mas gif' fo' you." Helpolated o dirty
forefinger toward. the bandle in his
lap. “But you uint a-goln’ to glt it
now.”

“iWhy?" Dale' asked: smilingly.

“Why! Shoes —'at's why. H—II,
did T ever have any shoes nfore? Bare-
footed as a raliblt. That's me. Bare-
footed a3 a d—n’ rabhit[”

“Son,” protested Bl Dald, “sou're
entirely too stall to swear, You
mustn't do i, y'know,”

*Yes,” quickly, “I'm small. Pm smal}
to my age. I'm done fwelve year oM.
Tve ‘been measured fo' the go-backs™

“Measured for the go-backs”
lsughed Dale, “what's;that?”

“Why,” sobt}rly. ‘“when ye grow llt-
ler 'stid o' bigger, ye've got the go-

ment, after™which he said suddenty: “!
want to see my son ; thers is sometling
I must tell him. Wlll you go with me,
Elizabeth7” .

“0t course, I'l go o with yoir!

She thought #he knew what It was
that stirred him. By, lntumonA supple-
mented by Bill Dale's oqcus‘onnl cryp-
tle utterances, and pleced ouf by hill
tradition, Elizabeth Littleford greda-
ally had come into possesslon of the
old coal man's grim setret, N
' Nelther of them koew tbap John
Moreland was then visiting hls ;ela\ed
old hills for the sake of some silpoting.

The followlng day Johti K. Déis 1nd
Elizabeth Littleford” alighted from a
northbound pessenger train 4t the

ods
lect

womtaineer’s code of honbr|dem:
that the mountaineer hiujself - c
that which is due him.
. “Tell me,” he sald In tdn:
that Ellzabeth barely heard,
David Moreland burled¥*”
He bad turned, and stood facingi
She polnted to the southwgrd,
“They buried him out the erei
the’ mopntain & Httle ways, on
Rl place, by the slde of| his
wife. That was alwaysja: touchin’
thing to me, that he buriled|his wife on
the very highest point of his ‘own
mountain. You know why; don't Fou?
David Moreland bélleved In God and a
hereafter, and he belleved that hedven
was up. He wanted to get evex his
wife's ashes as close to héaven as he

s 80j low
Ywhere 13

her.

t o
the

THIS WOMAN'S |
| EXPERIENCE

-Bnpgs a Ray of Hope ta
;Childlm Woémen . :

Lowe“ll, Mass,—*I had anemia from

che nms I was sixteen ‘years old and

backs. Maw, she measured me with | Halfway switch, The mouatains were could"
Iﬂush'ahons bly a yarn string out o' a stocking which | covered with three Inches of snow, and [ “I—I'd like to go out theré,” Johp
7 bad been weore by a Woman seventy- | the kemlock and pines bore heavy bur- [ Dale sald, his voice almost a whigper.
Irwn\ ye!s seven. r old, and 'en she wrapped | dens of Ehe beautiful white stuft; but [ “I'd like to see the place.”
Copyright by Daublad P £ the yarn string around the door-hinge. | the air Was still, and it wasn't very “I wouldn't,” replied Ben Little
Mf Copyrig ¥, v or . Fage TN ‘gin to grow higher, or die, one or | cold. T ford’s daughter. , For she knaw--ob, | (53 e
John Morelund. “They're all shet up | tother, afore the string wears out on "lvu'd get your clntmng all black | she Lnew
o Mot Tl mz oo the coal traln” Daln seid 1o bis | e, ven my deer—1 st se the | Tl £ .,:‘:::‘;fé:“‘;em;z‘:"
ulldin’, onder gyard., The' alnt but| Agaln Dale leughed. Mehntain su-| companlon, “so you'd rath or walk over, place,” declnred John K., Dale, hoarse- | eat, aleep, and feel as strong as can
ne of ‘em plumb tectotally dead, fo' | perstitions always amused him. Ben [ wouldn't you? Anyway, f3e traln isn't | 1y whispering-"let's go out theres" Doctors told me 1 could never ha
wonder; but the's a whole passel of Littleford came into-the room, acd | bere. I'm good for slx £ lles, I thlnk: There was never gay dl him d t after
‘L hure, Tve done sent Luke to town | Dule arose and faced him, “Yes swlled Ben:. Littleford's | when he was determined, and be jwas hh;:xv’egmlbla('ompoundltmx?
I hossback, atter ‘a docter, 7o' you| “Do you know this boy, Ben?" daughter, “I'd ‘rather welk—If you're | determined now. It Is strange, pm ‘“:md":’ “Im'eu‘u&e:hé‘%‘g
5d Saitl and Little Tora; and he can |” “It's Lyss_ Ball's boy” answered | sure that six mlles won't be too much | dread human thing that drew him— ‘?_ﬁmy ek T o um Tast day, aad bad
: ‘tend to them crippled Balls, too, I|Littleford, puckering. his  brows. | for you." Elizabeth turned and started | 6ut | g natural mﬁ rybody who knew
Bullets now whined pn bpth sides of | feckon, ef you think It's best.. What're [ *What's he a-doin’ ‘here?” Together, with the girl leadthy the | the snowy crest of the mountatn, wend- | me wad d.nndwhen(heyuak
him; they cut greenldh white furrows | yea-goln' to do with them fellers, Bili?® | “Ile brought a Christmas present way, they set out across Dasld More- | ing her way hege and therp between | what nude me Etmn I tell them with
in the bark of both sifes|of the tree; |-| “We're golng to take them o the [for me sald Dale, “but he has de- tand’s mountaln. The old trail showed | clumps of snow-heavy laurel and! ivy E:f:t IE““::‘;I légo LYng Ed Pink-
and koocked up litye Epurts of black | Cartersville Jjail,” Dale _ answered | clded that I shao’t have it.” and under snow-heavy plned. After a ukbe_':rgem mim”""’i“f; an mr
earth to his rr‘ghz‘{ug o his feft; | promptly, ‘ “The "only Christmas present you quarter of an hour of thlg \somewhal moni: ntan nme.";Mrs, ZABETH
they cut off t¥igs)vithin an arm's|| “I had o differcat plan 'sn that | could git from a Ball would be a bul- difficult traveiing, the' two drew up be- | Buarr 142 W, Sixth St. Lowell Mass.
reach of hnm.‘IA"dozen Balls were | planned out, John," sald By Heck, |let” frowned Ben Littleford. fore & small Inclosure madq of round | This e:penencaof Mrs, Smart is surel
pow firing at hlm, $eeking to avemge | winking ot Ben Littleford. *“I had It| He stepped to the rocker agd took oaken posts and round open rallfnga 8 strong recommendation for L dia
the 'death of | their kinsman, -the | planned out to hang 'em all on a big | the. bundle from the hoy's lap; he and band-split and polnted gaken {pal- P}_’}““m ’!Vege“b“ Compound. 1t is
Gollath, John Moreland's |strong voice | green hemlock as a Christmas tree fo' [ took away the crumpled brown pa- Ings as high as a man's it | oly oro of 3 great many & cases.
came to him' thropgh the din gad rear: { BIllt Some devilish rough Christmas | per—and thexe [n his hands was a of which were gray and wdatherbeat- 3

“Don't show Do gart o' yoreself now, { eve se're a-havin', Blll, old boy] afn't [ londed and cpcked revolver! en  Ellzabeth knew the spot well| [Slu
Bill; ef ye do, ye'll shore be hit!" it { “By Georgél” exclaimed Blll Dale. swwng the gate stiffly open on % wood-

Dale fired ngalr| pumped o fresh || “Rather,” smiled Date, ‘He rlosed | “What'd I tell se?” smiled Ben Lit- en hioges aud stepped nside. Old Dale, o o
cartridge into tlle drambef of his rifle | his eves, His head nchied, and hp was | tleford. . trembling In every fiber, followed [ler. g I S
* 2nd silpped anotherntojthe magazice, | somehow very tired. . An hour idter Dale and a score of His face was very, very pnle .
and ‘arose behlnd lhe}h.smut. | Within the hour b¢ went 1o Slecp, | Littlefords ard -Morelands entered the Before them were two sndw-covered M?ﬁ. 'BS.O"RNS e oyt 1

“Down, BHN™ crfed n Moreland. { and when he awoke Iif wos daylight on | big downstaiis room of the office and mounds bordered with the dend stalky :,‘:,'—.mz..";;ggg_.‘;» o by il oo xs Dree

If Dale henn{, be gave| no sign of |-Christmas morning. f Ben Litupford, | supplies hunkjng The defeated Balls ot flowers of another yeir—imarlgplds, !
it He fired fobir shots tapldly, and |half dressed, was thircing 'the :conls | and Turners.lounged ‘here and there, pretty-by-nights, zinnlas. Near | the
before the wind|hul carréd awny the| fo life lu the widerhouthed stone fre- | sullen and silent, on ‘the rough-board two graves there grew barc-branthed LadlesKeepYourSkm
blinding smoke he was belliod enother | biace, Dale feit bftter than he had |flcor of thelr temporary prison. wild honeysuckle and redbud, and
trée and shooting toward the Balls | jispected to feel; fhe grested Little-| Dale walked into thelr midst and green-leaved laurel, which [n the sut- Cleal', Sweeb Healthy
a in. Soon théns cavse o short, loud | Ford with the of the sea- them quietly. mer time were covered With bedutifal W th C
penl. ot luughter. from s left; be|kon, arose and drgssed himsef. “You'll admlt, wop't you, that I've ?“d r“"":“"‘ l’,'““‘é’s ol g"“’fl‘: ’Tf\‘(' a uticura Soap
turned &ts head and saw] Ben Little || Littleforl had? fjust, gone: witly a |got what you fellows call ‘the dead- ow, royal purple, and wazen whitg. H :
ford taking a careful sip at a long |handful of kindfing Hood torard | wooll on you? And that it lies in my the head of one mound a grdat, rough- and Cl.[hcura Talcum
angle toward the slde of a boulder. [the Kitehen, whey there was o low, | power to send every single one of you ly-shaped slab of brown |
Then Littleford’ fired, nnfl a puft of [lizht tapping at jthe_ouiside door of jto the state penitentlary #* marked the last resting place of David Any |man might have found Inde-
stoné dust showed tbat his bullet. had || 3ill Dale’s rootfl- -Dalé’ arose ftrom | “I recken so” admitted Adam Bal's Moreland’s youog wife; it had péen | pongenpe if he had begun early enough
gone. true to fts) mark. i slxeemlun tofd rocker before the father. He was pretty well cowed, and lettered by David Moreland himselt, | —witn[100 acres of his own.

50 were the others, and It was a crude but mncere tribus —_—

“What's that 1or7" demjanded Dale.
“We'
away.

che
opened ll
Jbareioot boy In

to womankind.
On the face of the omer g'rent‘slsh
of brown sandstone were chiseled othor

“But I've decided not to do It," went
on Bill Dale. “1 can’t forget that this

't any

MOTHER! CLEAN

nnjmunltmi\ to throw

" few, bcnuse [hm‘e WS so|

in the pitifully <jender arms there “ns
Isumelhmg wrarped rather loosely In
crumpled browy nuvcr‘i Dale did oot
jremember having seen the lad before,
‘but he koew iU was no Littteford.

" “Come In, son.” he Invited cordial-
‘Iy—"cnmc fn und warm yourself. My

fron; that makds real figl

“It's. n\mut 1lme to rush

i allvg, it's too cold to go
iaeetdated 1ikq that! Haven't you auy
shoes, son?"

“Shoes?” n" \’\ered the boy, queerly.
Shoes?”

He was shifering from the cold. His

thin face loffed plnched and blue, his
eyes blg anfi hollow, Dalé stooped,
plcked him fip bodily, carrled him to

the old rocfler he had just vacated,
and put him ‘lato It with hands as gen-
tle as any woman's,

Is Christmas dag. You may have your
liberty as a.present from the man
you've trieq 'so hard and so unjustly
to kIl After the doctor gets through
with Little Tom and Sawl Littleford,
he will come here to dress all your
wounds; then our guards will give you
back your’ rifles, ang you may go
honie, I'm not asking you to promise
me, anything, you understand, I'm
slmply trusting the human heart, and
I don't belleve I'li be disappolnted.”

Dale turnedl to Joho . Aforeland,
AMoreland's rugged fare wore a puz-
zled, displeased smile.

“If your brother David was here,”
Blll Dale demanded with 4 bare shade
of anger in lis voice, "what do you
think be'd do about ({t? It's Chrlst-

A Great Gladness Fl”g.’ Elizabeth’s
Heat, !

not one footprint aheai of them; It
was not so much used ng ¥, They satd
little. Fach thought their wn thoughts,
und pelther cared to’ S‘)EAL them to
the other:

Just before they rennhed the moun-,
_tain’s crest, they passed & group of
snow-laden pines that concenled a big,
brown-bearded man who had been
stealthily following the trail of a lone
wild turkey. He wore khaki huntings

Ilshaped letters and! misspeliad
words. ‘The hauds of Jaha doreland
bad done thls, Old Jobr Dals stepped
unsteadily closer and read:

HEAR LAYS DAVID MDRELA“D
THE BEST MAN GOD
EVVER MAID
© KILLED
BY JOHN K CARLILE
MAY GOD
DAM HIS
SOLE

It was a living curss, 2 breathixg

CHILD’S BOWELS WITH
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP

Even g slck child loves the “froity”
taste nf “Californla Fig Syrup,” If the
Httle tongue 13 coated, or if your child
16 listless, cross, foverlsh, fulk of cold,
or hes colle, give a teaspoonful to .
cleanse the iver and bowels. In . dew
’hom‘s you can see for yourself how
i

It works all the constipa-
tion pojson, sour bile and waste ont of
the boweis, and you'havc o well, play-
ful child again. .

Aflllions of mothe< * »C‘p -California
Fig Syrup” hoody, They kndw a tea-
spodnful today saves a sick child to-

nodded. _"B—L” ‘began the boy, staring|mas day, lsn}! 7 clothes and high Jnced boots, and there !

A few mioutes later, Bjll Dale sent | hard—"whij—" . Thé old reland -chlefs counte- | oq o ceml,f English fineness about %m:;.*r;l “terrible m‘mthsl;nu ¥ d:-d Eorfywm.&x1§ your druggist for genu-
the wings of his line down the moun- | “Now stféi your feet out and|warm [ nance softeni 4; his grey eyes bright- him. In his bare hands he carried & kﬂvd eraladd hmsemd had ar T: ‘e (;‘ ‘ornfa Fig Syrup” which has
telside. forniok a baif-direle of b | them, son--fbats It” und Dale hated | ened. “YesUine sald, “It's Crlstmas | rorciving Tifie, which marked him ga | (O the tomb and urtersd it, it would | directidns for bnbles and children of
force once mord; then thp whole line | the poor H(tlo, dirty, half-frozen feet | day, BHL" He’lonked toward the Balls |'sne born in the hillsi a ‘lowlander | 20F bave struck John . /Dale wl!h ell oges printed on bottle. Mother!
rushed, surrowjded the |enemy and | and legs. aod Turn would have Had u choke-bored shotgun, | reater force. = He grew; weaky, 8t | You myst say ‘Callfornia” or you inay
called for a surrender, “Son,” he went on after u moment,| “Merry Chr\stmns, gen'lemen!” be| \when he saw John; K. Dale he | ‘POUSH With a futal sickness, He Ba“ get an imitation fig"syrup.—Advertise.

Dut the Balls and thpir kinsmen | bl heart throbbing out of sheer pity, | sald. stopped suddenly. Tt might have been | 0 WIS knees I the snow, and bis Iroo: | meat, :
wouldn't give in;yet. They left their | “sou go to the commissary clerk and] Adam  Ball's father immediately | [ntultion, or it might I ¥e been mb E’;‘l‘-ﬁ‘: flo;;‘i;ﬂ_ 02114" breast You |wiil never find time for hny-
cover nnd startéd to run, |found them-{ tell him to dress you up . like the|sked him for & chew of tobacco. curlosity, the average [man bemg a besldee).:lnn Sl:eauled ‘e‘: n‘:d‘j':;‘: thing, |If you went time you must

y z : o I ’ | —h y ks
selves fading Morelands | an@ Little- | crown prince ngland, if he’s got stranger to nelther—h “followed and Ing words, for she loved hif and War make 1t,

fords In every {irection, qlubbed their{It, and charge the same to the account CHAPTER XIX. watched the two, unse.a by them. N -
riles and foughe. . It whs not true f‘ On the pine-fringed irest, Flizabeth | 01 for hfm, but mo rrds would : ;
courage that prjmpted them to offer A l}ermt Cross. Littleford balted to wew that ‘whiéh | “1% WHY DRUGG]STS HEBUMMENU
. . y d ‘and below bim. Old Dale re was a slight sound. the mu!\ B
/reshumre thus: t was ujter despera. On the floo!) of the richly-furnished | lay around and below him. fled. breaking of a dry |tig in] the

tion; they had |mever bepn givers of 1brary of the:,bale home, near ¢ west | stopped close at her slde, and He, too, g' Ty ! SWAMP'RUUT
mercy, therefor¢ they dld not expect window, Miss Eitzabeth Littleford sat | looked at that which lay around and | 30 Just beyood the paus iu froal |
mercs.  Dale's [mer forchore to fire rédiog by tie tast fading light of an | betow them; and to his mind also there [ O ther.  Buuabah Litstord lovked | “p o pave watched
upon them, which was “11 Dale’y com- early March she | came cro O coee the Fiant Defire of Jo° | with mich intercst the remarkable record
mand, and mef |them tith eclubbed ltked to sit on the floor, and aiwnysshe| The young woman broshed back a ‘x‘:'e“‘“‘,‘ e ey s “"““:“( maintaiped by Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root,
rifles. The woraLfmd rahg with the liked to read; for ome thing, books | wayward wisp: of broym hair and | WROSC eyes vere al e:Ya”J the ‘?‘eh';‘ the great kidnéy, liver and bladder medi-
sound of wond land stéel crashing helped - her to torget that she was | turned to.the man besldh her, by ’;)"" aveer, W’“’Th: uuf”’: ‘o cine. .
against wood aid steel, | Everywhere lonely. “The Moreland part [y the settle- | €1 b‘“‘; ““h&h - rille’s ,““?m:' It is & physicien’s prescription, | ..
there were grouns eny|threqts and There were! mmeps behind her, [ nent looks lonesome, ,'m: 17" she f“ml?h‘“'- x“"[ 1‘12 @ trigger canght ,Sww'p-R?ot is 8 -lreur;lwadﬂt;m
curses from the|i8sing 3tde, victorlops soft footsteps hecause of the thick vel- | sald. “See, there's no? jmoke comin’ tlrlu!rel:né‘ :‘WCL §nwlhor e for\lﬁﬂn g‘:‘-d: “_‘;’P‘w&; hﬂm ‘::;;:d thzy-
crles and further demands [nr /R sur- vet carpet; :hen a low, volce inquired: | from thelr cabin chimni vs .. she and leveled the wespon ucross] tha | should do. '

went on absently, “But
are there yet.”

014 Dale caught the:mesnlug that
was in the latter seatenc}, It was not
u shaliow meaning. | -

“We are going to taks care of the
Littlefords, Elizabeth,” L} assured her.

“Aren't you afrald ‘you will injure
your eyes, Elizabeth? Better have a
light, hadn't you, dear?” The old coal
king turned toward the switch on the
wall, '

“No!” she ‘answered quickly. “I'm
through reading for today, and I like

_render from thel

Bill Dale, evel & Jover [of fair com-
bat, threw down bis repeater to grap-
ple with & big North Carglinian whose
clubbed wenpori had bden knocked
from his hands The tivo fell and
sroligl down thé mountaifside, locked

winners. “le Littlefords
3

Swamp-Root hes stood the test of years
ME€ It was any use £0' ye to pray. | 1¢ 18 séld by all druggists on its mecit
Carlyle,” he sad, and bl volcepwal and it should help you. No other Lidney
shaking and hoarse and kpoked, (*T¢ | Medcnp bes so mavy frends L
give ye time, But It ain't ho use afall [ oo mh 10 €% BwHnP

Look up. Facet, Trytabeamxi.uh However, if you wish first to test this
one second In yore low-down life.”t great prepamation send ten cents to Dr.

palings.

in each other’s arms, this twilight.” : “I've thought much ovee It, and Just €
And then ong of the Balls struck’ Her tmprovement I3 speech and 1n | now I've declded. Wheij T decide, it's uﬁlﬁ@ﬁf 'g:zfg;";sd‘m‘l‘l‘l‘;‘;ﬁ‘m E’:;,‘: G %:gg‘;"‘:’;;:" I, fre
Bill 'Dale across the head with the butt meanners had gone on pt & surprisingly | for, uu time! you knw that, don't thére was to ren"m' His eyes widened | mention this paper.c- Advertisoment.
of his empty gun, aad Bll| Dale slack- rapid rote. She rarely spoke with any | you a littlos then 100k of sellet fitted e
ened his arms and lay aslone dead, but the simplest -words, but she never A great gladness ﬂlled Ellzabeth’s across his heavy counteance. | Reat|happiness is chenp enough, yet
LI of e K . fell into anythlag more than bare sem- | heart. It dld mot occur to her to ask “Shoot and even up the 'Dren he | Dow deasly we pay for Its counter-
He was lying popder co {n ahand.| blance of the old drawling hill dialect | how, in what manner, he was going to sntd bravely, and his head t‘“ 'k igh felt.
carved black- walnut fob{fester, and unless it wag while 'she was under the | take.care of her people; it wes enough “According t'o your code, it Is just. Ané J—
it was night; when he opelied his gyes)| stress of gome stroug emotion. to know that he was golug totake care | 1) be able to forget at inst, at tast. 86 DYED|HER BABY'S COAT
agafn.” Above him he saw lthe bearded | She closed the book and looked up | of them. He put a father's srm3lghtly | o o 0o o” covle the accounts | . !
faces of Ben :[Littleford/|and John with eyes that were like the first stars [ around her shoulders.; She tried to 7O BE CONTINUED, A SKIBT AND CURTAINS
Moreland, and’{they JosKed hn:mrd In & simme? sky, Her beauty was |speak, choked, and couldn't utter a - h -} X
and anxious in |the oll ldmp's sallow» wonderfil ; -t was finer and sweeter | word. But It dldu't mhler. Jobn K. a © A g ) - | +Each Ipackage n( "Dumoud Dyes”  con-
Hght, Suddenly | Moreland] spoke: ’ than it had ever been, before. Dale understood pel'fectl}ﬂ - Theﬂ" ::!m"’l . f";np;:m:.:y;i - tains directions so’simple any noman e o

‘Then he took hls arm(amu, faced to,
the right, and drew his hat rim low’
over his eyes. For {'vo minutes he

“Dead—nothin’I” jubllahtly. “Look,
Ben; he's done rome to! | Ye couldn'g
put him {0 a canoon and shoot hlui

0Old Dale stood laong thoughtfully
into her upturned face. He was = Iit-
tie pale, and he seemed troubled snd

from which purebred’ dalry ¢attle
come: The isles of Jersey dnd Giern

D My sey In the English channel, ‘the [Av1

w=u,

“59 vdu e, 8il) Dale,
5 utl”

ag'inst & clift 4nd ki him, Ben! uneasy. . | stood there and looked 'ir the little.old i . rived

hope sere a-tdeli’ all | right, Bil| I Ellzabeth shook her head. “Youwre | cabln down near the fot of the north igx::g ‘1';‘ S;s]‘“::g “;"d :*e“ Fcrlll t5s porfect boma d&ﬁ; % T
" ! ) o in, .4 he faited to . i druggist wh

shore.' worrylng again !’ H end of the mountain, u d he terlstie of ihé people In u" the it your druggist whether

ot Bm Dn!e. It will be my Christmas
11

Dale realized everything quite' clean ytm, little boy. What's| your | He dropped !nto & nearby chair,{ find it. His wind had gone back once h u wish to dye is woel or
1y, He put & hapd to hishead; thers ! leaned sll;‘:vlj forwntd 80 let -éne | more to that woeful night that had cut remvmhrmr& which plum‘redk Setlc silk, or vg;*%ir. i "5}?&?"‘:{’&.{
was & wet cloth Iying over the swolled |  Thé fad turned his surprised black | hand fall gestly on her thick and slliy (his life in twaln.® He, rémembered | €0 that they e B e | e e eadvertisement.
* place. ‘ evug hndn‘!he face of the big anfl sun- | chestout-brown hafr, plainly waklog In the ‘early morning | One @00t hﬂ”k ‘"tl’ . Kobeﬂlrl "aniciala |
. “He shore gife ye uster of hn“\'nefi man. I wish,” he said 8y though to-him- | with an aching head rand with the | Kinduess makes better bee und mort.|  Ghndish sports may satisty the chil s
ek, drawled ;4 volce ghat ‘Dale In-| + “Are! Iyou Bl Dule'l" seelf, “that 1 had o dapghter like you,” | rankling taste of much idead whisky creat. - dren, Hot anngy the nelghbors. B
stant¥; recognizqd s of his woz-| - “Yes", : He took his hand from her hegd, !ay | in his mouth. Remembared seelng Di- - - —_——
shiper, By Hedk. “Danged -ef Calp| ' That whlch the boy sald next strnck back wearliy in his chatr and closed | vid Moreland, with a bullet  hole World Calls for Sryige. Use,
Moreland didn't| might' figh It beat | he big and sunbrowned men with all ] his eyes. Theén he bent forward agaln. | through and through him; lylng on the {. He serves best who serves most, lan¢
him to death, HIN1" . the forep of o bullet. “The Morelands, Elfzabeth—they've | fioor beside blm. Remembered hls|he should serve most who lsi hest
Mony men crowded to|the bedside Sh Jou're Blll Dule. Well, D— my | moved  away | from the  settlemsed, | horror, his smothered cries of aogulsh,! equipped for service. Tpiess hef dc
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