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. CHAPTER Vi,

_When, Just before sunset yestorday
afterncon, a verdict of acquittal for
. Cal Douglas had come from the jury

room, the town of Peril had once more

held its breath and doors had closed
,and the streets had cleared of such as
‘wished to remaii noncombatants. But
‘with no comment or criticism Milt
McBriar mounted his horse and rode
out of town, shaping his course over
| the Bills toward: his own house. Fol-

‘lowing his example with equal quiet,

his kinsmen mounted, too, and disap-

P

4.

eﬂfnr Cal Douglas, he Teserved any

.enthugiasm ‘his ¥indication may havo
brought to hls heart until he was back

;again in tho depths of the hilla. He

‘"and his kinsmen turned their horses

by & shorter and stecper- trail to the
housc! where the dance was going for-

ward ‘with shufling and fddling and
pasaing of the jug.

‘When Milt McBriar and his fellows
started home an informer:or two from
; the Havey ranks kept them in view,
* themselves unseen, untll they passed
tharough the gap and started down the
. other side of the ridge Iuto their own
domain. : .

‘That they were being so watched

was e{ther known to the McBriars or

upumed by them. But a picked squad
od fresh mounts was waiting over
there, in a place where' the road ran

_deep’ through the forest and laurel,
and thls squad was equipped with re:

 peating rifles. : Bilt MeBriar himsell

' did not go with them. He had made

all his arrangements in advance, and

it was not seemly that the chlet
should take a personal part in an exe-
cution whick he had decreed.

. “Let me hear the news, boys,” Old
Milti had sald with a8 wave of his

hand, and then he had ridden en stol-

1dly toward his own domaln.

. THe house where the-dance was be:
ing held stood between the knees of
two hills.

Near midnight a half-dozen, men

.who had not been invited rode care-

. tully over an’almost obliterated trafl

v

‘. slowly Three of

the
Hitched Thelr Way Forward.

which wound blindly through the
bills st .the back of the place and
hitched their horses in a rocksur-
- rounded hollow a half-mils from the
‘house. Other horses and mules were
. hitched alf along ths country road, but
» these belonged to the legitimate

suests.
-~ "As the half-dozen men, whose arrf-
* val bad been so cautlously accom-
plished, began elipping dowm, each
. Bolding his own course In the cover of
. the laurel, there was nothing to lndi-
- cate that sny warning had gone ahead
of them. ' |
. From the houses with their yellow
. windows and their open doors came
2o note. pt. apprehension—no intima-
. . tiom of susplelon, - A medley of volces,
‘. now and then g langh, a din of scrap-
ing feet, and {he whine and boom of
. fiddles gave out a.careless chorus to
: ¢ the night.
Blowly, with an adept craft that
;* hardly broke a twig underfoot, three
- of the new,arrivals hitched their way
forward tois polnt of vantage down
near the, road. .
* : Yhey went crouched low, holding to
“: the shajows with rifles thrust out

(Copyright by Cherles Neville Buck.}

shead and faces almost smillng
their grim foretaste of siure success.
In a few moments thoy would have
beforo them the doors and windows a3
lighted targets. Then whoever Baw
Cal Dougles would crook forefinger oh
trigger. and the error of the jury
would be rectified. The others would
follow with a volley at random for
good measure.

It was almost too easy. It seemed
& shame to snatch a full and red re-
venge with such ecant effort.

Then, as the foremost flgure, crouctt:
ing In easy range of & window, braced
himselt on ons knee and peered for-
ward under his upturned hat-brim,
théte came the roports of several
rifes—but they were not the rifies
of the McBriar squad, and they came
not from the hilis in frount, but from
the laurel at the back. ThRY broke
from dirgctly between the carefully
picked squad and {ts borses.

The man who had braced his knee
and cocked his rifle gave out a brief,
gurgling sound as an oath was stifled
oft in a hemorrhage of the throat, and
pitched forward on his face. After
that the figure lay without stirring, its
own blood reddening the rific whose
triggor-guard pressed against ita fore-
head.

The doors vomited men. There was
a trailing and ragged outburst of fire-
arms, and many dark figurcs plunged
here and there across the silvered
spaces where the shadows did not fall.

Of the six men who had crept down,
three had lain within one hundred
yards of tbe house when the shots
came from their rear. The other three
were off at the side, ready to bring
up the horses as close &g might prove
safe when the moment came for filght.
But they, too, found themselves cut
offt. Had the man who fired on the
one who was about to firo walted one
minute longer, there would bave been
more deaths than the singte one. His
colleague$ would then have been, liko
himselt, covering their respective vic-
tims—vlctims who confidently thought
themselves executioners. But as It
was, they had not quite yet worked
themselves Into positions untram-
meled by iotervening rock and timber.

The man who fired first knew thls,
for he had not heard the porfectly lm-
itated quaver of “seritch-owls” which
was to signify a common readiness.
But as he had eyed hls crouching vic-
tim across his rifiesights he had also
been able to look beyond him, and had
geen the figure of Cal Douglac pause
at the lighted window. He knew that
to walt a moment would be to walt 00
fong. So the others had to fire blindly
through the bleck undergrowth at
speeding shadows—and they misged.

The fleeing murder squad melted
back into tho black timber, and some
of them, sigualing with the call ot
frog and owl, came together in tem-
porary satets. They dared not go to
their own horses, since they might be
discovered in the effort. The road
that led into the McBriar country
would be watched. 1f they were to
carry away unpunctured skins they
must fiee the otber way—into the Ha*
vey territory and astride stolen Havey
horses. It was every man for himself,
and they hod not paused to count
noses. They hurriedly swung them-
solves into saddles at the remote end
of the line of hitched mounts and gal-
loped pell-mell down the road toward
the cabia of Fletch MeNash.

When the thett of the horses was
discovered Anso Havey sent pursuing
parties to ride the roads in both direc-
tlons.

It had scemed to Havey wiser to
withhold his warning from all save
those whom he needed to use. To all
the rést the affalr bad come without
notice, and the hue and cry which fol-
lowed the rifieshots was genuine in
{ts excitement.

But in & very few moments the
pandemonium fell away snd sullen-

ness supplanted the shouting. The

‘mountatns behind, whers several men

were stealthily secking escape and
many others were stalking them, lay
silent id the moonlight.

A bundred yards beyoud the win-
dow- a small and inquisittve knot of
men gathered around a figure that
had hunched forward, sprawllog on a
cocked rifie. Someone turned the fig-
ure up and stralghtened its limbs 80
that they should not stiffen in such
grotesque attitude. The face, with
the yellow lantern-ight shining down
on it, was the face of a boy of twenty.
Its thin liph were set In & grim smile
of satisfaction, for death had over-
taken him without a suspicion of its
coming. . -
Porhaps, had a photograph of his
retina been taken, it would have dia-

pausing at the open window.

“Hit's little Nash Watt!" exclaimed
a surprised volce, nsing the diminu-
tive which in the mountains takes the
place ot junlor and stays with a man
well on in life. The victim who had
been designated to avenge the death
of Nosh Watt had been Noah Watt's
younger brather.

le the pursuing
were gaining slowly on those that fled.
The murder squad had falled and

muat besr back w.‘mu McBriar, it

{1 they over ‘got back, = marrative of]

trustrated cffort. They were bitterly
angry and proportionately desperate.
So, #s they clattered slong the empty
road, meeting no enemy whom they
coutd shoot down in appeagement of
their wrath, they satisfled themselves
with ralsing thelr wer cry for tho ben-
efit of the sleeping cabins.

A little distance beyond Fletch Mc-
Nash's place lay & crosstrall by which
they might find a circuitous way back
over tho ridge, but it was too steep
and broken to ride. They could make
better time on fpot over the “roughs.”
50 thero they abandoned their mounts
and plunged Into the timber. When
the pursuers came up with the dis-
carded horses they realized that fur-
ther cffort in the nighttime would be
bootiess,  Yat. elnce the heaving
flanks and panting nostrils of the
horses testified that they had been
only a few minutes late, they took a
last thance and plunged into the
thicket.

There a single deliant shot, sent
from a long way up the hillside, was
thelr only challenge, und thelr volley
ot reply, fired at the Gash, was merely
a retort of hatred. But even In the iso-
lation of the hiils certain news travels
on wings, and the morning. would find
eyery cabin .dweller wearing a face
of grim and sullen realization, The
phrase which Fletch McNash had whis-
pered to his boy would travel to the
headwaters of every fork, and the
tacos of the women would once more
wegr the drawn misery of anxiety for
thefr men.

CHAPTER ViL

It was Into tbis newly charged at-
mosphere that Juanita Holland and
ner missionary guide rode in the morn-
ing mists.

Good Anse Talbott was in many
ways an lnadequate ally. He was both
parrow and iiliterate, but he was ear-

nest.

At Iast the girl rode resolutely up to
her escort's saddie-skirts and asked:
Brother Talbott, hadn’t you better tell
me what it all means?”

The misslonary lfted a face that
was almost haggard. '

“Hit means,” he sald, with no idea
of irrevercnce, “thet Satan's got both
underholts—an' God help this coua-
ry.”

Then he sketched for ber the his-
tory of the foud and deduced conclu-
sions from what they had both seen
and heard.

She lstened with a sickening heart
until he changed the subject and told
her that the Widow Everdon, with
whom sho was to stop, had a sizable
house where she would be comfortablo.

At last thé girl saw, still a long way
off, a fertile little valley, where the
corn seemed taller and richer than on

matchbox, on a high level near which
the wall of mountain broke inte a
broad gateway, she could make out o
house. It was not of logs, but of brick,
and stood in an’ inclosure that looked
more like the Blue Grass than the
mountains.

“Does ye see yon brick house nigh
ther gap? Thet's Bad Anse's place, an’
over thar acrost ‘ther ridge, threo
mile away by crow-flight an' a half-
day’s ride by ther foads, is whar Milt
McBriar dwells. Ye kain't see hit
from hyar.”

It was aimost sundown when they

closed the portralt of Cal’ Douglas

reached the house of the Widow Ever-
son, and at sight of the woman stand-
ing at the fence to meet them Juani-
ta's beart took strength. This houss
wos®not of logs, but of undressed
boards, with gayly painted window and
door frames of red, and although two
days ago she would have called it
mean, she had revised her views
cnough to regard it now as almost
magnificent.

The widow dwelt here with her two
sons, and the trio, by virtue of great

ha Intaf

the scattered coves. There, like a tingg

hears thet ther Haveys are achargin'
hit up ergin me. Thet's nat'ral enough.
I reckon. They 'lows thet I'd walk
plumb sacrost hell on a rotten plank
ter do ’emn injury. - Et they stopped ter
reason hit out a spell they'd recollect
thet 1 went over thar ter Peril an’ let
a fedge thet didn't own his own soul
an’ a jury they hed done packed, clar
one of their kinfolks fer killln' a
cousin o' mine—an’ thet 1 never raised
& hand. 1 reckon they didn't hardly
hev no call ter. figger thet 1 was
skeered of them.. I done what I done
because 1 wanted peace. 1 was fer
Jettin’ ther law take hits co'se, even
when I knowed the cote war crooked
es o drunkard’s clbow.”

He paused, and no one spoke, 50 at.

last he went on again.

“But Httle Nash Watt war young an’
hot-hearted. He could hardly see hit
in ther light of wisdom, and he didn’t
come ter me fer counsel. So he jest
went hell-splittin’ over thar with some
other boys that he overpersuaded—an'
he didn't come back. I'm sorry. Iwas
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) sLowed I'd Ask Yo Ef Ye'd Fotch
the Body Home.”

right fond of Little Nash, but 1 hain't
complainin’ none. He started trouble
an' be got hit."

Again the dark giant paused; then,
he came to his point. His voice was
regrettul, almost sad, but tinged with
resignation.

“So Little Nash is a-layin’ dead down
thar, an' no McBriar durstn’t venture
down ter fotch his body home.”

He waved 8 hand toward the west,
and the faces of his escort lowered.
They seemed the faces of men who
“durat” go anywhere, but their chief

went on.

“1 knowed, Brother Talbott, thet ye
sarves Almlghty God, an’ thet thar
hain't no word ye carrfes but what all
men will listen ter ye, so I've dome
come ter ye in behalt of Little Nash's
maw, au’ his wimmenfolks. 1 ‘lowed
I'd ask ye of ye'd ride down thar and
totch home ther body”"

The misslopary nodded, ang though
he was travel-stained and very tired,
he said: “I'll-start right now. 3

Then Milt, McBriar continued: "An’
ef ye secs fit, ye kin tell Anse Havey
thet I hain't A suin’ fer peace, but thet
1 hain't a-blamin’ him nuthe, an’ thet
of he wants ther truse ter go on I'm
s-wiliin’ ter hev hit thetaway. I haln’t
holdin' no grudge on actount of last
night.”

Juanita's eyes grew a little misty as
she thought of that desolated cabin
where a mother and pisters were griev-
ing for the boy who had been “hot-
hearted.” Even the sight of his older
kinsman, who sat his horse with such

n

ing a meutrality throughout the strite.
The comforts of the place were such
‘'ag must serve to give contentment
where teaming is arduous and the
matl garrier comes twice a week, but
cleaniiness dwelt there and homely
cheer of & sort. .

Before they had yet. entered the
house the girl saw 8 horseman ap-
proaching with an escort of several
men who carried rifles balanced across
their pommels, They came from the
east, and though Juanita did not know
who they were, she recognized the cen-
tral rider, himsell unarmed, to be &
person of consequence.

He was tall, and under his faded
cost his rather lean figure tell {nto an
attitude of well-musacled strength de-
spite his fullness of years.

“"Evenin’, ma’am,” sald the new-
comer. ¥No, I hain't a-goin' ter light.
1 jest heered thet Brother Talbott was
a-comin’ over hyar, an’ I wanted speech
with bim.”

The missionary nodded.

“All right, Milt,” be said, and the
glrl knew, as she had already suspect-
ed, that here was a second of her chiet
enemies.

“l reckon ye al! knows what hap-
pened last night,” she heafd him say-

{og slowly.

“Hit war a plty, an' I

while his eyes wandered off
to the purple haze of the far moun-
talns, stirred in her en emotion of
sympathy. .
Of course she knew nothing of the
ten acres of “bottom land” which were
to be Littla Nash's when Cal Douglas
ghould have ceased to breathe, mnor
how it was covetousness and cold
thrift that sent him owt with his rifle
in.the night. She only heard the Mc-

Briar say, “I'm much obleeged;” and
saw him turn his cavalcade east.
The tired missionary started his

mule west agajn, and she herselt fol-
lowed the Wjdow Everson into.the
cabin which was for the time to be her
home. When the widow lett her she
rummaged in ber saddlebags and drew
out a small leather case. She sat for
s long while sllent in her shuck-bot~
tomed rocking chalr, gazing wearlly
out st the west, Where sunset fires
were beginning to kindle, and where
an old-rose haze was drowslng over
the vailey and glowing more brightly
in the twisting ribbon of a far-away
stream. But her eyes came often back
from the panorama out there to dwell
a little wistfully on a photograph in
the leather frame.

It was the picture of the' man she
bad sent away. Had he himsell Gieen
there just then, with her coursge at

<

ebbtide, and bad he astretched out hla
arms, she would have sheken her head
wearlly on abstract resolves and come
{nto thelr embrace. But'he was not
there. :

In tho quaint conversation of the
Widow Everson and her sons Juanita
found 60 nfuch of the amusing that she
had to achool hersel? agafust too great
an appreciation of their utterly unin-
tentlonal humor, . Though she was &
“fotched-on . woplin” to- be taken on
probation, it was only a matter of]
hours before the family capltulated, as’
people in general had a fashion of do-
ing under the spell of her graclousness
and charm. Jerry Everson, whom men
accounted surly, for the first time o
years brushed his shapeless hat and
remembered not to “bang it on the
floor,” and Sim Everson hied him into
the misty woods at dawn and brought
home squirrels for her first breakfast
in his house.

In the forenoon of her: first day she
left the house and, crossing the tiny
garden where the weeds were already
growing tall end rank enough to hint
of future ragged victory, she made her
way by a narrow trail that led to the
crest of the ridge. &

Juanita was steering her course fof
a patriarchal poplar that sest &
straight shaft heavenwdrd at the rim
of the crest, opening its verdure like a
great flag, unfurled on 2 mighty para-
pet. She knew that up there she
could look two ways across the divide,
and that her battleground would be
spread before her.

She looked to tho east, and line after
line of bills melted into the Bky. She
looked to the west, and there, too, they
rose, phalanx on phalanx, to dissoive
in a smoky haze that effaced the hor-
zon. It seemed as if in a majesty of
relentlessness they-reached from sum-
rise to sunset, and so, as far as the
fockedIn life of their people went
they might.

She stood there a long while, and
finally sha saw, where for a space the
road ran near the brick bouse, un-
shielded by the woods, a straggling
little *cortege. At its front rode &
stoop-shouldered man in whom, even
at that far distance, she thought she
recognized the missionars. Behlnd
him came a few horsemen riding In
two squads, and between the squads
crawled a “jolt-wagon” drawn by
mules. She knew that the Haveys
were bringing back to the frontier the
enemy's gead, and she shuddered at
the cold reality. . .

It may have been three hours later
that Good Amse Talbott rode up to
the Widow Everson's. When the girl,
who_had returned long ago from the
crest, came out to meet him at the
door she found him talking there with
Milt MeBriar, who bad also ridden up,
but from the othér directlon.

“Anse Havey 'lows,” the preacher
was saying, “that he hes done fotched
home ther body of little Nash Watt,
an' thet ther boy was shot ter death
@ layin’ in ther la’rel & hundred paces
from the winder whar Cal Douglas was
a standin’!” .

“I've dome already acknowledged
thet," declared Milt In 2 voice into
which crept a trace of truculent sul:
lenness. .

The misslonary nodded. "I hain't
quite through yit, Milt” he went on
evenly, and the girl who stood lean-
ing agalost the doorframe, caught for
an instant a sparkle of zealot earnest-
ness in bis weary eyes. f

«apse {5 willin® ter take- yore hand
on this truce. He's willin’ ter stand
pledge’ thet ther Haveys keeps falth.
But I'm a preacher of the Gawepel of
God, Miit, and I don't low ter be no
go-between without both of you men
does keep faith.”

Milt McBriar stiffened resentfully,
and his dark brows drew together un-
der his hat brim.

“Does ye doubt thet Il do what [
says?”" he inquired in a volee tco soft
for sincerity.

The missionary did not drop his
steady and compelling eyes from the
gaze direct. It was 88 if he were read-
ing through the puplls of the other and
searching the dark heart. .

] alms ter see thet yo both slarts
out fair, Milt,” he sald, still quietly.
“An’ ter thet end I aims ter admonish
ye both on ther terms of this meetin’
atween ye.”

For an instant Milt McBrlar's sem-
blance of calm- reflectiveness slipped
trom him znd his voice rose rasplogly.
“pld Anse Havey learn. ye thet
speech?”

Good Anse Talbott shook his head
. 1 told Anse ther same thing
Tm atellin’ you. Neither Anse ner
ther four men that fetches ther body
will hev any sort of weepon about
sem when they comes acrost thet stile.
Ye'vo got ter give me yore hand thet
none of yore men haln't & goln’ ter be
armed. I'm & servant of ther Most
High God.” For an fnstant fire blazed
in the preacher’s eyes. and his voice
mounted with fervor. “Fer years I've
done sought ter teach his grgce an’ bis
hatred of murder ter ther people of
these hyar hills. When you two men
shakes hands on this truce I alme ter
be standin’ by with a rifiegun in my
hands, an’ ef I sees anything erooked
T'm goin’ ter use hit.”

The dark glant stood for a time
silent, then he gravely nodded his
head. “Them terms suits me” he
said briefly.

The two men wWalked down to the
fence and separated there, going In
opposite directions.

A few minutes later Juanita, atiil
stapding fascinatedly in the doorwey,
was looking out acrose the shoulder ot
the missionary. He presided at the
threshold with grave eyes, and, even
after these peaceftl yeas, there was
something of fafillar caress in the
way his brown Band lay on his rifle-
lock.  ‘Then the girl .saw a sirange

and primitive TatiScation of treaty.

On elther elde of the little porsh
stood & group of solemn men, mq
bearded, mostly coatless, and all oo
armed. In front of those, at the right
stood Anse Havey, his eyes still the
dominaut feature of the plcture.

Over across from him was the tallor
and older chleftaln of the other ofan.
They stood thers gravely, with s
courtesy that cloaked their hatred.
Out in the road was the “jolt-wagon,”
and in its deep. bed the girl could see
the canvas that covered ita burden.

As Bad Anee took his place at the
front of his escort his gaze met that
of Juanitz. He dtd not speak, but for
an instant she saw his face harden,
his eyes narrow, and his lips st
themselves. It was the glance of one
who-has been lashed across the face
and who cannot strike ‘back, but who
will not soon forget.

This time the girl's eyes did pot
drop, and certainly they beld no hint
of relenting or plea for forgiveness.

But at thet moment the head of the
Haveys turned from her and began
epeaking.

“ got your message, Milt,” be said
casually, “an’ 1 reckon you got'my

answer, I've brought back Little
Nash."
“I'm dbleeged ter ys." The McBriaf

paused, then volunteered: "Ef ther
boy had took counsel of me, this thicg
wouldn’t never hev happened.”

Bad Anse Havey stood looking ‘at
the other, then he nodded. -

“Milt,” be carelessly announced at
the end of- lis scrutiny., while the
ghost of an ironical smile glinted in
his eyes, though it left his lips grave,
“I've got several hosses an’ mules
down thar in my barn that we found
hitched out 1o ther timber when Nash
an' his friends took to the la'rel.”
Again he paused and studled the
faces of the McBriar men before he
went on, “One of 'em {s your OWR
roan mare, Mlt. One of ‘em blongs
ter Sam ther, and one is Bob's thar.”
He pointed out each map as he spoke.
“Ye can get 'em any time ye send
down for 'em.” N

The girl caught ber breath and, de-
spite her dislike, acknowledged the
cool insolence with which Anse Bad
answered Milt's plea of lnnocence.
Milt replied only with 2 scowl, 50 Anse
contemplatively continued, as though
to himselt: *

“Hit’s right emart pity for 8 feller
to go out shootin’ in the night-time
an’ to take a kineman's horse—with-
ont takin’ his counsel. It might lead
to some misunderstandin””

A baletul glare flashed deep in the
eyes of the taller man, and from the
henchmen at his back came an uneasy
shufile of brogans.

But the volce of Good Anse Talbott
rolieved the temsion.

“Stiddy, thar, men,” he quietly ceu
tioned. “Ye didn't hardly meet ter
talk 'bout hosses. I'll lead them nags
back myselt, Milt."

Then Anse Havey stepped forward
and held out His hand,

“] gives ye my hand, Milt McBriar,”
e sald, “that ther truce goes on.”

“An’ 1 glves ye mive,” rejoined the
other.

After a perfunctory shake the two
turned together and went down the

. &

steps. The girl saw both squads lift-
ing the covered burden from the Wag-
on and carrylng it around the road,
where the other wagon walted. She
pelleved that the feud was ended, but
it is doubtful if elther of the princl-
pals whose hands had jolned parted
with great trust in the Integrity of
the otiser's intentiops. It is certaln
that one of them at least was already
making plans for the future, not at alt
in sccordance with that compact of
peace.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Haylng for Deer.

Winters whon the S10W is deep for
1ong stretches of time deer congregate:
{n yards in the Adirondacks and many
of the weaker oneg die of starvation.
Their skeletons may be found fa varl:
ous parts of the great wilderness
when the snOWS are gone. This year
game protectors have been cutting tond
of marsh bay on the beaver meadows
in the remote sections of the Adlron-
dacks and stsciing it in sheltered
places to be fed to the deer nest win
ter when the smow is 80 deep that
other food 16 not obtainable. ‘The con-
servation commission belleves that it !
will save the lives ot hundreds.of
deer that otherwise would perish. TBe

i been ann::d in D:-xll; =
nd 1iberally sal » Deer
::tm:t. hay unless it ts %0 -




