Dale ¢ lted. “For one rea-
son, there is a fgud; and if the law
knew, It might tgke a hand—you see,
1 think there Is g better way to take
care of that'feu)l And I am of the
opinion that theigirl wouldn't tke the
pubilclty. © Supydse yom forget =&ll
about: a1, Bobbyy

1 McLourin “vas disappolnted, he
kept [t well to Nimsel.

“Ihey. seld she was bandsome, &
sort of primiti¥e’ Venus,” he winked.

“I5 there n rondince connected, BIL?”

“Not' yet," sm\led. uale

“But soon?” A

“Who can ted?”
little. “Teli me the news,”

“All right” McLaurln drew s
frlend toward B palr of empty chalrs,
“I married Pafricla.Clavering the duy
before yestertuy. We—'

“Bully! Go on.”

"We were married In an sutomoblle,
with her father and ‘poor dear Harry'
chasing ug ltke wildfire [n another car.
Yesterday we went to:-housekeeping In
& cute little suburban bungalow, fural-
ture on the lnstellment plan. Her

Dale shmbged o

“Perfect Physiqus,”
Though to Eimself.

He &aid, as
people won't even look at us, Blll)
But do we care? . Bl Dale, I nsk you,
old dear,dd 1 seem to be worrying?
Honest, I'm 80 happy I'm a”rald some-
thing 18 golog to happen to me. I'm
to bave a lift In safary soonm, and we
won't be long In paylng for the furai-
ture; and when tbx s done, we'll bay
the bungalow.,

“And I'm infof; bg you now, old
savage,” he cont:iled, ‘“that you're
having . dinner wi * us this evening.
You'll tind it plesd ‘at. We do.as wa
please, you see. . L :ydu like, you may
atir your coffe) W, h 'your Bnger, est
with your mro re_th.clean across the
table,” and- pick yd ir teeth wWith your
fork. “You can €at With your hat on,
and you may bav{. your uwen first.

Eou can have &R « trn ehalrfox your
; ]
: a0

WORAN AVOI0S.

AN OPERATION

Hapeley Gone, but Lydia
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound Saved Her

Star, N. C:\:l{‘;y ugiun'.hl E:
me o mu o some
i they weauld}ut two

‘Primitive
try it, - IThaveused

ive Bapdst’ aper und dedded to

ege ble Compoun And Lydu E‘.
Pm‘ih Liver Pills for about seven
months &nd now I am able to do ny
wm-k. 1 shall never forget your me:

if yol'l
want to as '—Mra. J. F.
Hursey, Star, N. C.

Here {3 another woman who sdds her
ony to the gnul;nhywhm lemnm';.

hnve ulrexd proving
Pm]ﬁmm s e%e table Com-
pounﬂ nfun restores health to suffering
‘women even after they have gone 8o far
that an operation is deemed advisable,
Therefore it w\ll surely pay my woman
whe suffers from silmenta ar to
her sex tofwe t.hts good ol laahlvngd

they | terly lscene’ you
made fn cagreh.” L.
“I see,” fald Dale. He

and went on, “A3 00D 8s I can get my
two frlends down-to the dining room,
Bobby, you're golng with me to father.
We're going to cintm that house and
lat for you."

“For Patricla's sake, l‘vcm thunder~
Ing big notlon to take you up,” laughed
McLaurin, "!our dad would pever
mlss 1t.”

“Ihat's ll—mke me g

sake sald Dale, i rising. “1 "You'd be
foollsh If you didn't. Y should be
willing to do anyibing; almdst, for Pat.
She's a jewel, Bobpy.”
. Half oo hour later tne¥ eaught s
pnsslng car that soon carried them to
a palnye of granite and rszune and
cream-colored brick—the home of the
old coal king, John K. Dal

At the wide froat mtcTny Founy

for Pat's

Dale drew back. |

“Bring father out here,” 3¢ sald 18
8 low volce. “From what you told ms,
1 guess mother wouldn’t want me to
come in, But you can uud‘ out about
that—"

He hoped his mother would want te
see him. While she bad neyer seemed
to care for him as.other anhers cared
for their boys; while she hndnt beea
quite so dear to him as she might have
been— |

~And it she wents to see 'me, Bobby
let we know. i

MeLaurdn smiled a somewhat wor
ried smile, and went up to the front
door. A moment later he was shows
in. Yet another momengQand John K
$)ate, his tlorld face beaming with
gladness, hastened out to the gateway
Young Dale was Instantly, tpuched bf
his fathér's new pttitude toward him:
then he remembered the lsng night of
David Moreland’s’ people. ‘awd he stif
fened s lttle and drew nnek’n pace.

you, Carlyle?” sald the older max, ané
1 volce wag filled with| pleading
What you did is all right; we'll nevel
mention| it agaln.  Youwll stay, woa
you, Caxlyle, my boy?" ‘ )

“No,” answered the 50n, a trifie cold
Iy in spite of himself, spent af
the idle, useless years Il ﬂer spend
I'm gettlng ready to duelop the ooa!
In Desld Moreland’s mountatn.”

"Darlg——noreland s—mov_.\nmn

The retired posl magoate breathes
the three words In & busky tone. He¢
put forth & hand and rested it agains
one of the huge stone gateposts, as
though to stezdy himself, knd some of
the color went trom his fdce.

“You ssy Darvid uorelbndn moup
mln, l,nrlyle"" Jerkily.

“Yes."

“And you—you learned about Davik
Moreland?”

“Yes Bill Dale folded Ms arms
and stood there looking at his fathes
with eyes that accused. |

“You know who killedi him? ol
Dale muttered.

“1 do, and 1t Wnl Y Dhnme-—u black
sheme.”

“Yes, it was a'shame.’ Nobody knowt
that half so well as 1 know it,” said
Jobo K. Dale. His mouth quivered
He looked downward, looked up agaln
“Son, you CAN never say or think worss
things about me than I have said and

thought sbout miyselt—because of
that."” .
. Late the youngér glanced towart

the house. Kobert Mclaurin waa com-
ing slowly down the veranda stepa
Mrs. Dale was nowhere [n|sight. She
dldp't want to see her son; she dida’t
even want him In thp house. Blll Dale
read [t all io his. frlend’s downcast
countenance, and it was somehow @
great disappointment.

“You'll need modey It youre golng
to develop that com! property,” Dule
the elder was saylng. “Yon baven't
any money, and thoss mountain folk
haven't any. I'll give you all that's
needed. . I'll send you mining machine
ery, and expert mining mg}n;‘ m—"

She turned har/face the oth-
or way. “I was so lpnesome,
Bill Dale.” ! r

(TO BE CONTI‘N‘U’EDi)
international Lmr‘n{ul‘m
Literature tends more mod more te
become B vas commonwesalth, with ne
dividing lines of nationslity.~—Jager
Russéll Lowell, }\

"You've come home to stay, haven® |

PALMER’S
LOTION

A HOUSEHOLD
NECESSITY FOR
BURNS.BITES, CUTS,

PALMERS LOTION

MOVED ALL MY PIMPLES
NG CLEARED MY COMPLEXION

Qut In the Phillppines,

First Marlne—Why does Mec look
s0 glum over that letter he just got
from hls wife?.

Second Marine—He wrote and told
ber that she dldp’t seem to miss him
much, znd he was going to put i to
stay in the Philipplnes for the rest
of his cruise.

Flrst Mnr!nt—Whnt dld the wife

57

becond Marine—She - advised . him

to extend hls enlistment! .

By rdding pulverized mica, concrete
can be made closely to rEsemble
ranite. .

1t every man has his price, a fellow
naturally feels cheap when he givea
hlmself away.

50g00d cugareﬂes
Oc fro
one sai

GENUINE

"BULL’

DURHAM

TOBACCO
ClE=w%
“TOO
LATE
Death only a matter of short ime,
Don't wait until pains and aches

become incurable diseases. Avoid
painful consequences by taking

GOLDMEDAL

‘The world’s standard remedy for kdney,
Hver, bladder and uric acld troublee—tbe
National Remedy of Holland since 1656
Three sizes, all druggists.
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