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CHAPTER |,
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The leaves of poplar and oak hung
still and Itmp; no ghost of breeze
found Its way down there to stir them

to movement or whisper. Banks of
rhododendron, breaking Into a foam of
bloom, gave the seeming of groen and
white capped waves arrested and so
Hdifiled by some sudden paralysls of
nature. Bound fitaelf appeared dead,
save for hushed minors that only ne-
contuated the stillness of the Cumber-
land foreat.

Now, as evening sent her warning
with gathering shadows that began to
lurk In the valleys, two mounted fig-
ures made no sound either, save when
& hoof splashed on a slippery surface
or saddle-leather creaked under the
patient scrambling of thelr animals.

In front rode a battered mountaln-

eer astride a rusty, brown mule, .

The second figure camo some yards
behind, carefully following in the
other’s wake on a mule which limped.
This second mule bore a woman, rid-
ing astride. She was a young woman,
and If just now her slender shoulders
also drooped a [ittle, still even In
their droop they hinted at & gnllant
grace of carringe.

The girl was very slender and,
though convoyed by the drab mission-
ary, "Good Anse” Talbott, riding
astride a lame mount and accoutered
with saddlebags and blanket-roll, her
clothes were not of mountain callco,
but of good fabric, skillfully tallored,
and she carried her head erect,

Indubitably this was a “furriner;”
# woman from the other world of
“down below.” But who was she, and
why had she come? As to that, word
had gone ahead of her and been duly
reported to the one man who knew
things hereabout; who made It a point
to know things, and whose name stood
a8 a challenge to Innovation In the
mountains,

When at morning she had started
out from the shack town at the end
of the rails, “Bad Ansc” Havey's In-
formers had ridden not far behind her.
Later they had pushed ahead and re-
Inyed thelr message to thelr chief.

Bhe had often heard the name of
Bad Anse Havey. The yellow press of
the state, and even of the nation, was
fond of using it. Whenever to the law-
lesa mountains came a fresh upblazing
of feudal hatred and blood was let, it
wWas customary to say that the affalr
bore the earmarks of Bad Anse's in-
citement. Certain It was that In his
own territory this man was overlord
and dictator,

Like one of the untamable eagles
that circled the windy crests of his
mountains, he had watched with oyes
that could gaze unblinking Into the
sun all men who came and went
through the highlands where his aerie
perched, Those whom he hated, un-
leas they, too, were of the eagle breed,
florce and resourceful and strong of
talon, could not remain there,

This slender young woman, astride
& mule, was coming as the avowed
outrider of a new order. She meant
to make war on the whole fabric of
Ifteracy and squalld ignorance which
lay intrenched hero. Consequently her
arrival wolld interest Bad Anse Ha-
'.’l

Onee, when they had stopped by a
wayslde mill to let their mules pant at
the water trough, she had caught a
scrap of conversation that was not
meant for her ears; a scrap laughingly
tossed from bearded lip to bearded
Hp among the hickory-shirted loiter-
era at the m{)l door,

“Reckon thet thar's the fotched-in

With a somewhat derisive laugh an.
other had contributed:

“Mebby she hain't talked thet pro-
with Bad Anse yit. Hit
& right good idee fer thet
:1. ter go on back down below, whar

blongs at.”
The girl was thinking of all this
now as she rode In the waké of her
silent emcort.

In & moment of almost cringing de-
spalr she wished Indesd that she were
down helow whar she

flercely, drawing back
shoulders, sle cast her
E #cene
volée in anxious in.
quiry: “How much farther do we have

to lg.‘l"

‘man riding shead 414 not turn
face, but flung his answer apa.
thetieally backward over his ghoulder:
@ got to keep right on till we comes

& dwellln“house. I'm aimin' fer
Fletch MoNash's cabin a
ther rise of a mile frum hyar,
mebby ho mought sholter us
mornin’.”
doesn't 7"

“ doesn’t, we've got ter ride
on & spell further.”
girl closed her eyos for a mo-
and pressed her lip between her

At last & sudden turn in the road
brought to view a wretched pateh of
bare clay, circled by a dilapidated pal-
Ing fence, within which gloomed n

:
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rqualld and unlightéd cabin of logs.
At might of its desolation the girl's
heart pank. A square hovel, window-
loss and obviously of one room, held
up a wreltched leandto that ragged
drunkenly agalnst its end. The open
door wis merely a patch of greater

darkness in the gray ploture, Behind
it loomed the mountain like a erouch-
ing Cologgus

At first she thought it an abundoned

shack, but as they drew near the stile
a dark object lazily rose, resolving it

solf iInto a small boy of perhaps
eleven, He had been sitting hunched
up there at gage with his hands

clasped-around his thin knoes,

As he eame to hia feet he revealed
# thin stnture swallowed up In a hick-
ory shirt and an overnmple pair of
butternut trousers that had evidently
come down in honorable heritage from
elder brethren, His small face wore
a sharp, prematurely old expression
a8 he stood staring up at the new arrl-

vals and hitehing at the single “gal-
lus” which supported the family
breechas.

“"Alry one o' yo folks got & chaw o'
terbpecy ' he demanded tersely, then
ndded in plaintive afternota: “I hain't
had n chaw terday.”

“"Sonny,"” nnnounced the colorless
mountainear with equal succlnotness,

“wa want ter be took In. We're be
nighted.”
“Yo mought ax Fletch,” was the

stolld reply, “only he hain't hyas. Hes
airy one o' ye folks got a chaw o'
terbnecy.”

“l don't chaw, ner drink, ner smoke,”
answered the horseman quiotly, In the
muanner of one who teaches by pro-
cept. “I'm a preacher of ther Gawspal.
Alr ve Fleteh's boy?"

“"Hulh-huh, Hain't thet woman got
no terbsccy nuther?”

Hvidently, whntever other charae-
teristics weont Into this youth's na-
ture, he was admirably gifted with te-
nacity and singleness of purpose.
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Over Her Stood the Woman Who Had
Been Across the Stile,

Juanita Holland smiled as she shook
her head and replied: “I'm woman,
and I don't use tobacco.”

"The hell ye don't!” The boy
paused, then added scornfully, “My
mammy chaws and smokes, too—but
she don't straddle no hoss.”

After that administration of rebuke
he delgned once more to recognize
the missionary’'s insistent fquerios,
though he did so with u laconic impa-
tience.

“I tell ye Floteh hain't hyar.” The
boy started disgustedly away, but
paused In poassing to jerk his hoead
toward the house and added: "Ye
mought ax thet woman of ye've a mind
ter."

The travelers raised thelr eyes and
saw a second fgure standing with
hands on hips staving at them from
the distance. It was the slovenly fig-
uré of a woman, olad In & colorless
and shapeless skirt and an equally
shapoless jacket, which hung unbelted
about her thick walst. As she came
alowly forward the girl bogan to take
in other detalls. The woman was
barefooted and walked with a sham.
bling galt which made Juanita think
of bears pacing their barred inclos-
ures in a zoo, Her face was hard and
unsmiling, and the wrinkles about her
oyes wore those of anxious and lean
years, but the eyes themselves were
not unkind. Her lps wera tight
clamped on the stem of a ¢lay plpe,

“'Evenin’, ma'am.” began the moun-
taineer. “I'm Good Anse Talbott, 1
reckon mebby ye've heerd of me. This
lady s Mlss Holland from down be-
low., 1 'lowed Flotch mought lot us
tarry hyar till sunup.*

"I reckon he mought of he war hyar
~though we don't foller taking In
strangers,” was the dublous reply,
“~but he ain't hyar”

“Where air ho at1”

“Don’t know. Didn't ye see him
down the road as yo rid along

“Wall, now—"" drawled the mission-
ary, “l hailn't skeercely as wall ac
quainted hyaranbouts as forther up
Tribulation. What manner o' lookin’
man air he?"

"He don't look like nothin® much,”
replled his wife morosely, ““He's jest
an ornery-lookin’ old man."

"Whither did he sot out ter go when
he left hyar?"

The woman shook her head, then
a grim Aash of latent wrath broke in
her eayos.

“I'l Jest Jet ye hev the truth,
stranger, BSome trifiin’ fellers done
sa'ntered past hyar with a jug of
llcker, an' thet fool Fletech hes jost
done follered 'em off. Thet's all thar
is to hit, an’ he hain't got no license
ter ack thetawany nuther, 1 reckon
by now he's walayin' drunk some-
whars."

For n moment there was silence,
through which drifted the distant
tinkle of cowbells down the creek,
Boyond the orests lingered only &
lemon afterglow as relict of the dead
day. The brown, colorless man astride
his mule sat stupldly looking down at
the brown, colorless woman across the
stile. The walting girl heard the
preacher inquiring which 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 egpots. Then she grew sud-
:If-nly indifferent to the situation,
swayed In her saddle, and slipped
Hmply to the ground.

The young woman who had come to
conquer the mountains and carry a
torch of enlightenment to thelr fllit-
erncy had fainted from discourage-
ment and weariness at the end of the
first day’s march.

The wearlness which caused the
falnting spell musat have lengthened
its duration, for when Juanita's lashes
flickered upward agaln and her brain
came gropingly back to consclousness
she was no longer by the stile.

Bhe was lying In the smothering
softness of a feather bed. On her pal-
ate and tongue lingered an unfamillar,
sweellsh taste, while through her
velns she felt the coursing of a warm
glow,

Over her stood the woman who kad
boen across the stile when she falnted,
her attitude anxiously watehful. [n
one hand she held a stone jug, and in
the other a gourd dipper. BSo that
accounted for the taste and the glow,
and as Juanita took in the circum-
stance she heard the high, nasal volce,
pitched none the less In a tone of
kindly reassurance,

“Ye'll be spry as a squirrel in a leetle
spell, honey. Don't fret yoresalf none.
Yo war jest plumb tuckered out an'
» awooned. I've been a rubbin' your
hands an’ a-pourin’ a little white
licker down yore throat, Don't worrit
yoreself none. We're pore folks an'
we hain't got much, but I reckon we
kin make out ter enjoy ye somehow.”
The four walls of the cabin might
have been the rocky confilnes of a
mountain cavern, so formlessly did
they merge into the impalpable and
sooty murk that hung between them,
obliterating all remoter outline. Qnly
things in a narrow clrele graw visible,
and at the center of this lighted area
was the slender figure of a girl hold-
ing up a lard taper, its radius of light
yellow and fickering,

As the mountain girl felt 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 crapt o carmine self-consclous-
ness, Juaniia, for her part, sensed in
her velns a new and subtler glow than
that which the moonshine whisky had
quickened. The men and women of
the hills had made her heartslok with
thelir stolld and anlmallike coarsenass.
Now she saw a slender figure in which
the lines were yel transitory betwoeen
the straightness of the child and the
budding curves of womanhood. .

It was to such children of the hills
ns this that Juanita Holland was to
bring the new teachings. But aven as
she smiled the child—for she seemed
to be only fifteen or sixteen—surren-
dered to her shyness and, thrusting
the taper Into her mother's hand,
shrank out of sight In some shad
owed corner of the place.

Then Juanita's eyes occupied them-
solves with what fragmentary detalls
the faint light revealed. The barrel
of a rifle caught the weak flare and
glittered. The unearpeted floor of
rude puncheon slabs lay a thing of
gaping cracks, and overhead there was
a vague feeling of*low rafters, from
which hung strings of ancient and
ghrivaled peppers and a few crinkled
“hands"™ of “natural leaf.™

“Dawn,” commanded the woman,
“take yore foot in your hand an' light
out ter ther barn an' see ef ye kin
find some algs.”

As Juanita watched the door she
oaught o glimpse of a slight figure
that vanished with the same qulck
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noiselessness with which a beaver
slipa into the water

"I reckon ye kin jest lay thar a
spell,” added the woman, “whilst I
EOes out an' sees what vietuals I kin
skoer up”

Left alone, 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 a
companion who sought to enjoin quiet,
and by these tokens the “furrin”
woman knew that the lord of the
squalld manor was returning, and that
he was coming under convoy., She
shrank from & meeting with Fletch
MeNash; but if she went out by the
only door she knew she”would have
to confront him, so she lay still.

Fletech was deposited in one of the
split-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
licker an' bottled-in-bond licker, an'
unone of hit didn’t cost nothin’. Them
fellors jest wouldn't hardly suffer me
ter come away."

"An' whilst ye war a-soakin' up thet
thar free licker thom pertater sets was
adryin’ up waitin' ter be sot out,”
came the stern wifely reminder.

Between the strident voices came
every now and then the softly modu-
Inted tones of the stranger whose
words Juanita lost. Yet, somshow,
whenever she heard them she felt
soothed, and after each of these ut-
terances the woman outside also
spoke in softer tones,

Whoever the stranger was, he car-
ried in his volce a reassuring quality,
g0 that without having seen him the

girl felt that in his presence there was |

an element of strength and safeguard-
ing.

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

That revealed an avenue of escape.
Juanita had not known that these win-
dowless cabins are usually supplied
with two doors, and that the one Into
which the wind does not drive the
weather stands open for light on win-
try days. Now she, too, rose nolse-
lessly and went out of the close and
musty room. It was guite dark out
there and she could feel, rather than
see, the densely folinged side of the
mountain that loomed upward at the
back.

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

“I'm Jim White, an'
in."”

A thick welcome from Fletch Me-
Nash followed, and then again gllence
sottled.

After a while, as she sat there on
the rock, with her chin disconsolately
in her hand and her elbows on her
knees, Juanita became conscious of
footsteps and knew that someone was
coming toward her, Then she caught
the calm volce which had already im-
pressed her—the volee of the stranger
who had brought home the half-help-
less houscholder,

“I reckon we're out of earshot now,
I reckon we kin hev speech here; but
heed your volee an' talk low."

In the face of such a preface the girl
shrank back in fresh panie. She had
no wish to overhear private conversa-
tiona,

She huddled back agalnst the rock
and cast an anxious glance ahout her
for u way to escape. Behind lay the
mountain wall with its Junglelike
growth, where her feet would sound
an alarm of rustling branches and dis-
turbed deadwood. But the men were
strolling near her, and to try to reach
the house would require crossing their
path.

Then the second shadow spoke, and
its volce carried beside the mnasal
shrillness so common to the hijls the
tenseness of suppressed excitement.

“Thar's liable tef be hell ternight.”

The girl fhought that the quiet
stranger laughed, though of that she
oould not be certain,

"l reckon ye mean concernin’ Cal
Douglas
* “Thet's hit; when I rid outen Peril
this atternoon ther jury hed done took
ther case, an’ averybody ‘lowed they'd
find s verdict afore sundown.”

“I reckon"—the taller of the two
mon answered slowly, and into his
softly modulated voice crept some-
thing of flinty finality—"1 reckon I ean
toll yo what that verdiot's goin' to
be. Cal will come clear."

“Thet hain't ther pint," urged the
messenger oxcitedly. “Thet hain't why
I've rid over hyar llke n bat outen
hell ter cotch up with yo. 1 was
almin' ter fotch word over ter ther
dance, but es I come by hyar | seen

I'm a-comin’

yore hoss hitched out thar In ther
road, g0 I it an' coms in. 1 reckon
ye knows thet ecote an' thet jury
Thaet's yore business, but thet haln't
‘Il‘ii

“Well, what's the balance of t?

Talk out, What are ye almin’ to telk
ma?"

“I met up with a feller in Job
Heath’s blind tiger jest outside Paril
He'd drunk a lot of licker an' he got
ter talking mighty lootetongued an’
free.”

The girl siekenead a little as she felt
that her fears wern belng realized,
and one hand went involuntarily mp
to her breast and stayed there, The
young man with the shrill volee talked
on impetuously,

"Ever sence the trial of Cal Doug-
las started good old MIlt McBriar
hain't heen actin' like hisself. Him
an’ Breek Havey's been stoppin’ at
ther same hotel in Peril, an' yet Milt
hain't 'peared ter be a bearin’' no
grudge whatsoever., When ther jury
was med up Milt didn’t seek ter chal-
lenge fellers thet everybody knowed
was friends of Cal's, Milt didn’t even
seek ter ralse no hell when ther jedge
ruled favorable ter Cal right along.
This feller what 1 talked ter ‘lowed
thet Milt didn't keer eof Cal came
clar.™

The listening man once more an-
swered with a quiet laugh. “Do ye
‘low that that old rattlespake, Milt Me-
Briar, alms to stand by an' not try
tar hang or penitentiary kin of mine
for killin' kin of his?" he inquired
almost softly,

"Thet's just hit.” The answer came
quickly and excitedly, "This faller
Towed thet Old Milt almed ter show
ther world thet he couldnt git no jes
tice In a cote thet b'longed to Anse
Havey, an’ then he aimed ter ‘tend
ter his own Jestice fer hisselfl. He
'lows ter hev hit homemade.”

“How Is he goin’ to fix 1t?"
question was a bit contemptuous,

“They figger thet when Cal eomes
clar he'll ride licketyasplit, with a
bunch of Havey boys, over hyar ter
this dance what's a-goin' forward at

The

== | levity in his tone, and hig clear, drawn |

He Was Standing, as She Entered, a

Little Back From the Hearth.

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

“Do they?" The taller man's volee
was velvety. “Well, go on. What
else?”

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

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

After a moment of silence, through
which Juanita Holland was painfully
conscious of the quick beat of her own
heart, she heard again the unexcited
volce of the tall stranger. Now it was
the 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 ralsin’ no
hell twell they git over hyar—I didn't
turn  backwards. 1 come straight
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 boya qulet and sober—cold sober.
Watch thet old fool, Bob MeGreegor.
Don't spread these tidings till 1 get
there. If Cal comes over thers, tell
him to keep outen sight. Nothin'
won't break loose before midnight.
That's my orders. By God Almighty,
1 alm to have peace hereabouts just
now!"

The speaker's volce broke off and
the two men passed out of sight
around the corner of the house,

CHAPTER I1.

The girl rose and made her way
unsteadily to the back door and let |
herself In. She threw herself on the
bed and lay there, rapidly thinking. It
was obvious that her absence had not
been commented upon. A few mip-
utesa later she heard the volce of Mrs.
MoNash singing out; “You folks kin
all come in an' eat,” and found her-
self, outwardly calm, making her way
around to the shed addition which
served jointly as kitchen and dining-
room.

When she entered the place Fletch
MoNash was  already seated, and
sagged over his plate with the stupid
Inertin of dulled senses

the man whose words gained prompt
obedience—and fAnally as the self
declared advoente of peace

He war standing, as she entersd, a
little back from the hearth, with the
detached alr of one who drops into the
background or comes to the fore with
equal readiness. 8She found that in
appearance as in volce he bore a rough
aort of impressiveness about him. In
the brighter light stood the mossen-
ger, a gmnunt youth, In whose wild,
sharp features lurked cunning, eruslty
and endurance. §ut the other man,
who stood a head taller, fell into a
pose of indolent ease which might
wake Instantiy into power,

It wan 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 a
memory of dark halr—and thos. eyes,

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

When they rose from the table the
stranger drew Fleteh, now somewhat
sobered by his meal, aslde, and the
other men retired to the chairs in the
dooryard. Then the girl from the East
glipped away and took up her solitary
place on top of the stile, where she
sat thinking,

At last she was consclous of a pres

ence besides her own, as of someone |

standing silently at her back.

Rather nervously she turned her
head, and thers, with one foot on the
lower step of the stile, stood the
young stranger himself.

she dropped her own.

“I kinder hate to bother ye, ma'am,”
sald the even volce, “but I can't hardly
got acrost that stile whilst ye're setlin’
on It."

There was no note of badinage or

features under the moonlight were en-
tirely serious,

Once more |
'thelr eyes met, and with a little start

]

Juanita rose. *] beg vour pardon."]

Hel

'RUIN WILL BENEFIT TOWNS

Destruction. by Armies
Necessary the Construction of
Whole Communities Anew.
Every town of Importance in East
[ Prussia that has sufféred at the de
| vastating hand of the Russians has
| declded to Incorporate a munleipal
(garden section in its plans for rebulld:

Ing.

Many of the destroyed towns are ao
| pompletely ruined that it is golng to
be necessary to raze what littie is left
and construet the whole commuunity
| anew. This makes It eminently feasi
ble to apportio« off a section that can
be devoted teo the desirable city gar
den feature.

Many of the communities also are
| planning for a series of municipally
| constructed and owned houses for
workmen, single home struoctures with
two, three and four roomas, which ulti-
mately can be purchased by their oc-
rupants on the famillar easy.-payment
plan.

Plans of this character are already
well advanced in Gerdauen, Tapiau,
Ortelsburg, Lyck and other communi-
ties, and additional munlicipalities are

preparing to follow suit.
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HOUSING AN OUTDOOR METER

Unique Device for Use in Districta
i Where Electrigity Is Used
for Pumping.
| For use in the irrigating districts of
Oregon, where many of the agricultur

she sald hastily, as she went down the | Ists employ electric energy for pump

stile on the far sida.

the man easily, still with a serlous

dignity as he, too, crossed the road. |
While he was untying the knot ini
his bridle-rein the girl stood watch |

ing him. In the easy indolence of his
movements was the rippling some
thing that auggested the leopard’s
frictionless strength.

The wvery quality that gave this
yYoung 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 her
weedlike flowers, And yet it was
somehow as though this man, whose
volce was so calm, whose movements
were so quiet, whose gaze was so un
arrogant, was crying.out In a clarion
challenge with every breath: "1 am
& man!"

Suddenly she wondered if in him
she might not find an ally. She felt
very lonely. To have counsel with
someone in these hills less stupidly
phlegmatic than Good Anse Talbott
would bring comfort and reassurance
to her heart. She must cope with the
powerful resourcefulness of Bad Anse
Havey, he of the untamed ferocity
and lmplacable eruelty and shrewd in-
telligence. If some native son could
share even a little of her viewpoint
she would find In him a tower of
strength.

Perhaps he had yielded to the um

| Ing purposes, a light and power com
“That's all right, ma'am,” replied |

Outdoor Meter.
pany has designed an inexpensive (gb

door housing for its meters. This cons
sists of a wooden box divided into two
parts, the upper of which incloses the
gwitchboard and fuses, and the lower,
the meter, A door gives Immediate

spoken appeal of the deep, rangeful
eyes that were always gray, yet never
twice the same gray, and the sweetly |
sensitive lips so tantalizingly charm-
Ing, because they were fashioned for
smiles and were now drooping Instead. |

“I reckon,” he sald, “you find it right |
different, don't you?"

She nodded.

“But it's very beautiful,” she added
us she swept her hand about in a ges-
ture of admiration.

It was he who nodded at that, very
gravely, and almost reverently, though
at the next moment his laugh was
short and almost Ironieal.

“1 reckon Gogd never fashioned any-
thing better—nor worse,” he told her.
“When you've breathed it an' seen it
an’ lved it, no other place Is fit to
dwell in, an’ yot sometimes | "low that
God didn't mean it Lo be the habita-
tion of men an' women. It's cut out
for eagles an’' hawks an’ wild things.
It belongs to the winds an’ storms an’
bear an' deer. It puts flre into veins
meant for blood, an' the only crop it
ralges much 18 hell”

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

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

She turned to him impulsively.

“l don't know who you are,” she
began hurriedly, “but I know that you
brought this man home when he was
not In a condition to come alone. 1
know that you sent ma man ahead of
you to keep peace at the dance, I
know you have a heart, and it means
something—means & great deal—to
foel that someone in these hills feels
about it as [ feel"

She stopped suddenly, realizing that
she was allowing too much appeal to
craep into her volce; that she had
come to fight, not to sue for favor, ‘

“f—1 thought maybe you would
help me,"” she finished, a little falter |
ingly. *“Would you mind telling me |
your name?"

He had unhitched his horse and '
stood with the rein® hanging from one
hand,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Juanitn found herself unaccount- -
ably eager to see the tall stranger Keeping Cheese,
whose volee had reassured her; who To keep cheese from molding in a
had appeared first as the Samariian | wet season spread the cul surfacs
bringing home the helpless; then as | thinly with butter

HOW GREAT INDUSTRY BEGAN

Chemist May Be Sald to Have Stum-

bled Over a Discovery of Im-
mense Importance.

exporimenting chemist, endeav-
to produce artificial quinine, us-
8 bese &nown as aniline, not only
! coloring matter called mauve,
t lald the foundation for the coaltar
olor industry. which has developed
1l today almost every color and

T

i

‘shade of color Is derived from ani
-t

line. Aniline had been obtained pravi
ously from the Indigo plant “anilL"
The discovery of mauve created &
large demand for the artificial aniline
base, and gave unexpected value to
benzine. It ylelded mnlline by belng
treated with nitrio scld and with the
borings of cast {ron powdered into
dust, Having done its work in the
aniline still, the dust was used by the
g8 maker to cleanse his coal gas from
sulphur, and then it passed to the
manfacturing chemist, who burned the

sulphur out of it and produced a sal

phurfe acid—d ecycle of operations
whose beginning and end was the uti-
lization of waste. This method of pro-
ducilng color was responsible for the
desolate madder flelds of France and
Holland and for the loss to the Hindus
of thelr long-cherished Indigo cultiva-
tlon. Anthracene, one of the heavier
olla of coal tar, caused the fall of the
madder-growing industry. The madder
produced violets, reds, blacks, purple
and dark browns Anthracene was
sold very cheaply for lubricating pur

poses until certain chemists beated 1t

with zine fillngs and produced alizarin,
and then the seecrot of the madder
plant was discovered. In this way
chemistry displaced agriculture, one
pound of alizarin having the coloring
bower of ninety pounds of madder,
and the lubricating oll sold at a trifle
A8 waste became & valuable coloring
matter,

Exploring Our Friends,
One day | found an exquisite clump
of sweet violets hiding In the very
hoart of & bod of nettles! And I think

this discovery gave me more pleasure i
than those I found in the protective
company of the harmlesa Ivy! That
s what Froude tells us he found in
Thomas Carlyle. That Is what we
should find ln one another, If only we
had eager, patlent, and lovewashed
wyes. Human Hfe is vot all nettles;
to affirm it I8 the perverted judgment
of the cynic; they who have a pas
slon for God will find the Godlike
everywhere; they will find the violets
of woral lovelluess even in the midst
of the nolsome waste. Apnd when

P A N A N I A TSPy

they have found them their

fellow
searchers ghall hear an exultant shout
and they shall come together, and in
the graclous dlscovory there shall be
A common “rejolcing In the truth'— |
J. H. Jowett, D. D, In the Christian
Herald,
To Remove Putty,
To remove old putty from a window
after the glase has been taken oul

pass a hot soldering iron or poker over
it. This softens it and It 1s easily re
moved.

access Lo the switches and fuses, while

| & cover plate gecurely screwed In place

over the second compartment protects
the meter, which, however, is visible
for reading. The box is supported on
& substantial framework several feet
from the ground.—Popular Mechanics.

Beautifying the Streets.
Palms lining the downtown side
walks comprise a unigue feature of

| elty beautification in Los Angeles, Cal.

The work of installing has just been
completed, says the National Real Es-
tate Journal,

Along 50 blocks of the heart of the
city have been placed 1,100 splendid
#pecimens of the Chamerops Excal-
sas palms. The work was done by the
county at an expense of some $20,
000, as part of a general beautifica-
tion scheme for California expositions
this year. The improvement is de-
signed to be permanent,

Delicate traillng vines and nastur-
tiums have been planted about the
roots of the trees and give a green
gnd flower effect against the brown
trunks.

which in turn are placed in cement
boxes. The lowest branches are about
slght feet above the pidewalk, The
watering I8 done at night by the city
street sprinkling department,

Cut the Weeds and Grasa.

Whether you are n renter or an
bwner, you should not permit grass
and weeds to "take"” the sidewalk.
Flles and mosquitoes bred (n the tan-
gled grass of a home owner are just
a8 annoying and polsonous as those
that are brought to life on the rented
premises. And the blow to eivic beau-
Ly 18 as severe in the one Instance as
in the other. Don't be a drawback
to comfort, health and civic beauty,
which {8 to say, don't woed and grass
encumber the sidewalk of the place
that you call home.—Corslcan (Tex.)
Sun.

Value of Street Trees.

“New York would be a far different
oity,” says the Evening Mall, “if a mil
lHon trees were growing along its 3,500
miles of strests and roads. Manhat-
tan highways also would afford room
for 200,000 troes, which would greatly
improve property values and the pub.
lie bealth.”

Ordinary Advlice,
reason,” sald uncle Eben,

‘One

“why more advice doesn't git took, 18 v

dat de man givin' it don't seem w#o
pnxious to help as be I8 to pat his own
golf on de back an’ show off how mu

he knows."” 1

Barred.

“Love your enemy and embrace
him," advises a Loulsville pastor. It
must be remembered, however, that
in embracing an enemy you love, the
strangle kold is barred--Houston
Poat.

Will Make Q

P

The palms are set In wooden tubs.'

it v




