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CHAPTER 1l

in the Cup.
Dale found the humble home
meuntaineer host a home in the
sense of the word.

of
fullest
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At the noonday meal, he met Mrs,
Moreland and the sons of the house- |
hold, and they were exactly as he had
pictured them. Mrs. Moreland was
quiet, motherly, always smiling, as
straight and res! as her husband. The '
sons, Caleb and Luke, were as much
alike as the fingers on Jyour hands;
they were tall and
grey-eyed and brown-halred.

Before .sundown Dale had become
acquainted with the rest of the More-
lands, and he liked them, every one. '
He was at the cabin of his host's gray
old father and mother for a long time.

When supper was over John More-
lighte4 the big glass lamp In the
room, and the family and thelr
gathered there to spend theé eve-
Then the lanky moonshiner and
mother came in,

Qranny Heck had the sharp features
and the stooped, thin figure of a witch.
She wore a faded blue bandana about
her white head, and she carried a long
bhickory staff; there was a reed-
stemmed clay pipe in her mouth, and
her dark calico skirt had a tobacco
pocket In It

Her son preceded her Into the room.
He walked to the center table, faced
about, and sald with a low and alry
sweep of his right hand:

“Blll, old boy, this here's maw. Maw,
she tells forchunes.”

“So this here,” creaked Granny
Heck, looking over the brass rims of
her spectacles, “is Mr. B! Well,
welll I jest thought to myself ‘at I'd
come up and see ye, Mr. Bill, and tell
yore forchune.”

Bhe dropped Into the rocker that
Caleb had placed for her.

“Addie,” she sald to the smiling Mrs.
Moreland, “will ye bring me a cup half
full o’ coffee grounds?™

When the cup came, the fortune-
teller took it and shook It and patted
it, all the while muttering mysterious
words that she bad learned from the |
old Indian, Ckerokee Joe — which !
served her purpuse very well.

“lI see,” she mumbled more or less
sepulchrally, “a pow'ful good-lookin’
gyurl in a callker dress, with her hair
a-hangin’ away down her back. A bare-
footed gyurl, with big, purty eyes.
She'’s a-standin’ on a low clift, a-peep-
in' at you through the lausels, Mr.
Bill. This is In the past. . . .

“In the future,” she went on slowly,'
“l see this here as plain as daylight |
through a knothole; a awful big man,
with curly black halr and curly black
beard, and with eyes llke a clift-
bhawk's; and I see you, too, Mr. Bill; !
and I see a fight, a master fight—Lord |
Fa’ mussy, what a fight! But you'll
marry the gyurl after all, Mr. BilL” !

Dale laughed. The old woman had
described Babe Littleford. But who
was the “big, dark man”? Some fel- |
low who had lost his heart to the
mountain girl, perhaps.

When the Hecks had gone, John
Moreland leaned forward and touched
his guest on the knee. '

“That thar big man mentioned In
tellin' yore forchune,” he sald, “might
ha' been Black Adam Ball. Black Ada
he lives with his pap' and mother
few mile up the river. As big as
2 skinned hoss, he is, and plumb on-
godly strong. He's been a-beggin’ Babe
Littleford to marry him o’ a year or
two, and she won't listen to h.m.

“Ef ever ye do haf to fight Black
Adam,” John Moreland went on, “ye
want to fight him with a twoeyed
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7 the Lord on the stranger onder his
roof, but not on his inlmies, the More-
lands. Yes, I try hard to mean it, Bill
Dale.”

“And that other enemy,” murmured
Dale—and he wondered why that
should bother bim so much, why be
should feel that vague responsibility
about it—"the man who killed your
brother, David—"

“l don’t never pray fo' him,” Inter-
rupted the mountaineer, going a little
pale. “I bain't that nigh juffect. A
man don't git so good 'at he axes the

Almighty to bless the devil—or the

in the laurels, or the copper-
bead ‘at waits onder a bush fo’' the
pasgin’ o' some bare-legged child.”
Dale winced, buf Moreland didnt
notice it. Dale let his hand fall from
the other's shoulder. Moreland began
to speak again:
“I didn't tell ye afore, Bill Dale. My
brother David, he was the hope o' his
people. He was better'n the rest of

'us. The one big alm o' his life was

to educate us all, the benighted. Yes,
we're benighted, and we know it. "He
meant to do It with the coal he'd
found. As I've dine told ye, we ain't
never had the heart to sell the coal.
1 hope ye'll have a fine rest, Rill
Dale. 1 ain’t a-goin’ to call ye ‘Mister’
no more, Bill Daje!” s

“Don't!I” smilingly sald the younger
man. “‘Bill Dale’ Is right, y'know.
Good-night, John Moreland!”

Dale removed his shoes and outer
ci6thing, blew out the light, and went
to bed In the best rcom's hand-carved
black walnut fourposter. 3

For a long time he lay there awake,
and stared through a little window to-
ward a bright star that burned like a
beacon fire about the pine-fringed
crest of David Moreland’'s mountain.
He belleved he understood now why
his father had turned a greenish gray
when this coal property was mentioned
to him. He belleved he understood
why his father had flatly refused to
Investigate this veln. But he was
wholly at a loss to account for the
use of his own given name Instead of
Dale.

Looking toward the mountain again,
he spoke as though he were talking
to David Moreland himself:

“I'll see It through for you, old man.
This shall be my country.”

CHAPTER I
Goliath of the Hills.

Dale awoke a little after daybreak,
arose and dressed himself, and went
out by way of the door beside the
huze stone-and-clay chiziney.

The mountain alr was bracing. Dale
threw out his chest and started eager-
ly for a walk.

The road led past the cabin of
Grandpap Moreland. When Dale was
directly In front of the log louse, he
saw the aged mountalneer standing on
a rickety sawhorse beside the stone
step at the narrow porch; Grandpap
Moreland was helping a gray cat down
from the roof.

“Mornin’! I was jest a-takin' that
thar cussfired old pest down offen the

| roof. T've took him down every morn-

In"sas reg’lar as 1 make fires, fo’ three
year or more. Ef it wasn't bad-luck
to kill a cat, I' shoot him, mebbe.”

After breakfasting with John More-
land, Bill Dale borrowed fishing-tackle
from his host, and set out alone foe
the little river.

There were many shoals and rapids,
and he went almost half a mile before
he found a place to his liking. It was
a beautiful spot. Above, the water
poured between two great boulders
with a gentle roar; below, It shallowed
out over round stones. Overhead
towered tall white sycamores.

Not until he had put a minnow “on
the heok and cast It out did he see
that he was not alone at the pool. On
the other side, less than sixty feet
away, Babe Littleford sat on a stone
the size of a small barrel; she held
a cane fishing-rod in her hands, and
her bare feet were in the water to her
ankles, She was looking squarely to-
ward Bbale, and there was somdhing
akin to reproachful anger in her long
brown eyes.

“Good morning!” called Dale, lifting
his hat.

shotgun and buckshot. He's the mean-  There was no reply. There was pot
est man on earth; snake-broth and ©VeP @ change of countenance. Again
pizen vine is religious aside o' him. Dale called his friendly greeting, and
But ontel ye begin_a-makin' love to aguin there was no reply. It plqued

Babe Littleford, I reckon the' ain't no
danger o' you a-havin’ trouble with

Dale,
A few yards down the stredin the

Black Adam;. and you-ain't-likely, 1 white body of a sycamore lay from

take It, to make love to Babe.”

“But Babe's the best one o' the Lit-
tiefords,” declared Luke.

John Moreland reached for the
leatherbound old family Bible. He
cpened the Book at random.

“It's about time we was a-goin’ to
our rest, and we'll go jest as soon as
we've bad prayers, Mr. Dale.” ;
When half a chapter from St. Mat-
thew had been laboriously but rever
ently read, the Morelands knelt at
their chairs, and so did Bill Dale, John
w-uum.mmmm
slmple, and very earnest, and It had
ltnonotmumv‘.n‘md
tion. And a part of It certain-
iy was uncommon—

“Bless the stranger with us here to-
=aight, and all o' our kinfolks, and ail
¢ our friends, and our inimies, the
Littlefords—'specially the Littlefords.
Aymen I

Dale was deeply Impressed. He
beard Mrs. Morelind dimly when she
him to let her know—she would
him If he called—if there wasn't
cover for his bed. Then he
himself alone with the stalwart
the Morelands.
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one hank to the other; It had been
blown there by a recent storm. Dale
wound his line, went down and crossed
by means of the prostrate tree.

She didn’t even look around when
he walked up to her and spoke again.
It struck him as Leing decidedly odd.

“l say,” he told her, “you're as
chatty as a set of stenclls. You
musta't talk so wmuch, y'know.”

Her eyes smiled at the river, but
Dale couldn't see her eyes.

“Do you like violets, Miss Little
ford?" he asked next.

In the biack, mica-starred sofl ar
his feet grew a carpet of the finest
violets he had ever seen. Babe let the
tip of her cane rod fall Into the water
and looked around.

“it sounds funny to hear a man talk
o' sech little things as vi'lets,” she de-
clared. “Most o' men dent think o
nothin® but workin’, . huntin’, fghtin’

-
and eatln’., I'm a littie mad at you!
I went home yeste'day—and 1 think
I run might’ nigh the whole six mile—
and fixed up dinner fo’ you, 'cause 1
onderstood you was a-comin’

b

A minutes later there appeared
oa the Moreland side of the river the
singer of the rakish old song; he had

a minnow pall in oue hand und s white
hickory rod in the other.

“Hi, thar, Bill, oid boy!" he yelled.
“Bi, thar, Babe! Either of ye'uns
ketched anything?”

Ben Littleford’s danghter held up a
fish proudly. Heek slapped his thigh
with his slouch haut

“Goud 1o’ you!" he exclaimed. “But
they ain't a-bitin’ Jest right. The
moon's, wrong, and the sigus is wrong.
fo’ Rl

At that instant John Moreland ap
pearcd at Heek's side. Hg secuied very
serious about sowething.

“Bill Dale,” bhe called, “come over
here.” ®

Wondering, Dale put down his rod
and turned to obey. Two minutes later
he stood before John Moreland.

“l Jest wanted to tell ye,” and the
mountaineer almost closed one alert
grey eye, “'at ye're purty shore to
git Anto trouble over thar.”

YI'm an able-bodied man,” Dale re
turned smilingly.

“You shore are,” frowned Moreland,
“but mebhe you ain't used to durned
hard fightin'.”

Not used to hard fighting! Dale's
smile broadened. Once he had whipped
a heavywelght pugilist; and he had
fought as a matter of principle, and
not for money or prestige,

Moreland suddenly fjerked one thumb
toward the other side of the stream.
Dale looked and saw, standing beside
Babe Littleford, a- quite formidable
mean. He had the height and breadth,
aimost, of a Gollath. He was biack-
eyed and black-haired, and his thick,
short beard was curied llke the hair
between a bull’'s horna. In one hand
he carried a repeating rifle as lightly
as though It were a mere straw.

One of his great arms suddenly
straightened toward Dale, and a volce
as gruff as the grow! of a bear sald
hotly :

“What was you a-doin’ here a-talkin’
to my gyurl?”

Babe Littleford looked angry. Dale
flushed, then went pale.

“l have a habit of talking with
whom | please,” he sald evenly,

«"“Spoke like a man,” drawled the
lanky Heck In a very low tone.

Gollath of the hills stared uubeliev-
ingly. Dale sald in an undertone to
John Moreland: “Is It that Ball fel-
low

“Yes,” answered the hillman; “it's
Black Adam Ball”

Ball dropped his rifle to the
violets, slowly clenched his huge and
bhairy hands, and thrust his bearded
Jaw out aggressively.

“l dare ye over here, ye pink cow-
ard!” he challenged.

“If you have any business with me,
come over here and transact It,Y Dale
retorted. “1 won't run.”

*“That’s Moreland terrytory,” Ball
objected. “But I'll meet ye half way,
and | dare ye to take me up, ye luce
trimmed pink mollycodgle !

Half-way would be the middle of the
river, and no place for a tight, surely.
But Dale was nettled. His temper,
the temper that he had never been
able to keep wholly under control, was
rising fast. He threw off his coat and
hat and rolled the sleeves of his soft
shirt to nis elbows. Then -he waded
into the pool. ‘The slowly moving
water was up to his walst at the half-
way point, and the bottom was of
kard-packed sand.

The Gollath stared unbellevingly.
He was not accustomed to having his

challenges thus accepted. He threw
off his hat and went to meet the lithe
young stranger.

Bill Dale squared himself and put
up his guard. Adam Ball came on,
and he was scowling wickedly.

Ball rushed, the clear water swirling
In his wake, and let out with a power-
ful right. It was a blow to crush an
ordinary man's chest in; but, to Ball's
surprise, it falled to land. Dale evaded
It cleverly, and at the same time sent
a swift left uppercut to the other’s
oull-like jaw. Adam Ball muttered two
wicked words and steadled himself;
he had caught a tartar. A moment,
and he led out agaln, and he missed
again; but he followed it with a blow
that made a red mark on Bill Dale’s
shoulder.

“How's that, ye pink coward?" he
crowed,

“All rlght-Thow’l this?”

And Dale 'sent on a mighty blow
that rebounded dully from the glant's
chest and elicited only a harsh laugh
of contempt. There was little to be
galned by striking a man Mke Adam
Ball on the chest; Dale knew now
that he must reach a more vulnerable
spot.

Then he feinted with his left and
drove his right to Ball's mouth, bring-
ing blood. Ball roared In his blind
rage and dashed toward his antagonist,
resolved to get a clinch, But Dale
eluded the terrible arms, although in
so dolng he received a blow on the
temple that made him dizzy for a few
seconds.

While Ball was again engaged In
trying to\uln the advantage of a
clinch, Granny Heck made her appear-
ance on the Moreland bank. She
promptly launched her sympathies In
& manner that pieased both her gaping
son and the watchful and silent John
Moreland.

“Hit him In the stummick, Mr. Bill 1"
she cried over and over. *“Hit him
whar he lives at!™

The combat grew hotter and hotter,
Both landed frequently now. The faces
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the room, closing the door be-
Bill Dale paced the floor,
ded, brows drawn. Finally he

Pralted before the Moreland chief.
“There’'s nothing I'm ashamed of, 1
" he sald. “I don't like to tell it

He sat down In his sheepskin-lined
rocker, lay back and closed his eyes
as though to visualize the story, to
live it over.

“Maybe It's not very much in my
favor, John Moreland,” he began. *“I
never could get along with my parents,
or with the set I was born Into. soz
how, 1 was different. Father
mother wanted me to be a dandy ; they

. | even wanted me to let a servant dress

me. The climax came when they tried
to marry me to a young woiman who
didn't want me any more than I want-
ed her.”

He opened hls eyes, looked straight
at Moreland, and went on:

“You see, they wanted to marry us
in order to unite old Clavering’'s for-
tune aud my dad’s; Patricia, llke me,
was un ouly child. It had been all cut
and dried for us, for years. They put it
up to e ifke this: they sald I owed it to
therm, that it was my duty; that I had
always been a severe trial to them;
that my savagery had put gray into
my mother's hair, and a lot of things
of that kind. I fell for it at last; it
was sort of a matter of self-defense.
With Patricla, it was a case of—well,
A case of simple obedience. Pat Is a
good girl. . . "

A minute of silence; then:

“I'll hurry along with it, John More-
land. 1 had one fine friend back there,
It was Robert McLaurin, a reporter
on the city's leading newspaper. My
purents didn't take to him because he
was a worker, and not a fop. Mother
wauted Pat's cousin, ‘poor dear Har-
ry' Clavering, for my best man. ‘Poor
dear Harry’' and I had a fight, once
upon a gme, and I—I had whipped
him; I didn’t like him. 1 chose
Bobby McLaurin for my best man, and
I wouldn't give him up. Y

“It was only when we met before
the chancel in a big crowded church
that I fully realized the tragedy of It
for Pat. I saw that her face was a
clean white, and that her eyes held
the shadow of something that was
very terrible. I turned my head and
saw the same shadow in the eyes of
my greatest friend, Bobby McLaurin.
I knew then. Bobby and Patricia loved
each other, John Moreland! Bobby
didn’t have any money to speak of.
and that had held them apart.

“It had been the finest thing in the
world, McLaurin’s acting as best man
for me. There was friendship for you!
I couldn't take from them their one
chance of happlness. .. .

“I couldn’t see anything else to do,
so I ran. 1 went home, pulled off my
wedding rig and put' on the clothes
I'm wearing now, threw soime things
into a bag and hurried down to the
union station. 1 found that ! could
have my cholce between a fller for
Atlanta and the —the train that
brought we here. 1 bought passage to
Atlanta, but | never meant to use It;
I meant to take the other train and
pay a cash fare. In doing that, 1
hoped to lose myself from them. |
wanted to go unhindered to some

country. where I wouldn’t be consid
ered a—a savage, y'know.

“I went ofit to the traln-shed, and
1 bhadn't been there a minute when
Bobby McLaurin came. I asked him
how he knew where to find me. He
sald:

“‘l thought you wouldn't care te
stay here after doing what you did,
and I wanted to say good-by, Bill." He
always called me that, and It made
me feel like a man. Then I put my
bag down and took him by both shoul-
ders and told him this:
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and the repeater and went alone into
the night.

shots in such rapld succession that they
wade almost a continuous roar. Then
came echoes and reverberations, and
then silence. Soon John Moreland let
himself into the dark room.

His wife’s voice was low and filled
with anxlety:

“What happened, John?"

A dull thud came through the dark-
ness as her husband's rifle-butt struck
the floor.

“This is what happened, Addle: As
I passed the cawner o’ the house, I got
down that thar old oxwhip to take
along. 1 went acrost the road and into
the meadow, and thar I seen Adam
Ball a-comin’. 1 hid, and when Adam
was about to pass me, I jumped up
and jerked his rifie from him and
busted it ag'ln a rock. Then | lights
in and" thrashes him with the oxwhip
ontel he broke and run. And 'en this
here happened,~Addle:

“1 was a-watchin’ to see ef Adam
had reely went off, when I seed a man
a-comin’ toward me fast. I thought
it was Ball, o' course. So I up and
tells him to show me how fast he can
run and commences a-shootin' over
his head to skeer him. But It dide’t
happen to be Adam Ball—it was Ben
Littleford! He was a-follerin’ Babe
to see what siie was up to, o’ course.”

“How do ye know it“was Ben, pap?™
Caleb asked.

“How do 1 know?" growled John
Moreland. *“When 1 got through a-
shootln’, he hollers at me and says:
‘Tomorrow, John Moreland,’ he says,
‘we’'ll have a little Gettysburg o' our
own! And | might mind ye, Oale, ‘at
be keeps his word the same as [ do.”

“And Littleford meant a—7 began
Dale.

“That the'll be a big fight tomor-
row,” said Moreland. “Bill Dale, In
a-makin’ this land yore land and these
people yore people, I'm a-feard ye're
a-goln’ to git more'n ye expected, meb-
be more'n ye can handle.. Do ye want
to back out of it and let the coal ge,

or are ye one o these fellers who
chaws what they bites off ef it's &
hoss's head?” .

“I'll stick.” Dale’s voice came firm-
ly In the darkness. “I'll stick.”
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(Continued Next Week).
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