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CHAPTER 1.

The leaves of poplar and oak hung
&till ‘and limp; mo ghost of bresze
found itg way down there to stir them
1nto movement or whisper. Banks of
rhododendron, breaking into a foam of
bloom, gave the seeming of green and
white capped wavea arrested and go-
ldifled: by some sudden paralysis of
neture. | Sound itself: appeared dead,
save for hushed minors that:only ac-

. contuntéd the stiliness ofithe Cumber-
Jand fogest. :

Now,’as evening sent her warning
with gathering shadows that began to
furk ' the valleys, two mounted fig-
ures made no sound dither, save when
a hoot aplashed on alslinpery surface
or: sad@le-leather créaked under the
patlent’scrambling of their animals.

In ffont rode & battered !

=1

)
squalld and unlighted cabin of logs.
At sight of its desclatfon the girl's
heart sank. A Bquare hovel, window:
less and obviously of oge room, held
up. & wretched leanto that sagged
drunkenly agalnst its end. The open
door .was merely a patch of greater
darkness In the gray plcture; Behind
it loomed the mountain like a crouch-
ing Colossus. .

‘At Brst she thought it af abandoned
shack, but as they drew near the stile
a dark object lazily rose; resolving it
selt into a small boy of perbaps
eleven. He had been sitting hunched
up there at gaze with his hands
clasped around his thin knees. .

As he came to his fegt he revealed
a thin stature swallowed up In a hick-
ory shirt and an overample pair of
butternut trousers that had evidently
come down in bla heritage from

oer astride 8 rusty, brown mule.

The.second figure came some yards
behing; carefully following In the
other'd wake on a miule which limped.
This sacond male hore & woman, rid-
ing astride. She Waa a young woman,
and 1£:3ust now her slender. shouldera
algo- drooped a little, atill even In
their ‘droop they hinted- at a gallant
grace of carriage. ..

The . girl was véry :slender and,
A drab mieslon-
ary, ‘“Good Anse”:*Xalbatt, riding
aatride a lame mount and accoutered
with- saddlebags and blgnket-rol), her
clothes were not of mountain calico,
but of good fabrie, skillfully tallored,
and shie carried her head erect..

-Indubltably this was a “furriner;”
a woman from the other world of
“down below.” But Who was sho, and
why bad she come?’ As to that, word
had gone ahead of her and been duly
reported to the.oné man who knew
{hings hereahout; who made it & point
to know-things, and whose name stood
389 challenge to lomovation in the

mountgins. . : -

When .at morning she had started
out 'trom the shack.town at the end
of: the rails, “Bad Ange” Havey's in-
formers had-ridden not far bebind her,
Later they-bad pushed ‘abead and re-
layed their-messagé to their chief.

She had often heard the mame of

Bad: Anse Havey. The yellow press of |

the state, and even-of the nation, was
fond ot using It. Whendver to the law-
less came ® tresh
of feudal hatred and biéod was let, it
‘was_customary to say that the affalf
bore the earmarks of Bad Ansea {n-
citement. Certaln (it was'that in his
own territory this man was overlord
and dlctator. N

Like one of the untamable eagles
that circled the windy crests of his
mountains, he had ‘Watched with eyes
1nt could gaze umblinking into. the
sup all men who lcame and went
1hrough the highlands wherae bis aerle
perched, Those wbpm he hated, un-
less they, too, were df the eagla breed,
Herce ‘and resourceful and strong of
1alon, could mot refain there.
© 7ns slender young woman, astride
a ‘mnle, was coming as the avowed
\outrider of & néw order. She meant
15 make war on the whole fabric of
ARiteracy and squalid fgnorance ‘which

y intrenched-herer;Conspquently ber
Tarrival would interest Bad Anse He-

rvey. . I
i Onee, when they Had stopped by &
| wayside mill to let thelr mules pant at
ithe water trough, she had caught &
‘serap of conversation that was not

,'Tip emong the hickory-shirted lofter
«ets at the mill dopr.”" " Pt
“Reckon thet thar's the fotched-in
‘woman what aimsiter start a school
jover on the head ot Tribulation,"
“drawied. one. riat{yel. >T heard 1ell, of
* hex Vother day ™" A
* ' With & somewhat derigive lamgh pa-
ther had contributsd? -
“Mebby she bain't falked thet pro-

‘]ecx over with Bad Anpse yit. Hit
! ‘mought be & right good idea fer thet

.gal ter go on backidown
he bliongs at” E
i The girl-was thinking of all this
{ now-aa she tode’in the ‘wake of her
i gilent eBeort. o i T it
{""In a-momeat of:simoet cringing de-
+ Hoalx sho. wished indeed that.she werd
#“back thar down: below whar she
7 vlonged at" ° i

Then, almost fercely, drawing back
she, cast her
-about en. rkoplug scgne
and Taised her volce'{d anxious in-
quiry: “How myel:fazttier; do'we bave
i togor : 5.
R The man riding ahead did not turn

below, whar

<o man, Flotell {MsNisK's ‘cablti &
J 3 Jeetle thef tise of
- ¥

gtte ¢ ti mile frum, hyar.
TJow mebby ‘he inolght shelter s
N morniw’. oo

elder brethren, His stell face wore
& sharp, prematurely old expression
as he stood staring up at the new arrt-
vals and hitching at the single “gal-
lus” which supported the family
breoches. .

“Alry one o' ye folks got a chaw o
torbacey?” he demanded tersely, then
added In plaintive afternote: “I haln't
hed a chaw terday.”

“Sonny,” annosnced the colorless

with equal
“we want ter be took in. We'fo be-
nighted.”

“Ye mought ax Fletch,” was:tho
stolid reply, “only he hain’t hyar. Hes
airy one o' ye folks got a chaw o
terbaccy.” .

“I don't chaw, ner drink, ner smoke,”
answered the horseman quietly, in the
manner of ons who teaches by pre-
cept. “I'm a preacher of ther Gawspel.
Alr ye Fletch's boy?" .

“Huh-huh, Haln't thet woman got
no terbaccy nuther?”

Evidently, whatever other charac
teristics went Into this youth's pa-
ture, he was admirably gifted with te-
nacity and singlenéss of purpose.

Over Her 8tood the-Woman Who Had
Been Across ‘the  Btile.

Juapita Holland smiled a8 she shook
her head and replied: “I'm & woman,

and I don’t use tobacco.
“The hell ye don't!” The boy
paufed, then added scornfully. “My
mammy chawe and smokes, too—but
she don't straddle no hosa.”,
“iAfter that, administration of rebuke
he deigned once more to recognize
the missionary’s insistent queries,
though he did 5o with a laconic impa-|
tlence.. .. . i
,.“I tell ye Fletch hain’t hyar.” The
boy started disgustedly -away, but
paused In passing to jerk his. head
toward the house and added: “Ye
mought-ax thet woman et ye've a mind
ter.” i
.. The travelers raised their eyes and
saw.a second figure.standing with
hands on hips staring at them from
the distance. . It was;the slovenly fig-
ure of a woman, :clad n a colorless |
end shapeless skirt amd an equally
shapeless jacket, Which hung unbelted
about her thick walst. As she came
slowly forward the girl began {o:take
in other detalls, The woman: was
barefooted and walked with a sham-
bling gait which made Juanits.think
of bears, pacing their barred: incios-
nras fo a s00. “Her face was bard and
unamiling, and the wrinkles ahout ber
eyes were those of anxious and lean
years, but the ‘eyes thémselves’were
not” tnkind, . Her 1ips were :tight
clamped on the stem of a clay pipe.
. “‘Evenin’, ma’am.” began the moun-
taineer. “I'm:.Oood Anse Talbatt. - I
‘repkon mebby, ye've-heerd of.rae) This
Isdy ia Miss’ Holland. from down' be-
! .1 Towed Fletch mought let us
tarry hyar till sanup.” B ’ .
.- reckon he mought ef he war hyar
—thongh . we_dom't foller ts An

~rokd | “--but he atn't hyar.” g

/ “Where airha at?" bl
. “Don’t know, Dida't' ye seq. him
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foplied his wife morosely. “He's jest

strangers,” was the dublong. imply, 0

*Wall, now—* drawled
ary, -“1 hain't- skeercely 28 Jwell ‘aer
qualnted pyarabouts as further up
Tribulation. . What manner o' Jookin'
man air he?" . -7 H
“He don't look like nothin’ much

an ornery-lookin’ old man.”

“Whither did he sot out ter go when
he left hyar?” . E
The woman shook her head, then
a grim flash of latent wrath broke in
her eyes. : :
“IH jest let yo hev the fruth,
stranger. Some trifiln’ fellers /done
sa'ntered past hyar with a jug of
Mcker, an’ thet fool Fletch hes Jest
done follered ’em off. Thet's all thar.
1s to hit, an’ he hain't got no license
ter ack thetaway nuther. 1 reckon
by now he's alayln' drunk some
whars." e e

For a moment there was silence,

tinkle cf cowbells down the creek.
Beyond the crests lingered omly a
lemon aterglow as relict of the dead
day. The brown, colorless man astride
his mule sat stupldly looking down at
the brown, coloriess woman across the
stlle. The walting girl heard the
preacher inguiring wWhich way the
master of the house had gone and
surmising that “mebby he'd better set
out in search of-him:" the words
seemed to come from a great dis-
tance,” and her head swam ' giddily.
Then, overcome with disgust and
weariness, Juanita Holland saw the
afterglow turn slowly to pale gray
and then to black, shot through with
orange 8poOis, Then she grew sud-
denly indifferent to the situation,
swayed in her saddle, and -slipped
limply to the ground.

The yourg woman who had come to
conguer the mountains and carry 4
torch of enlightenment to thefr iliit-
eracy had fainted from discourage-
ment and wearlness at the end of the
first day's march.

The weariness which caused the
tainting spell must have lengthened
ita duration, for when Juanita's lashes
flickered upward sgain and her braln
came gropingly back to consclousness
she was no longer by the stile.

She was lying in the smothering
softness of a feather bed. On her pal-
ate and tongue lingered an unfamiliar,
sweotish taste, while through her
volns she felt the ccursing of a warm
glow,

Over her stood tha woman who bad
been across tho stile when she fainted,
her- attitude anxiously watchful. In
one hand she held a stone jug, and in
the other a gourd. dipper. So that

and as Juanita took in the clrcum-
stance she heard the high, nasal voice,
pitched none . the less in o tone of
kindly reassurance.

Yo'l be spry as a squitre! in 2 lectle
spell, hopey. Don't tre} yoreselt none,
Ye war jest plumb tuckered-out en’
ye swooned. I've been s tubbin’ your
bande an' a-pourin’ a little white
INeker down yore throat. Don't worrit
yoreselt nons, We'rs pare _folks. an*
we hain’t got much, but I reckon we
kin make out ter enjoy.ye somehow.”

The four wails. of the.cabin might
have been the racky confines. ot &
mountain; cavern, _formlessly did
they merge into_tlie impalpable and
sooty murk that hung between them,
obliterating all remoter outiine. Only
things jn &

ArTow circle grew vislble,
and at the ‘center of this lighted drea
was the sfender figure of a girl hold-
ing up & lard tsper, its radius of Hght
yellow and fllckering. .

As the mountain girl feit the eyes
of the strange and, to her, wonderful
woman from the great, .unknown
world on her, her own dark lashes
fell timidly and the hand that held
the!'taper trembled, while into her
cheeks crept a carmine self-conscious-
ness. Juanita, for her part, sensed in
her veins a new and subtler glow than
that which the moonshine whisky had
quickened. The mei and women of
the bills had made her heartsick with
thelr stolid and animalllke coarseness.
Now ehe saw a slender figure in which
the lines were yet transitory between
the stralghtness of the child and the
budding curves of womanhood.

It was to such children-of the hills
2s this that Juanita Holland was to
bring the new teachings. But even as
she amiled the chlld—for she seemod
to be only fifteen or sixteen-—surren-
dored to her dhyness and, thrusting
the taper into her mother's band,
shrank out of sight In some shad-
owed corner of the place.

_Then Juanita’s eyes occupled them-
selves with what fragmentary details
the faint-light tevealed.. The.barrel
of a rifie caught the ‘weak ‘Sare and
glittared, The uncarpeted -floor of
rude . puncheon’ slabs lay ' a thing of
gaping cracks, and overhead there was
& vague feeling of low rafters, from
which hung -strings of anelent’ and
shiriveled peppers and a few- crinkled

“handa” of “patural-leal.”:

" "Aa Juasita w;w_lgefi tha door dhe
caught & glimpse ot ight figure

h

down-the toad-8s. ye rid-longl’ -

[
l
[N

that yanished . xith -the same. quick

. P

the misslon:

through which drifted the distant}

accounted for the taste and the glow, |

T

molgelessness with which & beaver
nto Lthe water. o
teckon ye kip jest lay thar a

] Talx ou

tmin” to tell

mer L RS
“] met.up with a feller fn Job
Heath’s*blind. tiger fest outside Peril.
He'd drunk e lot of licker-an' ha-got
ter - talking ‘mighty loose-tangued an’
free,” L

. The girl slckened a little as she felt.
that her fears were being realized.

: What are

the mian whose words gained prompt
obédjenge--and - fimally - 5, the'. selt
declared advocate of peace. :

He ‘was standlng, as she entered, &
tittle back from . tlie "heatlh, with €he
detached ajr of ong wkio drops into the
background or comes to the fora witk
equal readiness. ~She “found that in”
appearenca as in vnl_whe’lio’rq arough -

and one hand went uj
to her breast and- stayed there. - The
young man with the shrill yolce talked
on :impetuously. ‘

“Ever. sence' tho -trial of. Cal Doug-
1as started good old Milt: McBriar.
hain't been sctin’ like hisself. Him
an' -Breck Havey's been. stoppin’ at
ther same hotel In Perdl, an’ yet Milt
hain't ‘peared ter be a bearin’ no
grudge wimtsoover. When ther jury

added the woman, “whilst I

‘alosié, the girl from Philadel-
phia ran over the events of the day—
events which seemed to-smother her
under a welght of squalor and: fore-
boding. - :

At length from the road came loud
shouts of drunken laughter, broken
by the evident remonstrances of &
companion who sought to enjoin quiet,
and [by these tokems the “furrin”
womgn . knew that' the lord of the
squalid manor was returaing, and that
he §as coming ‘under comvoy. She
shrank from & meeting with Fletch
McNash; but 1 she went out by the
only [door she knew she would have
to canfront him, so she lay still.

Flétch was deposited in one of the
plit-bottom chairs by the doorstep.

“I |jest went over thar ter borry a
hoe,! he proclalmed, “an’ I met up
with; some -fellers. and thar was all
manner of free.licker. They had white
lickdr an’ bottleddn-bond licker, an’
nong of hit didn't cost nothin'. Them
fellers Jest wouldn't hardly suffer mo
ter come awsy.” :

“An’ whilst ye war a-soakin' up thet
tharjtree Hcker them pertater sets wns
adryin’ up waitin’ ter be sot out,”
came the sfern witely reminder.

Bétween the Btrident volces came
every now and then the softly modu:
lated tones of the stranger whosd
words Juanita lost. Yet, somehow,
whenever she heard them she felt
soothed, and after each of thess ut-
terances the woman outside also
spoke In softer tones.

Whoever the stranger was, he car-
ried In his voice a reassuring quality.
s0 tbat without having scen him the
giriifelt that in his presence there was
an ‘e]emznt of stréngth and safeguard-
ing, .

At last from one of the beds she
heard a scufling sound, and a moment
later a childish form opened a door.at
the|back of the cabin and slipped out
intg tho darkness.

That Tevealed an avenue of escape.
Juanita had not known that these win-
dowless cabins are usually supplied
with two doors, and that the one into
Wh!c)\ the wind does not drivo the
weather stands open for light.on win-
tryi days. Now she, too, rose noise-
lessly and went out of the close and
musty room. It was quite dark out
thare and sho could feel, rather than
sed, the densely foliaged side of the
mountain that loomed upward at the

ack.

In her brooding she lost account of
time. At last she heard a voice sing
out from the stile:

{I'm Jim White, an’ Fm a-comin’

n.!

A thick welcome from Fletch Mc-
Nasgh followed, and then again sflence
settled.

After a while; 85 she sat there on
the rock; with her chin disconsolately
in| her hend and.hec elbowa on her
knees, Juanita became-.conscious of
footsteps and knew that someone was
coming toward her. Then she caught
thp calm voice which had already im-
pressed her—the volco of.the stranger
who had brought home the half-help-
less householder. -

“T reckon we're out of earshot now,
eckon we kin hev speech here; but
ed your volce an’ talk low."

iIn the face of such a preface the girl
rank back in fresh panic. She had
wish to overhear private conversa:

-

cBE,

ns. .

She huddled back against the rock
d tast an anxious glance about her
r & way to escape.; Behind lay the
ountain wall with its junglelike
owth, where her feet would sound
alarm of rustling branches and dis-
irbed deadwood. But the men'were
{rolling near her, and to try to reach
o house would: require crossing thelr

CoREBENHEE

'I‘h‘en the second shadow spoke, and

's volce carried. beside. the ngsal

shrillness go common to the hills the
o

14

“Thar's liable. ter be hell ternight"
The® girl thought that the quist
tranger laughed, though of that ke
could not be certatn.
“] reckon ye mean concernin’ Cal
Douglas?”
“Thet's hit; when I rid outen Peril
this atternoon ther jury hed done took
ther case, an’ everybody ‘lowed they'd
find & verdict afore sundown.” .
“f reckon"~the taller of the two.
men - answered slowly, and into- bis
softly modulatad .voice - crept some-
hing of fiinty finality—"I reckon { can
{all’.ye what that verdict’s goia’ to
ye. Cal will come clear.”
“Thet hain't:ther plot,”. urged the

ttedly, “Thet hain't why
‘va-Tid over hyar Iks:a bat outen
ell ter- cotch- up, With ye.. 1 was|
Almin’ ter fotch word over ter ther
dance, but es [ come by hyar I seen
ore .hoss hitchied. out thar -in ther
toad, so-1:}it an' come in. 1 reckon
yo .khows, thet cots an’ thet jury.
Thet's' yore business, but. thet haln’t
e : A

‘hats the’-batance - of “ft?

was med up MIlt dida't seck ter chal-
lenge fellers thet everybody knowed
was triends of Cal's. Milt dldn't even
seok ter ralse no hell when ther jedge
ruled favorsble ter Cal right along.
This feller what I talked ter ‘lowed
thet Afilt didn't keer et Cal came
clar.”

The listening man .once more an-
swered with a qulet laugh. -“Do ye
"low that that old rattlesnake, Milt Me-
Briar, aims to stand by an’ not try
ter bang or penitentiary kin of mine
for killln’ kin of his?” he inquired
almost softly. .

“Thet’s just hit.”  The answer cama
quickly and excitedly. “Thls -feller
owed thet Old Milt aimed ter show
ther world thet he couldut git no jes-
tice in a cote thet b'longed to Anse
Havey, an’ then he aimed ter ‘tend
ter his own jestice fer hisselt He
lows ter hev hit homemage.”

“How Is he goin' to ﬁ% it?  The
question was @ bit contemptuous,

“They figger thet when Cal comes
clar hell ride lickety-split, with a
bunch 6f Havey boys, over hyar ter
thig dance what's a-goin' forward at

7

He Was Standing, as She Entered, a
Little Back From the Hearth.

ther pint. Some of Milt's fellers aims
ter slip over thar, too, an' while Cal's
celebratin’ they aims ter git him ter-
night.”

“Do they?" The taller man’s voice
was velvety, “Well, go on. What
elge?” - .

“They aims ter tell the world thet
they let ther law take hit's co'se fust,
but thet Bad Anse Havey makes &
mockery of ther law.”

For a-moment there. was silence,
and the quiet volce commenced, iron-
jcallys “My-God, them fellers lay
a heap of deviltry up against Bad
Anse, don't they?”

‘After & moment of silence, through
which Juanita Holland was palnfully
conscious of the quick beat of her own
heart,.ghe heard agaln the unexcited
volce of the tall atranger. Now it was
tho capable tones of a general officer
giving commands. .

“Did ye give warnin’ in Peril?”

“No—I couldn't get to speak with
Cal. He was in cote-—and seein’ as
how they didn’t figger on raisio’ mo
hell twell they git over hyar—I didn't
turn backwards. 1 come stralght
through. I ‘lowed this was ther place
ter fix things up.” -

“You ride over to the dancin’ party.
Get the older fellers together. Keep
the boys quiet and. sober—cold sober.
Watch thet old fool, Bob McGreegor.
Don't spread these tidings till I get
there. It Csl comes over there, tell
him to keep outen sight. Nothin'
won't bresk loose before ‘midnight.
That's my orders. By God Almighty,
1 aim to have peace hereabouts just
now!” T .

" 7The.speaker's volce broke off and
the. two. men passed out of sight
afound the corner of the:house,

CHAPTER ii. |

The girl rose asud made her way
unsteadily to the back door and let
herself tn. Bhe threw herselt on the
bed and lay there, rapldly thinking. It
‘was obvicus that her absence had not
been commented upow ! A few min-
utes later she'heard -.ﬂi‘?{v"_nlea of Mra.
McNash singing 0it? *¥ou folka kin
alf come’ in sn’ eat,” And found Nor
gelf, outwardly calm; making ber way
aronnd to’ the: shad. additlon which
served Jointly; aa kitcheR and-dinieg-

room. - P

‘When sho enteréd.the placs Flelch
McNash was already ‘Seated, pnd
agged over hig plate with the stiytd
inertin of dullod senses. =~

Juanita found herself unaccount-
ably eager to sed the .tall stranger
whose voice had reassufed her; who

Ioringing-bhome-the heipl
) L

; then. 88

i
i
i
1

p { Bort of

| tirely serious.

had - appeared @rot:as the Samaritan | wet

P! about fim. In
the brighter light stood the messen-
ger, & gaunt youth, in whose wild,
sharp features lurked cunning, cruelty.
and bndurance. But the other man.
who 5togd ‘a head taller; fell lnto &
posa’ of ndolent .enss’ which might
wake Instantly into- power. ..

It was a face strongly.and ruggedly
chiseled, but so dominated by unfal-
tering gray eyes that one was apt'to
forget all else and carry away only &
memory of dark halr—and those eyes.

Then, as they sat at table and the
girl struggled - with ber discomfiture
over each unclean detall of the food,
she raised her eyes from time to time,
always to encounter upon her the
steady, appraising gaze of the dark
stranger. .

When they rose from the table the
stranger drew Fletch, now somewhat
sobered by his meal, aside, and the |
other men retired to the chairs in the
dooryard. Then the gir] trom the East
alipped away and took up her solitary
place on top of the etile, where she
sat thinking, S

At last she was consclous of a pres-
enca besides her own, as of someone
standing silently at her back,

Rather nervously she turned her
head, and there, with one foot on the
lower step of the stile, stood the
young stranger himself. Once more
their eyes met, and with g little start
she dropped her own. N

“I kinder-hate to bother ye, ma'am,”
sald the even voice, “but I can't hardly
get acrost that stile whilst ya're settin®
on it."

There was no note of ‘badinage or
levity in his tone, and his clear, drawn.
features inder the moonlight were en-

Juanita rose: “I beg your pardon,”
she sald bastily. as she went down the
stile on the far side.

“That's all right, ma'sm,” replied
the man easily, still with a serious
Qignity a8 he, too, crossed the road.

While he was untylng the knmot in~
his bridleretn the girl stood watch-
ing him. In the easy indolence of his
movements was- the rippling some-
thing that suggested the leopard’s
trictionless strength.

The very quality that gave this
young stranger his picturesqueness
and stamped him as vital and dynamic
In his manhood sprang from that wild
roughness which he shared with his
eagles and Dawn shared with ber
weedlike flowers. And yet it was
somehow as though this mau, whosa
volce was 80 calm, Whose movements
were s0 qulet, whose gaze was SO ub-
arrogant, was erying out.in' a clarion
challenge with every breath: “I am
a man!”

Suddenly she wondered if in bim
she might not find an ally. She feit
very lonely. To have counsel with
someone in these hills; lesa stupidly
phlegmatic than Good Anse Talbott
would bring comfort and reassurance
to her heart. She must cope with the *
powerful resourcefulness of Bad Anso
Havey, he of the untamed ferocity
and fmplacable cruelty and shrowd in-
tolligence, - If some native son could
share even a little of her viewpoint
she would find in him & tower of
strength. -

Perhaps he had ylelded to the un-
spoken sppeal of the deep, rangeful
eyes that were always gray, yet never
twice the same gray, and the sweetly
sensitive lips so tantallzingly charm-
ing, because they were fashioned for
smiles and were now drooping instead.

1 reckon,” he sald, “you find it right
different, don't you?”

She nodded. v

“But it's very beautiful,” sho added
a8 she swept her hand about in & ges-
ture of admiration. >

It was he who nodded at that, very
gravely, and almost reverently, though
at the mext moment his laugh was
ghott and almost ironical

“] reckon God never fashioned any-
thing better—nor worse,” he told her.
“Then you've breathed it an’ seen it
an’ lved it, no other place s fit to
dwell in, an’ yet sometimes I low that
God didn’t meen it to be the habita-
tion of men an’ women. It'scut out
for eagles an’ hawks an’ wild things.
1t belongs to the winds an’ storms an’
bear an’ deer. It puts fire Into velns
meant for blood, an’ the only crop 1t
raises much is hell.”

“You—you've been out in the other
world—down below?" she questioned.

“Yes; but T couldn't stay down there.
1 couldn’t. breathe, hardly. I slck-
ened—an' 1 camo back”

She turned to him impulsively,

“] don’t Xnow who you are,” she
began hurriedly, “but 1 know that you
‘brought this man home when he was
not in a condition to come alone. I
xnow.that you sent @ man ahesd of
yonwmnpemutheduu. £
Xnow you have a:heart, and it means
something—means & great deai—to
feel that someons in thess hills foels
about it as I feel”

She stopped suddenly, realixing that.
she was allowing too mush appeal to
cresp into her volce; twit st~ had
come to ght, Mot to sue fo Avor.

“[—1 thowsht maybé you  would
belp me,” Ahe finished, & littlo falter-
ingly. *wond you mind telling me,
your pame!” L .

He 'had unhitched bis horse and.
stood with the reins hanging from oo

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

. Keaping Cheese. .
To keep choese from molding ¥ &
season spread the cut surface.




