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CHAPTER L—Young Carljrto Wllburton
Dale, or "Bill Date.” as bs slocts to bs
known, con of a wealthy coni operator.
John k. Dais, arrives at the Halfway
Switch, la eastern Tennessee, abandon-
ing a life of idle ease sad Incidentally a
krtfla, Patricia Claveiing, at the altar—-
determined to make hie own way la life.
He meets “Babe” Uttleford. typical

mountaineer girl. "By” Heck, a charac-
ter of the hide, tehee him to John More-
lead's heme. Moreland Is chief of his
>k, which has an old feud with the

Littleforde. Ha ’#a Dale of the killing
of hie brother. David Moreland, years
age, owner of rich cool deposits, bye

named ChrtyK. Moreland's deecrlp-
TTBTr of "Cs tiv ¦ M this to believe

the man was u*

CHAPTER II

In the Cup.
Dale found the bumble home of hla

mountaineer boot a home In the fullest
sense of the word.

At the noonday meal, be met Mrs.
Moreland and the sons of the house-
hold, and they were exactly as be bad
pictured them. Mrs. Moreland waa
quiet, motherly, alwaye smiling, aa
straight and real as her husband. The
anna, Caleb end Luke, were aa much
alike as the fingers on your bands;
they were tall and broad-shouldered,
grey-eyed end brown-haired.

Before .sundown Dale had become
acquainted with the rant of the More-
lands, and he liked them, every one.
lie was at the cabin of bis boat’s gray
old tether and mother for a long time.

When sapper was over John More-
land lighted the big glass lamp In the
beet room, and the family and their
toast gathered there to spend the eve-
ning. Then the lanky moonshiner and
hla mother came In.

Granny 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
hickory staff; there was a reed-
stemmed clay pipe In her mouth, and
her dark calico skirt bad a tobacco
pocket in It. •

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

“Bill, °W hoy, this here’s maw. Maw,
she tells forchanes."

”80 this here,” creaked Granny
Heck, looking over the brass rime of
her spectacles, “la Mr. Bill 1 Well,
well I I Jest thought to myself ’at I’d
come up and see ye, Mr. Bill, end tell
yore forchone.”

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

“Addle," she said to the smiling Mm.
Moreland, “will ye bring me a cup half
full o’ coffee grounds 7”

When the cup came, the fortune-
teller took It and shook It and patted
It. all the while muttering mysteriuua
words that she bad learned from the
old Indian. Cherokee Joe—which
served her purpose very well.

**l see,” she mumbled more or less
eepnlchrally, “a pow’ful good-lookin’
gyuri In a callker dress, with her hair
a-hangln’ away down her back. A bare-
footed gyuri, with Mg, purty eyes.
She’s a-standln* on a low clift, a-peep-
lo* at you through the laurels, Mr.
Bill. This Is In the past. . .

,

“In the future," she went on slowly,
“I see tills here as plain as daylight
through a knothole; a awful Mg man.
with curly black hair and curly black
beard, and with eyes like a cllft-
hawk’s; and 1 see you. too. Mr. Rill;
and I see a fight, a master fight—Lord
ha’ mussy, what a fight I Rat you’ll
marry the gyuri after all. Mr. Bill."

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

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

“That thar big roan mentioned In
tailin’ yore forchuue,” he said, “might
ba’ been Black Adam Ball. Black Adam,
he Uvea with his pap and mother a
few mile up the river. As big as
a skinned hoes, he Is, and plumb oa-
godly strong. He’s been a-beggln* Babe
Littleford to marry him fo’ a year or
two. and she won’t listen to h.m.

“Ef ever ye do baf to fight Black
Adam,” John Moreland went on. “ye
want to fight him with a two-eyed
shotgun and buckshot. He’s the mean-
est man on earth; snake-broth and
plsen vine la religious aside o’ him.
But ontei ye begin, a-makln’ love to
Babe Littleford, I reckon the’ ain’t no
danger o’ yon a-bavtn* trouble with

y®a-*to’t likely, I
take It to make love to Babe."

“Bat Babe’s the best one o’ the Lit-
tle forda.” declared Luke.

John Moreland reached for the
leatherbonnd old family Bible. He
opened the Book at random.

"It’s about time we was a-goln* to
oor rest and we’ll go Jest as soon as
?•’ve had prayers. Mr. Dele.”

When half a chapter from St. Mat-
thew had been laboriously but rever-
ently read, the Morelands knelt at
their chairs, end so did Bill Dale. John
Moreland's bedtime prayer was very
simple, and very earnest and It had
te it more of thanksgiving than of
•application. And a part of It certain-
ly was uncommon—-

“Bleee the stranger with os here to-
Bight and all o’ our kinfolks, and ail

Mr friends, and our Inlmtes, the
Littleford*—’specially the Llttlcfcrdsi
AymenT

Dale eras deeply Impressed. He
heard Mrs. Moreland dimly when she
told him to let her know—she would
kmr him If be called—lf there wasn’t
enough cover for hie bed. Then he
found himself alone with the stalwart

S chief of the Morelands.
Ba stepped forward and pot hla

' hand on the mountaineer’s shoulder.
“How a man can go down on hla

haaaa and pray tor hla enemies,"
sailed Dale, "la entirely beyond me.
Db yon really mean itr

1 try hard to." Moreland said quick-
ly- "la a-doln’ that" ba went on. "1
go Ban Littleford one better. Ben
Llttleford’s the ball sheep o* the peo-
ple who Uves acroat the river from
ua people we’ve hated fo* years and
iwa Ban, he holds tembiy prayers,
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Lord m the (tnticer under hla
roof, but not oq bU lobules, the More-
lands. Yea, I try hard to owto It, BUI
Data."

“And that other enemy,"’ murmured
Dale—and be wondered why that
thould bother btm so roach, why he
¦hould feel that vague responsibility
•bout It—“the mao who killed your
brother, David—”

“I don’t never pray W him," Inter-
rupted the mountaineer, going, a little
pale. **l bain’t that nigh Juffect A
man don’t git so good ’at be axes the
Aimigbty. to bleae the devil—or the
Thflfer io the laurels, or the copper-
head 'at waits under a bush fo’ the
pawin’ o' some bare-legged child.**

Dale winced, buf Moreland didn’t
notice It. Dale let hla band 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’u the rest of
ua The one big aim o’ hla life was
to educate ua all. the benighted. Yes.
we’re benighted, and we know It. He
meant to do It with the coal he’d
found. Aa I*ve done told ye, we ain’t
never had the heart to sell the coal.
I ho|*e ye’ll have a line rest. Bill
Dale. I ain’t a-goln’ to call ye ‘Mister*
no more. Bill Dale I”

“Don’tI” smilingly, said the younger
man. “ ‘Bill Dale’ Is right, y’know.
Goodnight, John Moreland I”

Dple removed hla shoes and outer
ddthlng, blew out the light and went
to bed In the best room’s hand-carved
black walnut fourposter.

Kora lung time he lay there awake,
and stared through a little window to-
ward a bright star that burned like a
beacon Ore about the plne-frlnged
crest of David Moreland’s mountain.
He believed he understood now why
his father had turned a greenish gray
when this coal pro|ierty was mentioned
to him. He believed he understood
why his father had flatly refused to
investigate this vein. But he was
wholly at a loss to account for the
nse of his own given name Instead of
Dale.

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

"I’llwe It through for you, old nun
This shall be my country.”

CHAPTER 111

Goliath of tho Hills.
Ile awoke a little after daybreak,

arose and dressed hitnaelf, and went
out byway of the dour beside the
bu"e stone-and-ciay chimney.

'I he mountain air was bracing. Dale
threw out Ills chest and started eager-
ly for a walk.

The road led past the cabin of
tlrandpep Moreland. When Pale was
directly In front of the log bouse, he
saw tin* aged mountaineer standing on
a rickety sawhorse beside the stone
step at the narrow porch; tlrandpap
Moreland was helping a gray cat down
from the roof.

“Homin’! I was jest s takin’ that
Ibar cussflred old pest down offen the

I’ve took him down every morn-
In .as reg’lar as I make fires, fo* three
year or more. Ef It wasn’t hnd-luc*
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 for
the little river.

There were many shoals and rapids,
and he went almost half a mile liefore
he found a place to his liking. It was
a beautiful spot. Above, the water
poured lietween two great boulders
with a gentle roar; below. It shallowed

out over round stones. Overhead
lowered tall white syearnores.

Not until he had put a minnow'bn
the hook and cast It out did he see
that lie was not alone at the pool. On
the other side, less than sixty feel
away. Bn lie Litlleford 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 waa looking squarely to-
ward Pale, and there was southing
akin to reproachful anger in her long
brown eyes.

“Oood morning I" called Dale, lifting
his hat.

There was no reply. There was not
even a change of countenance. Again
l>ale called hla friendly greeting, and
again there was no reply. It piqued
Dale.

A few yards down the stream the
white body of a sycamore lay from
one hank to the other; It had been
blown there by a recent storm. Dale
wound hla line, went down and crossed
by means of the prostrate tree.

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

“I say." he told her. “you’re as
chatty as a set of stencils. You
mustn’t talk so much, y’know."

Her eyes smiled at the river, but
l*ale couldn't see her eyes.

’’Do you like violets, Min Little-
ford?" he asked next.

In the black, mica-starred anil at
hla feet grew a carpet of the finest
violet* ho had ever seen. Babe let the
tip of her cane rod fall Into the water
and looked around.

“It aounds funny to bear a man talk
o’ arch Utile rh'ngs as rl’lets." she de
dared. “M<t o’ men don’t think o’
nothin' hot workln’.. huntin’, flghtln*

and ratin’. I’m i little mad at you!
1 went home yeste'day—and I think
I run might’ nigh the whole six mile—-
and fixed up dinner fo’ you. ’cause 1
onderstood you was a-cornin' to our
house—and you went to them loir-
down Morelands!"

“Ibe* pardon,” be said contritely:
didn’t know you were especially ex-
pecting me. t bad business," be added,
“with John Moreland."

There came to bis ears from some-
where down the river the chorus ef
a rakish old hill song, and the voice
was that of the lanky moonshiner By
Heck—-

“Oh. when 1 die, dun't-a bury me deep.
Put mo tombstone at nay bead aad feet.
Put a boar's Jawbone la ay right
Oa my way to the Prom-teed La-a-and.

WaLT *• **• Promtood

A few mlnutas later there appeared
on the Moreland aide of the river the
singer of the rakish old song; be bad
a minnow pall in one hand itod a white
hickory rod in tie other.

"Hi. thar. BUI. old l>oyr be yelled.

“Hi. thar. Babe! Cither of ye’ana
ketched anything7"

Ben Uttleford's daughter held up a
fish proudly Heck slapped hi* thigh
with his slouch tint.

"Good fo’ you!" he exclaimed. “But
they ain’t s-btrtn' jest right. The
roonn’w u mug. and the signs is wrung,
fo* flailin'."

At that instant Julia Moreland ap
peart d at Heck's side. lif mxiuol vary
Hfiion- about something.

“BUI Dale." be called, "coma over
here."

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

“I Jest wanted to tell ye." and the
mountaineer almost closed one alert
grey eye, "’at ye’re purty shore to
git Into trouble over thar.”

"I’m an able-bodied man." Dal* re-
lumed smilingly.

"You shore are." frowned Moreland,
“but mebhe you ain’t used to darned
hard fight In’."

Not used to bard fighting I Dale’s
smile broadened. Once be bad whipped
a heavyweight pugilist; and he had
fought aa a matter of principle, and
not for money or prestige.

Moreland suddenly Jerked one thumb
toward the other side of the stream.
Dale looked and saw, standing beside
Babe Uttleford. a- quite formidable
man. He bad the height and breadth,
almost, of a Goliath. He was black-
eyed and black-haired, and hla thick,
short beard waa curled like the hair
between a bull’s horns. In one band
be carried a repeating rifle as lightly
as though It were a mere straw.

One of bis great arms suddenly
straightened toward Dale, and a voice
aa gruff as the growl of a bear said
hotly:

“What was you a-doln’ here a-talklo*
to my gyurir*

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

“I have a habit of talking with
whom I please.” lie said evenly.
.“Spoke like a man.” drawled the
lanky Heck In a very low tone.

Goliath of the bills stared unbeliev-
ingly. Dale said In an undertone to
John Moreland: “Is It that Ball fel-
low?"

“Yes." answered the hillman; Tt’a
Black Adam Ball."

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

"I dare ye over here, ye pink cow-
ard !” he challenged.

Tf you have any business wltb me,
cne over here and transact It,? Dale
retorted. ”1 won’t run.”

.“That’s Moreland terrytory." Ball
objected. “But I’ll meet ye half way.
and I dure ye to take me up. ye lue
trimmed pink mollycoddle!"

Half-way would he 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-be waded
Into the pool. The slowly moving
water was up to his waist at the half- ‘
way point. and the bottom was of
hard-packed sand.

The Goliath stared unbelievingly.
He was not accustomed to having bis

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

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

Ball rushed, the clear water swirling
In his wake, and let out with a power-
ful tight. It was a blow to crush an
ordinary man’s chest In; but, to Ball’s
surprise. It failed to land. Dale evaded
It cleverly, and at the same time sent
a swift left uppercut to the other’s
ouli-like Jaw. Adam Bail muttered two

wicked words and steadied himself;
he had caught a tartar. A moment,
and lie led out again, and he missed
again; but he followed It with a blow
that made a red mark on Bill Dale’s
shoulder.

"How’a that, ye pink coward?" be
crowed.

"All light-t-how’s this?”
And Dale sent on a mighty blow

that rebounded the giant’s

chest and elicited only a harsh laugh
of contempt. There was little to be
gained by striking a man like Adam
Ball on the chest; Dale knew now
that he must reach a more vulnerable
spot.

Then he feinted wltb his left and
drove bis 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 doing be received a blow on the
temple that made him dizzy for a few
seconds.

While Ball waa again engaged In
trying the advantage of a
clinch. Granny Heck made her appear-
ance on the Moreland bank. She
promptly launched her sympathies la
¦ manner that pleased both her gaping
son and the watchful apd silent John
Moreland.

“Hit him In the stumralck, Mr. Bill I"
she cried over and over. “Hit him
whar he lives at!"

The combat grew hotter and hotter.
Both landed frequently now. The facaa

i

The Combat Grew Hotter and" Hotter,

qfboth were bleeding and each spat j

fe3 now anfl then. TStfTcWBC'Ba
been tom away to the belt, and their
magnificent wet bodies glowed ha the
morning sunlight. Iwie bad serfotoiy
damaged bis soft bands; they felt as
though they were filled with silvers of
steeL But still be fought on doggedly,
determinedly, desperately, minute aft-
er minute. . .

Those on the two banks watched It
all with suppressed excitement. Babe
Uttleford stood in the edge ef the
witer. with tier hands clasped- below
her throat, her face waa pale. John
Moreland, whe had witnessed many
other great tight*, himself n fighting
man. had aever before beheld each a
contest of strength and endurance as
this; Bill Dale had won John Mon-
tand's heart fer all thne to cease.

Bat the Mows of tike fighters were
growing wanker now. The sound of
their labored breathing rose distinctly
over the gentle roar of the nutting
waters above.

Then the watchers saw Adam Ball
lunge at hi* man, saw Data stumble
out of sheer wee him, saw Ball’s
mighty blood-streaked anna dose
¦bout the beautiful white body and
hug It done to hta great and hairy
chest A moment, and Ball was bend-
ing Dale a|pwly backward and down-
ward mors by reason of weight than
of strength; soother moment, end Ball
was about to sink tho brown head un-
der the surface!

Babe Uttleford gavf a smothered
cry, John Moreland stepped toward
the water and shouted hoarsely:

"Don’t ye drowned him Adam! Ef
ye (fag yell answer to me I”

Data had gathered kftanelf for e last
oiov*. He stinted downward suddenly,
Immersing himself completely, end
shot one arm around Ball’s thigh;
then, by a great effort, ha rase with
tho giant end overthrew him. end
staggered free I

BalTe hairy face came to the surface
first Dale fought beck the pain of
the water In tale hangs, and the pain
as of sharp and Jagged slivers of steel
In hta hands, end struck madly, half
blindly, at the hateful face. He kept
It down, but It wouldn't go under the
water completely. ...

Adam Ball began to drift as though
lifeless down tho stream. Bill Dale
followed, still fighting ywkly, choking
as he breathed. But soon be ceased
to strike. He saw. Instead of the beast-
Ilka face, flashes as of distant summer
lightning, and red blotches against a
thick blackness. The blotches faded,
and nil became dark to him; be
pitched forward, gasping, and began
to drift down the stream with the
vanquished Bait

Babe Uttleford was standing In the
water to her knees. When Data suc-
cumbed to utter exhaustion, she start-
ad toward him, to save him from
drowning. She felt strangely drawn
toward the big, white, dean man who
had whipped the Goliath she bad al-
ways dreaded. Bat she bad gone only
a few yard* toward the center of the
river when John Moreland and Sam
Heck reached tho unconscious figures.

Heck dragged Ball to the Uttleford
bank and left him lying there, face
downward, on tho sand. Moreland half
carried, half dragged Bill Dale to the
other bank. Baba Uttleford waded
ont. She paid absolutely no attention
to the worsted bully. She stood In-
tently watching the limp form of Dale.

"Is he dead. John Moreland?" she
called trenraUwsly.

"No, Babe," Moreland answered, hla
voice not unkind; “ha ain’t anyways
nigh dead."

He and Sam Hack took up Dale’s
dripping figure and bore It away. Babe
Uttleford ran to higher ground, hid
herself behind a clump of sassafras
and watched *hqn

Granny Heck followed with Dale’s
cost and hat. She chattered alt the
way across the meadow—-

“Now what did I tell ye. John and
•Sam? What did I tell ye? La, la I
Wasn’t It a master fight, like I said—-
now wasn’t Itr

“Sometimes ya make me e little
tired, granny-woman." Moreland re-
monstrated gently. “The* ain’t nothin’
In forcbonc- tailin’. You’ve Jest been
here fo’ so long tat you know how to
Jfldge tho future by the past. And
you’re a tol’able good guesser, too, I
reckon."

Granny Heck flared up quickly:
“Ain’t nothin’ In forcbune-tellln’ I
Now don’t go and fool yeseif. John
Moreland. Yon listen to me about a
half minute, John. I seed more In the
cop ’an I told Mr. Bill. 1 seed blood
and daath. I seed a big fight atwlxt
tho Morelands and the Uttlefonls I"

"Tkatta easy to guess at,” John
Moretand replied. "You know, o’

tat Blade A<|tm will do all be
can to bring trouble to us on account
& BUI Dole a-stsyln’ with us. And
yon know It ain’t never ouposslble to
batch up war a tween ns and the Lit-
Uefortta. Jest ran on ahead. Granny
Heck, and tell my wife to bunt up
¦°mo kind o* good liniment fo* Bill’s
brnlsea, Tell bar the needn’t to waste
Brno adookln’ up any bandages. This

kara Is Ilka me: be wouldn’t wear
bandages, ’cause they look bad,"

Wban Data came back to a state of
cooedoress, be was lying under
corara In the carved black walnut be*.
Badda Mm Mood John Moreland, who
bald In ana hand a bawl containing a
bat barb brew that hta wife bad pre-
pared. Granny Heck, her son By. and
Mrs. Moretand stood not flat away.

mto heraH bo good to ye, I think."
aald Moretand, nodUng toward tho
bowl In bis hand. Bdkwent over and
pnt aa arm around Dale’s shoulders
and helped him to eta up.

Data drank fbe stuff with difficulty.
‘Much obliged," ho mattered thickly." tatta nee, did I whip—how did It

•ndT He didn’t tick me, did ho—that
fellow Ball?"

•He shore didn't,- nulled Moreland,

hr n big eight. Be fall out fust
Hl* awn pap won’t hardly know him.
Blur*
• ' * • • • • •

Haws travels rapidly In the big hills.
"• Morelands began to gather at the
boms at their chief to see the man
who bad whipped Black Adam Ball;
a*y Moretand able to walk came to
osa BUI Data. Fer three boors be wee
Uontaad, but he didn’t enjoy It; the
water bad left many pains In hla
'boot, and his bead achad duUy, and
hla hands still felt as though the boneswore shattered la them.

* thundershower that after-
noon, and the mountain evening fell
wltfc *cfatlL a Are waa made In the

*oo* fireplace la the goaefs
*om. and when supper was over the
Mmlly gathered there with Data, who
rafloaod to be kept la bed.

tafter a few min*t of silently
*btagrotesque shadows flitacross
thfl log Malta, Date aald to John More-
land;

FOOT brother David could know,
don’t yonjhlnk he'd want you to get
the value ant of the cnair

“

John Moretand bent fte-tanl to rest
his chin to hta hands, Hta sober grey

otorad thoughtfoi^ptoward the

Th Combat Grew Hotter
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T ain’t never looked at It that-away.- be said.
That’* tbs right way to look at It."

declared Dale. “But yon shouldn't
•**Ba property as It la."

The mountaineer turned an Inquir-
ing {pee toward his guest.

“How In. thunder could 1 handle It
-ef I didn’t T"

_

"Why not let me develop It for
your Da: said earnestly, eagerly. T
won’t Clurge yon anything above ex-
panses, and I won’t be extravagant."

“It’d take cooald'abie money to start
things a-movin’. Have you got Itr
asked Moreland. -

“No* bat 1 can get It. Almost toy-
bafly would be willing Ip land money
on so good a thing ns this. y’know.’’

For a little while Moreland sat them
and looked squarely at Dale, who re-
turned his gaze without a sign of
flinching. The hillman was trying to
And a motive. *

“How comes It ’at you. who ain’t
knowed us but two days," he de-
manded. “can be so much Int'raated
In tr

The question demanded a straight-.
forward answer. Dale realized that
there was but one way In which he
ould give a satisfactory explanation,
and that that was by telling the truth-
hut nut the whole truth, as he
surmised It. for then bis efforts would
go for naught.
* Moreland was speaking again, and
bla eye* were brighter now.

“1 agree 'at David would want os
to develop the coal, ef he could know.
IPs like a light a-breakln’ to me. But
that coal la sacred to os. Bill Dale,
and afore ye go any fa’tber 11) hsf
to ax ye to tell roe all about yeseif.
A. city man up here In the wilderness —

It don’t look S*plciouß, Bill, roebbe,
bot—well, I hopes ye can pardon wo
to axin' it I shore got to be keef-
fol about Brother David’s coal. Addle
and the boys’ll go out and- leave jest

os two In here; and when ye’re a-talk-
ln’ to me it’s the same as talkin’ to a
tombstone so fer as tellln’ ta con-
sarned. Addle, honey; Utke, you and
Gale—"

Mrs. Moreland and her sons arose
and left the room, closing the door be-
hind them. Bill Dale paced the floor,
arms folded, brows drawn. Finally he
halted before the Moreland chief.

“There’s nothing I'm ashamed of. 1
guess,” he said. T don’t like to tell it
slwiriy because I don’t like to tell It
But—Til do It"

Be sat down In hla aheepsktn-llned
rocker, lay back and closed hts eyes
aa though to visualize the story, to
live It over.

“Maybe It’s not very roucb in my
favor, John Moreland," he began. “I
never coaid get along with my parents,
or with the aet I waa bom Into. Some-
how. I was different Father abd
mother wanted me to be a dandy; they
even wanted me to let a servant dress
roe. The climax came when they tried
to marry roe to a young wotnan who
didn’t want me any more than 1 want-
ed her."

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

“You see, they wanted to marry us
in order to unite old Clavering's for-
tune and my dad's; Patricia, like me.
was an only child. It had been all cut
and dried for us, for years. They put It
up to nte like this: they said 1 owed it to
them, 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 thar kind. I fell for It at Inst; It
was sort of a matter of self-defense.
With Patricia, It was a case of—well,
a case of simple obedience. Pat Is a
good girl. . .

A minute of silence; then:
“HI hurry along with it, John More-

land. 1 hud one flue friend back there.
It was Itobert McLaurin, a reporter
on the city’s leading newspaper. My
parents didn’t take to him because he
was a worker, and not a fop. Moilier
wanted Pat’a cousin. *poor dear Har-
ry* Clavering, for my best man. ’Poor
dear Harry’ and 1 had a fight, once
upon a time, and I—l bad whipped
him; ana 1 didn’t like him. 1 chose
Bobby McLaurin for my best man, and
1 wouldn’t give him up.

“It was only when we met liefore
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. 1 turned my head and
saw the same shadow in the eyes of
my greatest friend. Hobby McLaurin.
1 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 happiness. .

“I couldn't see anything else to do,
so I ran. I went home, pulled off my
wedding rig and put' on the clothes
Pro wearing now, threw some things
Into a bag and hurried down to the
union station. 1 found that 1 could
have my choice between a filer for
Atlanta and the the train that
brought me here. I bought passage to
Atlanta, but I never meant to use It;
I meant to take the other train and
pay a cash fare. In doing that. 1
ho;>ed to lose myself from them. I
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-sbed, and
1 hadn't been there a minute when
Bobby McLaurin came. 1 asked him
how he knew where to find me. He
said:

“*1 thought you wouldn’t care t*
stay here after doing what you did,
and 1 wanted to ray good-by. Bill.’ He
always called me that, and It made
me feel like a man. Then I put tuy
bag down and took him by both shoul-
ders and told him this:

" ’Look here, Bobby, I’m going to
give you some advice, and you taka
It. You steal Pat and marry her. Steal
Pat and marry her if yon have to live
In a bole In a hillside. You’re as good
os any of them, and lota better than
most of them. You can work your way
to a better salary. You see,’ I told
him. *we get about what we deserve
In this world. Most of os don’t deserve
much.'

"1 asked him If mother was badly
cut up. He said she was; that she had
fainted. Dad swore aloud, he aald.
there in church. I told Bobby good-by
and got aboard the train without say-
ing anything about where I was go-
ing—but 1 didn’t know myself where
1 waa going, at the time.

"Now you've beard 1C Every word
was truth. If you’ll trust me with the
eoal, HI make rhte T-Ti.ml your
peoplejriy, n- -ytgT m Buffer with you

y>u suffer, and be happy with
you when you’re happy; and when you
fight, m fight with you."

The Moreland chief arose, and Bill
Oalq arose. Jh* billnmn put out bis

**l belie* In ya. Bill." M John
Moreland “Fo* another thing, Pto
•red ye fight. Ton can wart the esaL"

lie looked toward the dosed Inner
door and called “Oh, Addle: roe and
the bora can come back new *

Out o t the night a face appeared at
one of the samll arlndowa. It wan a
feminine face and handsome rather
than pretty. Two Blender, eoahwvned
hands pipped the window-ledge nerv-
ously. The face preaeed closer to the
Ctaaa. then disappeared goon after-
ward the outer door at the fneet*a
room opened and Ban Ltttlsflord’a
daughter entered Bar aklrta warn
dripping wet.

Mr*. Moreland aroaa and fad to-
ward the yotmg woman. She knew
that only something at great Impor-
tance could bring a Uttleford Into bar
home Id this fashion.

•What'a the matter. Baber
Babe Uttleford gave no attention

to Mrs. Moreland She went "on ta
BUI Dale, walking softly on hare float

“Black Adam Is a-goln’ to kill you
tonight. BUI Dele."

“That aof Dale’s smile was rather
grim. “How did yon find that ont
Mias Llttlefordr

“I found it oat, nil right As he
went off from the river this morale*.
I made fun of him; and he patted the
stock of his rifle and said he’d git you
through a window! Re was at our
bouse this evenin’ to help flz pap's
gun. and when he left be started this
way, a-goln' by the blpwed-down syca-
more. I waded the"Mver at Blue Oat
shoals to beat him here. I thought you
mjght want to know about It so'a ye
could roebbe save other folks the trou-
ble o’ makin' a funeral fo’ ye."

She backed toward the door, her
eyes never leaving Dale’s face. Another
second, and site was gone.

They were all on thalr feet now.
John Moreland gripped Dale's arm.

“Over thar aside o’ the chi mb ley.
BUIr he ordered, his native drawl for
the moment absent' 1 “Out Addle,
honey I Luke, bring my rUU-and hat—-
jump keen! Cate, bring water and
drownd this here Are!"

It was dune. Moreland took his bat
and the retwater and want alone into
the night

When some fifteen minutes bad*
passed, there came to Dale’s ears tbs
sound of shooting. There were ten
shots In such rapid succession that they
made almost a continuous roar. Than
came echoes and reverberation*, and
then silence. Soon John Moreland let
himself Into the dark room.

Ills wife's voice was low and filled
with anxiety:

“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 oxwhlp to take
ulong. 1 went acrost the road and Into
the meadow, and thar I seen Adam
Ball a-comln*. 1 bid, and whan Adam
was about to pass me. I Jumped op
and jerked bla rifle from him nod
busted It ag'tn a rock. Then I lights
in amf thrashes him with the oxwhlp
ontel he broke and run. And ’en this
here happened.'Addle:

“1 was a-watrhln’ to see ef Adam
hud reely went off, when I seed a man
n-cornin’ toward me fast. 1 thought
It was Ball, o' course. So I op and
tells him to show me how fast he can
run and commences a-sbootln* over
his bead to skeer him. But It didn't
happen to be Adam Ball—lt was Ben
Uttleford! lie Was a-foUerln’ Babe
to see what she was up to, o’ courae."

“How do ye know It"Was Ben. pap?"
Caleb asked.

“How do 1 know?” growled Jtgin

Mon-land. “When I got through a-
shootin', he hollers at me and aaya;
Tomorrow, John Moreland.’ he says,
•we’ll have a little Gettysburg o’ our
own!' And I might mind ye, Otl*. 'at
be keeps his word the same at 1 do."

“And Uttleford meant a—• began
Dale.

“That the’ll be a big flghi tomor-
row," said Moreland. “Bill Dale. In
a-tnakln' Ibis land yore land and these
people yore people. Pm a-feard ye’re
a-goln' to git roore’n ye expected, meb-
he more’n ye can handle. Do ye want
to back out of It and let the coal go,

or are ya one o' these fellers who
chaws what they bites off f It's a
buss's head?” .

T'H stick." Dais’s voice came firm-
ly In the darkness. Til stick."

(Continued Next Week).
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Dr. b. h. camalier,
DENTIST,

Leonard town, Md.

AP. KING.
• ATroßsrr at-Law,

T<wnitrdto*r . Md

P HENRY ('AMALIEK
¦ ATTORNEY AT LAW

Leonard town. Md.

A. Dana Hodifdon John H. T. Briscoe

UODGIMJN4 BRISCOE
11 ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Leonard town, Md.

DR. r. V, HAVPKK.
DENTIST.

I/wiHlnsa. M.-

VY/m mevkkell loker
??

. ATTORNEY AT LAW
Leonard loan, Md.

W. H. Moore & Co.
s

Leaf Tobaeeo and

Commission Merchants
307 SOUTH CHARLES BT.,

i
BALTIMORE. MD.

THE LATEST
Patterns In

WALL PAPER
15c apiece; Gilt 18c apiece.

Window Shades, All tCelere
36x72, 65c, 80e and 91.25
36z*>, me. 90c and 91.50

42x90, 92.50: 4H*9O, 93.30;
Mx9U, 93.75.

Lucas Paint, 30c a pound,
Floor Stains, 65c a quart.

Thomas fc Messer. Co.
1015 West Baltimore Street

Baltimore. ||o.
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FIDELIS REALTY CORPORATION {
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Reel Estate and Insurance Brokers ; |
> . M

1 Fh'r Ju otH"hUr, Marine ani lift 1!
>

.

o
| Insurance
\* o ¦For the Beat and Quickest Results List with Us. 11
;

.

VB HAVE & CLIENT FOR YOUR PROPERTY ;;

|[ OFRCE-HOTEL ST. MARY’S HJIDINC jj
< • LBONAHDTUWN, ML). ( i

o,• • o
is>ii>SM>i mil

Partial Payment Plan
Jot the purchase of

INVESTMENT SECURITIES
,

V

DIVIDENDS ON STOCKS, INTEREST
ON BONDS CREDITED TO YOUR
ACCOUNT FROM THE TIME OF
YOUR FIRST PAYMENT.

**

BOOKLET ON REQUEST.

"Xiberty
_ Bonds

All Issues , v
Large or Small

W. B. HIBBS & COMPANY
Hibbs Hu tiding

7*l Fifteenth St. Washington, /). C
*

MEMBERS:
St/w York Stock Kxchmife Slock Exciting*
New York Cotton Excitant's Chicago Board of Trade

WESTERN MARYLAND COLLEGE
WESTMINSTER, Ml).

REV. A. NORMAN WARD, D. 1)., President

For Young Men and Young Women in Separate Departments.

Fifty-Fifth Year Begins September 20, 1921
ADMISSION. Graduate* from approved /our veer High Schools admitted

without conditions. Fifteen units rooitip*i! ,

CURRICULUM up to date. Eight course* leading In A. ll.’ degree grouped
about these major*: English, History, or Political Science. Mathematics
or I’hyslc*. Chemistry or Biology, Win or Greek, Modern language*,Education, Home Economic* (four years). Courncs which prepare forLaw, Theology, Medicine. Engineering may lie elected. Special coursesin Speech. Voice, and Piano. Military Training. R O. T. C.

EQUIPMENT complete. Thirty acre campus; a new athletic Held; college farm;
modern buildings; comfortable living accommodations; laboratories;
library; gymnasium; power and heating plant. *

LOCATION unexcelled. 1000 feet above the sea in the highlands of Maryland. /
Pure air, pure water, charming scenery. Thirty miles from Baltimore. #

BOARD AND TUITION. *350
SCHOLARSHIPS The charge for tuition i* *IOO, Until August l.rHh, Tuition

Scholarship*, good for one year** regular tuition, at any time daring
the next twenty years and transferable, will be sold In any number for
•75 each.

fl-2-3m. Prospectus por 1021-22 on Application.

St. Mary’s Auto & Implement Co., Inc.

international Harvester
McCormick Deering

Tractors
FARM MACHINERY Rl PAIRS

Gas Oils Accessories I
Carbon Burned Tires Vulcanised

XPERT REPAIRING FREE AIK

Swift’s Fertilizers J
On hand at all times.

OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS ; \i
rxßiM T.JUg. A. WJAO c. a URKKHWUX
VicsrsmuiNT. Us. U it. JOHNaiN JUW. at. MATriHULT I
saxmxr.UoWs.K HotMiKS .

TKSAHt'MKK.I.A. Mt'KAH. , 11————^^"^
'7 4 X

E. VOIGT
-Manufacturing Jeweler

>25 7th SC. N. W., - - Washington, O. C.

OUR GOODS ORE FULLY QURRANTBED.

Everybody baa aome friend whom
they with to make happy. It may ’

be Mother or Father, Sister or Bro-
ther. It may be a Wife or it may
be a Sweetheart—and often Them-
selves.

Oar stock of Jewelry and Bric-a-
Brac ia complete. Each piece haa
been carefully selected and we feel
utiafied that a visit from you will
bear oa out that we have aa fins a
selection aa can be found anywhere.

Any article that yon may select
will be laid aside and delivered when
wanted.

WATCHES DIAMONDS EMBLEMS
BINGS SILVERWARE CLOCKS
BRONZES PRAYER BOOKS MEDALS.

MONUMENTS &TOMBHTONES
T. A. SULLIVAN

3061 M St. N. W. WASHINGTON, O. C.
.

Harry M. Jones , Agent ,
- - Lraudbun. M<L
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