
SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTKR 1.-Tounf Carlyto Wllburton
'Omit, or "Bill Data," aa ha atocta to ba
known, aon of a wealthy coal operator.
John K. Daia. arrivaa at the Halfway
¦witch, la oaatara Taonaaaea. abandon-
inar a Ufa of Idle aaaa and incidentally a

a, brMa, Patricia Clavartas. at the altar—-
' Sotarmlnad to make his own way In Ufa.

Ho meats "Baba” Littieford, typical
mountaineer girl. "By"” Hack a charac-
grof the hills, takas him to iohn Mora-

to chief of hta
r*uC Ilr,u> ,b*

Utthforai. Re tolls Dais of the kllllnsof his brother, David Moreland, years
ao. owner of rich coal deposits, by a
man named Carlyle. Moreland's descrip-
tion of “Carlyle’* causes Dais to bells vs
tbs man waa his father.

CHAPTER IL—Dale arranges to make
hla home with the Moreland family, tor
whom ha entertains a deep respect.

CHAPTER lll.—Talking with "Bake"
Littlclord neat day. Dale to ordered by
"Black Adam” Ball, bully of the district,
to leave **hto girt” alone. Dale replies
spiritedly, and they light. Dale whips
ths bully, though badly ussd Up. Hs ar-
ranges with John Moreland to develop
David’s coal dsposits. Ben LitUcford
sends a challenge to John Moreland to
meet him with bto followers nest day. In
battle. Moreland agrees.

CHAPTER IV

Thg Mystsry of tho Rifles.
An hour after John Uoretsml had

aont hta ten rifle bullets whining over
the head of Ben Llttleford, every
Moreland and every Llttleford In the

' valley knew of the declaration of war.
And each man of them oiled hla weap-
ons and put them In better working
order.

When Dale went to bed, there was
too much on hta mind to render sleep-
ing easy for him. Tomorrow be would
have to help In the fight against the Llt-
tleforda. kinsmen of the young woman
who had saved him, without doubt,
from death by the murderous rifle of
the mountaineer Oollath—or break hla
word flatly. It was a poor return for
such a favor I The longer be thought
over the dilemma, the more perplexed
he became.

He thought, too, of the everlasting
wonder, the tall of John Moreland’s
bedtime prayer. How a man could go
down on hta knees and ask the bless-
ings of the Almighty upon men whom
he meant to fight the next day was
a thing that BUI Dale could not under-
stand.

It was after midnight before he
slept He woke at the break of day,
arose and dressed himself, and went
out Uolng toward the flower-filled
front yard, he found himself facing a
very angry John Moreland.

"What's the matter?" he asked.
"Matter enough,’’ clipped the moun-

taineer. “BUI Dale, I’m a-gotn’ to as
you a question, and I want the truth.
Will I git itr

• "You'll get the truth If you get any-
thing. Shoot the question."

"All right What do you know about
my gun?”

"About as much as you know of the
left hind wheel of Ben liar’s chariot.
What’s wrong with It?”

Moreland’s eyes were steady and

Moreland’s Eyes Were Steady and
Cold.

cold. He thrust his bands Into the
pockets of his corduroy trousers. Then
hla face softened a trifle.

*T reckon I ought to ax yore par-
don," he said In a low voice. "Ye see.
my gun’s plumb gone!”

“You had It only last night,” Dale
¦aid. “Did It disappear—”

"Whilst I slept," cut in the blllman.
"Both &my guns is gone. And Luke's
repeater Is gone, and so is Cale’s, And
we batn't got nothin' at all to fight
them d—d Littlefords with I”

“Gone I” Dale exclaimed wondering-
ly and—lt seemed to him—astnlnely.

"It must ha' been the Littlefords, 1
guess,” frowned'Moreland. "Fo’ be-
cause who else would ha’ done UT But
to save the life o’ me 1 caln’t see hew
they got In and took my rifle without
wakln’ me up. BIU Dale. 1 slept twlcet
as light as a sick mouse.”

Within ten more minutes, every man
of the Morelands was gathered there
at the house of their chief —and every
man of them bad lost their weapons
during the night!

John Moreland called Dale aside
and aald to him:

"You're high on the good aide o’
then thar triflin' Hecks, and. so fer
as they know, you ain't Int'rested In
the feud. I wisht you'd go down thar
and see By and bis mother, and see
ef ye can find out whar our rifles
went"

When Dale had gone off down the
dusty oxwagoo road, Caileb Moreland
climbed a tall eah that grew behind
hi* father's cabin and kept a watch
toward the Llttleford side of the river.
He saw a group of men standing In
Ben Llttleford’s cabin yard, and noth-
ing else.
L A little more than a quarter of an

hour after Dale left John Moreland

he entered by the gateless gateway at

the cabin of the Hecks. It was a di-
lapidated place, and It stood not far
from the river. My aat In the front
doorway; he was lastly cutting a new
midday sun mark In the place of the
worn old one. Behind biro oat his
mother, who was busily knitting a
gray yarn stocking.

The moonshiner looked up and start-
.ed quickly to bis feet.

“HI. thar. Hill, old boy!” he greeted
cordially. “My gosh, but ye've come
at the right time, shore. We're a-goln'
to have young squirrels fo' dinner, and
a b'lled humshuuk with string beans,

and cawnbread made with the yeller
o' hen alga. Live whilst ye do live,
*T I. Come right In. Bill, old boy.”

*’La, h, la!” cried Granny Heck,

looking over the brass rims of her
spectacles. “How glad 1 am to see ye,
Mr. Bill! Come right In and tell us
the news.”

Bill Itale.crossed the threshold and
accepted a creaking chair. His eyes
took In at a sweeping glance the home-
made dining table with Its cover of red
oilcloth, the broken cast-iron stove, the

1 strings of dried (teppers hanging on
r the log walls, the broken stiliwurm
Ir lying In the corner.
t "The Littlefords," said Dale, “have
>. declared war.”
- “Bakes!" laughed the old woman.
{ “We kuowed that last night when we

heered them ten shots.”
i -'"And all the Moreland rifles are
- missing.” Dale watched the effect of
1 his words.
. “Wflatl” the Hecks cried In one
1 voice.
, Their surprise seemed genuine.

I Dale pressed the subject further and
, learned only that If they knew uuy-

r thing Concerning the disappearance

t of the rifles they were nut going to
I tell. Then he started homeward byway

of the'pool above the blown down syc-
j a more.

, There was a chance that Ben Llttle-
> ford's daughter would be there Ashing.
. Dale told himself, and It was barely

i iMjsslbte that she could throw some
, light on the mystery of the rifles.

He crossed the river by meaus o(
the prostrate tree. Babe was there;

, she sat on the stone on which she hud
been sitting the inurulug before; ber
buck was to him, and her bare feet

I were in the water to her ankles. Dale
i went up close, stopped aud gathered

a liacdfui of violets and dropped them
over her shoulder aud into her lap.

Babe looked around and smiled.
. "What luck. Miss A.itUeford?"

'‘Mottlin’. I don't much want to
ketch anything,” she said slowly, a
spirit of sadness In her musical voice.
“I—l Jest come off down here to be
w-har it’s quiet. Vuu ought to hear the
noise ’a: pup aud the rest of ’em is

i a makln!”
Dale narrowed his eyes. “Are they—-

ef. making a noise? And what about?”
"My goodness gracious alive! You’d

Ihluk so ef ye could lienr ’em! V’ought
to hear pap cuss John Moreland!"
She shrugged her pretty shoulders.

{ lifted the small end of her rod to its
[ |roper place, and went on, “I never

did see pap half as mud us he was
when he got home lust night from
a-follerlu’ me."

“Mad at you?” asked Dale.

“Mad at Your Askad Dais.

“No; but he would ha’ been ef he
hadn't ha’ had all bis madness turned
ng'ln them Morelands. You knuwed
about pup's trouble on yan side o’ the
river last nightT"

"Yes. I knew about that." Dale an '

awered slowly. “Hut John Moreland
thought your father was my antago-

nist of yesteray.”
"An—antagonist r Babe muttered

inquiringly. “What’s thatT’
”1 mean Aaaiu Ball, y'know."
“Ob. That's what 1 told pap. But

pep he wouldn't believe 11. and be
won’t never believe It—’cause he don’t
w ant to believe At. I told him at John
Moreland wasn't a-shoutin' to hit..am!
he wouldn't believe that, neither. Pup's
as hard-headed as a biiudle cow, when

-he gits a fool notion on biro. What—-
what did them Morelands say about
their guns a-betn' goner

Dale straightened.
"How did you And that out?”
“Don't matter bow I” She smiled

almost saucily. ”1 knowed about It
afore you did. Mr. Bill Dale. Don’t
you think whoever done It done a kind
thing?"

"To disarm the Morelands so that
when the enemy comes they will have
nothing with which to defend them-
selvear Dale didn't know much
about these bill feuds. “No. Miss Llt-
tleford, 1 can't say that 1 think It was
a kind thing to do.”
*

Miss Llttleford arose and faced
Dale. Her cheeks were flushed. .

~
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"Has the tneay comer she de-

manded icily.
-No. but—”
"All right.” the young Woman broke

In sharply. “Ifth many ledn't come
wbat're yon a-klckia' aunitr

Her brown eye* were full of Are.

They defied, and" they withered, and
BUI Dale suddenly felt that bexwas
¦mailer and of less account In the
Scheme of things than that uneducat-
ed, wildlysuperb creature (bat stood
before him.

“I beg pardon.” Dale said evenly. "I

didn't mean fo offend, y'know.”
His quick contrition struck the girl.

Her mouth quivered. She dropped
her tUhiug-rud. and began to toy ab-
sently with the end of ber long, thick
plait of brown balr.

"I've seed so much o' this flghttn*,”

she murmured tremulously, “that It
makes me go to pieces. I ought to beg
yore pardon, mebbe. and Id-do. .

.
.

I’ve seed ¦ good many hne. strong

men brought home dead or a-dyto’
from the Moreland bullets. And the
Littlefords has killed Morelands, too.
One aide about as many os t’other. I
reckon. I’d be glad to give my life
to atotTft I”

“111 help you. If I can.” Dale told
her. “Perhaps we can make friends
of the Morelands and yonr people.”

“You don't know what a bard thing
It’d be,” she replied tearfully. “The
two sets has bated each other ever
aence 1 can rlckollect. And you won’t
be here very long. 1 reckon."

"I may be here for the rent of my
life,” said Dale.

“Is It the coal?” Inquired Babe.
“Partly—yea, It’a the coal. I’m go-

ing to develop It for the Morelands.”
Babe looked at him with a tiny her-

ald of hope In her eyes. Before she
could" speak again there came from
somewhere back in the meadow the
souqd of her father's voice—-

“Babe! O-oh, Babel”
“Cornin' I” cried the girl, half turn-

ing. “Weil try to make ’em friends;
weil try. Old Major Bradley, he’ll be
up here afore lung to spend the sum-
mer, and beil help us. a mighty
good man; you're shore to like him.
He gen'alljr stays with us when he's
here. You go easy with John More-
land ! But when ye git him, ye’ll have
'em all. I’ll work on pup. The' ain’t
no danger o’ trouble right now, any-
ways. Goodhy. Bill Dale!”

“One moment. Miss Llttleford.” and
he took a step after her. “Are you
sure there’s no danger right now?"

Babe halted, faced about nervously,
and smiled a little.

“Don’t call me ‘Miss’ no more,” sold
| she. “It makes me feel old. Call me

what everybody else calls me, ef ye
don’t mind. Why, every one o’ the
l.lttlefords lost their rifles last night
tho same as the Morelands did I Meet
me here at sundown, and lit tell ye
about4t. Goodby. Bill Dale!”

“Goodby, Butte!” he smiled.

CHAPTER V.

At ths River Again.
John Moreland mot Dale at the gale.
“What did ye flud out?"
“I learned.” was the answer, “that

the Littlefords all lost their guns Just
as the Morelands did.”

’The devil I”
The mountaineers begun to crowd

ibout Dale.
“And who.” bslwml their leader, “do

ye think dune it7”
Bill Dale shook his head slowly and

threw out his hands.
“How should 1 know 7“ He went

on: “Babe told me about the Llttleford
guns disappearing. 1 saw her down
at the river; she was fishing.”

"Did she say anything.” pursued
John Moreland. “ ’at sounded like she
knowed whar them guns went to?”

“She told me,” said Dale, “she would
give her life to stop the lighting. She
seemed rather badly worked up over
It."

From the caMn’s front doorway came
a woman’s sorrowful voice:

“And me. too; I’d give my life to
stop this here tight In’. I had a boy.
a big, strappln’ boy—”

John Moreland frowned toward bis
wife and Interrupted, “Now. Addle,
honey, don’t do that."

If ended the talk.
Mrs. Moreland dried her eyes on a

corner of her freshly Ironed gingham
apron, and announced the noonday
meal. The mountaineers dispersed.
Grandpap Moreland went away claw-
ing at his long white beard and grum-
bling over the lost of his beloved old
Lancaster.

An hour later Dale cornered the
Moreland leader on the vine-hung
front porch and suggested that they
look over the coal property that after-

_noon. He waa eager to go to work,
eager to be doing something worth
while, he told Moreland. The blllman
stood very still for what seemed to
the other a very long time, and had
no word to say. Evidently thq. feud
had all Jtls mind now.

When he did speak, he said simply:
“All right, BUI."

After half an hour of fighting their
way through thickets of blooming lau-
rel and ivy. they drew up before an
old and mildewed cabin at the north
end of David Moreland's mountain.
Aloreland led the way In and pointed
to s spot under n small,, paneless win-
dow.

“Thar." said he, ’is whar we found
my brut Mr David.” .-

Tbe two men turned for the point
at which the coal vein ran out to ths
light of day.

itole picked up a piece of the shin-
ing black stuff. Judging by tbe tittle
he knew and the great amount of de-
scription be had heard, the vein was
very large and the coal itself of the
flnest grade.

“It was a big And." be told hla com-
panion, “a big And. It was a pity to
let It lie here untouched for so lone;
asd yet It’s worth more today than It
was ever worth before.”

His enthusiasm ran warm, and More-
land caught It quickly. Together they
hastily planned nut tbe little railroad
that was to wind Its way through the
wilds and connect with the big rmll-
f-ond at the Halfway switch.

"I know I’m a doin' right about It,"
the mountaineer said twice for the
benefit f his conscience. “I know
pore iHivid he would want me to do
this ef he could know.”,

“I’m sure, of It." agreed Dale. /TH
start for Cincinnati tomorrow. I’ve
got enough money to take ms there
and back. 1 have a very wealthy
friend there—his name Is Harris; 1
think 1 can borrow enough from him
to finance the beginning of this thing.
And i’ll buy a locomotive and cmra,
and all the other nccefeaary machinery,
while I’m in Cincinnati—unless 1 fall
to get tbe money from Harris. When
1 get back, which should be within
eight days. we’U start the work. At
a guess. I’d say we’ll need twenty
men. Can we get them?”

“Shore," nodded the mountaineer.
"And all Morelands at that."

They turned homeward. At last
Bill Dale wg ha nor. He bad florae-

thine to do now-—Hu “Be
bad difficulties to overcome.
to remove, barrier* to naonnt-!t
was his big chance!

• *•••••

It was almost sundown when Dale
returned from bis visit to the coal
vein—Big Pine mountain hid the sun
at a little after three In the afternoon.
Me borrowed a tubing rod and a min*,
now pail, which made bis going to the
river seem proper enough to John
Moreland, and set out to meet Babe

Uttleford. •‘He • glad that nobody
expressed a desire to accompany him.

.> found Ben Llttleford’s daughter
where be bad found her twice before—-
sitting on a atone the aize of a small
barrel. She was fishing with an un-
belted hook, which was equal ta fish-
ing not at all. and she seemed
when aha aaw him coming. Ua sat
down on tha stone at her side. She
moved over a little shyly, and tried to
cover her feet with her calico skirts.

“Needn’t bother to hide them “

laughed Bill Dale. “They’re pretty
enough. Most feet, y’know, are neces-
sary evils, like chimneys and rain-
spouts 1"

Babe Uttleford blushed. He went
on, to bide her confusion. “Tell mS
about the rifles."

“*ou must shore keep it a secret.”
she told him.

“1 promise.”

“Better put yore book In. so’s ef any-
body comes along—“

Dale threw out an empty book.
“Iwant to tell ye some other things

foot, so’s ye’ll oodorstand better when
1 come to the part about the rifles,”
Babe began, looking thoughtfully,
across the water to where a kingfisher
sat In watchful waiting. She rgnin-

ued slowly, choosing her words care-*
fully. “1 was brought up to bate them
Morelands, but—l don’t think 1 do. MyJ
people Is jest like the Morelands. The
biggest difference ye can find is that
one side mostly grey eyes like;
yon ami t’other side mostly baa brown
eyes lll.e me. Alt but their sverlastin’
fightin’. they’re good people. Bill Dale.

“Each side, yc see. Is brought op to
bate t’other side. I’m ashamed to tell

i It, but—l understand the fust plain-
words my Uncle Saul Llttleford's last
baby said was these here: *D—n John,
Moreland !* It started a long time ago,'
and it started over nothin*, tirnndpap 1
Uttleford and John Moreland's papi
got in u dispute over whether Kaln- (
lucky was In Vtrglnny or Nawth Oa'-
llner, and went to fightin* about It.'
Forty soon my Uncle Saul and Abner.
Moreland happened along, and they;
went to fightin’, too. Thank goodness,.
It was on Sunday, and none of ’em
didn't have their rifles with 'em. What-'
ever else we are or ain’t up here, Bill-
Dale, we gen’ally respects the Sabbath-
day to keep It holy. ..." \

“1 see,” Dale muttered sympathet-
ically. '

“I’veseen my own mother set down
in the floor and taka her boy’s head
in her lap—oh. such n big, fine boy be
was!—while the blood ran through h4t
dress from a Moreland's ballet. He
died with mother’s arms and mine
around him. It was all we could do
fo* him. was to love him. I've seen sis-
ters watch their brothers die from
Moreland bullets, and young wlmmeu
watch their sweethearts die, and wives
watch ffielr husbands die . . . „

“1 tell yon, BUI Dal. them More-
lands never misses when they have
even half a fair shot You'd be puf-
fectly safe In a-leCtin* any of ’em shoot
dime* from atwaan yore linger and
thumb all day. And It’s the same way
with the Llttlefocde They're fighters,
too, every one and they don't give In
any more than the Morelands does.

*

“Addle Moreland knows what It is
to take her dyln* boy’s bead In her lap.
whilst blood run through -her dress to
her knees. Bis name was Charley,'
and be was bad; he’d drink, and oncet
he shot op CartersvlUe. But Addle,
she alius loved him better n Caie or
Luke. Wlmmen Uke her sllus loves
the worst boys the best; ’cause they
need It the moat, the worst boys does.

“it’s the wlmmen that pays. Bill
Dale, when the’a fightin'. The wlm-
men o’ this valley Is right now on
needles: they're afeard the men'll find
their rifles. You can guess whnr the
guns went to now, caln’t ye? The aim-
men hid ’em last night atter the men
had gone to sleep I By good luck, they
bad almost n whole night fo* It. You
must be shore to keep It to yourself—-
hut 1 know ye will. Addle Moreland,
she started the Idee. She got Urauny
Moreland to spread the word amongst
the wlmmen o’ my people. When the
fightin* fever sort o’ dies down the
guns'll all be brought back and put
whnr they belong."

She arose and stood there smiling
down upon him. Be was staring at

tha swirling water without seeing It
at all.

Bar voice brought him to himself.
**Wbnt*re you a-thlnkin’ about. Bill

Dalar
Dale went to bis feeL Be saw that

aha was smiling, and he smiled, too.

?"1 was thinking,” be said, “of the
tiffereace between yon and some other
women 1 know."

Her dear brown eyes widened.
“And I reckon 1 seem purty no ‘count,
don’t 1r

“Wo, not at aIL It Is—er. suite the
oppodts, Babe. You make hem ap-
pear unreal, artificial."

Babe Llttleford's countenance bright-
ened. She did not doubt that be meant
it. Be was not of the sort that nat-
tered. She began to Uke BiU Dale at
that asms moment.

And Bill Dale told himself as he
went homeward that be was beginning
to Ilka Babe Uttleford. Be did not
fight tha feeling, because It somehow
made tha world seem a better place.

Early the following morning Dais
tnada randy for his journey to Cincin-
nati. Having learned the evening be-
fore that be was going. By Beck bad
coma to accompany him to the Half-
way switch.

The two set out. They bad three
hours H which to cross David More-
land’s mountain before the arrival of
Dale’s train, and they walked lei-
surely.

They had not gone a dozen rods
when there came from somewhere
down near tha river the sound of a
*lo* Shot. Both stopped and faced
nhsnt quickly.

TU ha dadgnmmed ef the Little-
fords ain’t found their wceponsl” ex-
claimed By Beck. "They have, Igod,
as shore ns danglt I”

“How do you know?” Dale’s voice
Was troubled.

"1 shorn know," and Beck narrowed
“'At was Ben Llttleford’s

I hear ad It at the nawth pole The
hdrt IT* been cut off, and It don’t
•wnd Bks other Winchesters.”

"Udldh Moreland was down near the
m

<tTflDK out **• •Prtaghooae
ditch." Dale muttered, facing his wjm-
pnnlon. *1 think we’d better go badL"

Together they went back to |
cabin. John Moreland and his f
and their sen Luka were

'J*t wentfcßhcntsn front gata.jX,

tfer'eyc* rained uuSSSSj lowuftEi
Mrr. Caleb was coming sp through
the meadow, and be carried Ua hat la
hie band.

“Who tired that sbotr asked Data.
“Bee Umeford." John Moreland an-

swered readily.
Two mtontes later Caleb leaped the

old rail fence on the ocher dda at the
road and approached them hastily. Me
was breathing rapidly and his strong
young face was drawn and pale—with
the old hate. „

“Well." said bis iron father, “what
la nr

Caleb held up bla broad-rimmed
black bat and ran a Unger through n
bole la the upper part of the crown’s

> peak.
“He didn’t mlsal" snapped John

Moreland.
“No.” quickly replied Caleb, “he

' didn’t mtsa. Ue don’t never miss. Xou
* know that. pap. as well as ye know

, God made ye. Ue done It Jcat to show
me be meant what be said. He told
me to go and tell yon to gether up

f yore set o’ rabbit-hearted heatberna
and come down to the river to' a load-
and-powder picnic, onlera ye was a-
skeered to cornel Ue said to tell ye
the wtmmenfolks had bid our guns,
and we'd find 'em onder the bouse
floors.”

John Moreland took It with utter
. calmness, though bis face was a little
, pale behind his thick brown beard.

Ue turned to bis wife, who looked at
; him squarely.

“Addle, honey," said be, "I’m mighty
. sorry.”

“Ef—ef you was much sorry. John.”
"Mrs. Moreland half sobbed, "ye

, wouldn’t go down thar to the river.”
”Me a coward7” Moreland appeared

to grow an Inch In stature. "Me let a
Uttleford send me news like this here

1 which Cale brings, and not do nothin’
\ at all about It? 1 thought you knowed
? me better’n that. Addle.”
’ - Ue faced bis two stalwart sons. Al-

ways be was the general, the leader
of his clan. He sent Caleb la one dl-

-1 rectloa and Luke in another, to arouse
' bis kinsmen.
* Then he beckoned to Dale, who had

1 been trying hard but vainly to think
L of something to do or say tbat would
~ be of aid to the cause of the women.

”1 don’t want you in this here mix-
up,” he said decisively. “You must

* stay clean out of IL You ain’t used
* to this way o’ bghtln’. Asides, you're
’( our hope. More’n that, mebbe, you

owe yore life to Babe Llttleford; you
’ caio't get around that. Bill Dale.”

Ue went on. after a moment, “Ef 1
git my light put out today, 1 want ye
to do the best ye can with the coal.

* But o’ course ye will. 1 want ye to
; do me two favors. Bill Dale, ef 1 have
, my light put out today. Will ye do¦ ’em fo’ me, my friend?”

“Certainly,” Dale promised.

“Much Obliged to ye, shore. The
, f6t Is this: 1 want ye to take good

pay out o’ what the coal brings, pay
, fo' yore work. The second Is this: 1

. want ye to go to Ben Llttleford alter
I’m done —pervlded he la yet alive—-

j and tell him about the end o' my bed-
time prayer; 1 want him to know 1

; went him one better, 'at 1 was a big-

r ger man inside 'an him. Remember.
{ Bill, you’ve done promised me. Now

k you go ahead to Cincinnaty, and do
>ost like ye didn't know tbe least thing

; Btmut this trouble we're a-goin' to
* have. So long to ye. an’ good luck I”

“1 don't like the Idea”—Dale began,
when tile big bllltnkn Interrupted

j abarply:
, "Go on I Tou culn’t do no good
‘ here 1”

| Ueck started. Dale turned and fob
i lowed the lanky moonshiner; there

, seemed to be nothing else to do.
When they had reached a point a

| little way above tbe foot of David
> Moreland's mountain, the pair halted

and looked back. They saw the Littio-
fords and the Morelands, every one of
them armed, going toward the river.

? It had a strange and subtle fascina-
tion for Bill Dale, a fascination tbat
be did not then try to understand.

As the fighters reached dangerous
' ground they dropped to ttaelr bands
i and knees and began to crawl through

the tali grasses, the ironweed and tba
meadow clover. They were intent
upon reaching the shelter of the trees
that lined the banks of the river with-
out being seen. The stream here was
more than fifty yards wide; this was
Blue Cat shoals. The two lines of

Dropped to Tholr Hands and
Knoos and Bogan to Crawl Through
the Tall Granee, the Ironweed and
the Meadpw Clover.

trees stood \back a rod or so from the
water, making the Anal shooting dis-
tance pome seventy yards.

Drawled Heck: “Lo’s set down her#
and watch it; hey?”

Dole was silent. Tbe very air was
tilled with tbe spirit of tragedy. Tbe
faroff tinkle of a cowbell seemed
tragic; tragic, too. sounded the song
of a bird somewhere in the tree
branches overhead.

“Did ye hear me, BUI 7”
”1 think,” Dale muttered, “that Td

better not go away nnUl tomorrow.
1 can’t leave matters Uko this. Do
you know of any way to stop that
down there?”

By Ueck shrugged his shoulders.
“Do you know o’ any wiy to atop

the risln’ and settln’ o* the sun?” bo
grinned.

They went back to John Moreland’s
cabin.
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{Continued Next Week).

Subscribe to the Beacon
m . s
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Can Serve Yon!

You willfind it a great ad-
vantage to send your laun-
dry and dry cleaning to us
by Parcel Poet

Wrao it- up securely in
paper, mail to us, and we
willreturn your clean laun-
dry and dry cleaning in sub-
stantial boxes.

The Tolman Laundry
F. W. MacKen/.ie, Manager

Car. 6th 6 C St. N. V. WiaataKea. D. C.

THINK ofUmHARKED GRAVES

UPTON R. SUNOIFORD
Granite and Naible

Moonmerls and Tombstone;
1023 Greenmount Avenue

Between Kairer and Chase Streets,
Baltimore, Md.
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NOISELESS IN OPERATION

No WicH No Odor
No SmoNe

The Hottest Fire
Known for Cooking

County Agents Wanted
Demonstrated and Sold by

C lumbia Soles
Agency

1115 HtfcStliW, Wfal.D C

Asthma Suftereis
Le Grand’* A*thma Remedy abso-

lutely cure* all canes of Asthma or
money refunded. Sent postpaid for
61.05. Prepared bv
J. Lac GRAND JOHNSON A CO..

Manufacturing Chemists,

Department N,
2213 N. Calvert St.,

Bai.timOrk. Mi.

professional.

Dr. b. h. camalikr,
DKNTIST,

Leonard town, Md.

AP. KING.
• Attormrt-atLaw,

Leonard tom Md

P HENRY CAMALIKR
ATTDHNKV AT LAW /

Leonardtown. Md.

A. Dana Bodgdoo John IJ. T. Briscoe

HODGDON A BRISCOE
ATTORNtCYS AT LAW,

Leonard town, Md.

DR. C. V. HAYDEN,
DENTIST,

Leonard town. Mo.

Wn. MEVERELL LOKKR
ATTORNtV AT LAW

Leooardtown, lid.

W. H. Moore & Co.

Leaf Tobacco and

Commission Merchants
807 SOUTH CHARLES ST.,

BALTIMORE. MD.

THE LATEST
Patterns In

WALL PAPER
15c apiece; Gilt. 18c apiece.

Window Sbodos, All IColero.
36x72, 65c, Site and 61 25
88x90, 80c. 90c and 91.50

42x90, C2.5U; 48x90, 93.50;
54x90. 93.75.

Lucas Paint, 80e a pound,
Floor Stains, 66c a quart.

Thomas & Messer Co.
1015 West Baltimore Street

Baltimore. Mo.
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Real Estate an d insurance Brokers
I 1 > ?
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For the Best and Quickest Results List with Us.*

|; WE HAVE A CLIENT FOR YOUR PROPERTY
|1 - OFFICE—HOTEL ST. MARY'S B HIDING
< )

'

LEONARUTOWN, ML).

I

Partial Payment Plan
for the purchase of

INVESTMENT SECURITIES
DIVIDENDS Of)STOCKS, INTEREST
ON BONDS CREDITED TO YOUR
ACCOUNT FROM THE TIME OF
YOUR FIRST FAYMENT.

BOOKLET ON REQUEST.

Liberty Bonds .

I
AI! Issues,

Large or Small

. W. B. HIBBS & COMPANY
V

I
Hibbs /lailfling

i 721 Fifteenth St. Washington, D. C

} MEMBERS:

(New York Stock Exchange Washington Stock Kxchange
New York Cotton Kxchanw Chicago Board of Trade

WESTERN MARYLAND COLLEGE
WBSTMINSTKK, Ml)

REV. A. NORMAN WARD, I. 1).. Frewldent

For Young Men and Young Women in Separate Departments.

Fifty-Fifth Year Begins September 20. 1921
ADMISSION, (iraduatr* from aipuroved four veer High School* admitted

without condition*. Fifteen unit* rVuuired.
CURRICULUM up u> dalc. Eight course* loading to A It degree groupedabout these majors: English, History, or Political Science. Mathematics

or Physics, Chemistry or Biology, Latin or Creek, Modem Languages,
Kducation, Home Economics (four years). Coursos which prepare forTheology, Medicine, Engineering may lie elected. Kneels I courses
in Speech, Voice, and Piano. Military Training, It. O. T. C.

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

LOCATION unexcelled 10W) feet above the sea In the highlands of Maryland.Pure air. pure water, charming scenery. Thirty miles from Baltimore.
BOARD AND TUITION, 1350

SCHOLARSHIPS. The chareo for tuition isflfVl.* Until August l.'sh, Tuition
Scholarships, good for one year's regular tuition, at any time during
the next twenty years and transferable, will be sold in any number for
•7f> each.

W-2-.lm. Phosfkttits for IK>I-220n Apim.k avion.

St. Mary's Auto & Implement Co., Inc..

International Harvester
McCormick Peering

Tractors
FARM MACHINERY REPAIRS

,
Gas Oils Accessories
Carbon Hurried Tires Vulcanized

XPERT REPAIRING FREE AIR

Swift’s Fertilizers
On hand at all times.

OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS
/

Paunna'T, JOS. A. CoAt) C. B UKKKN WELI,
Vica-ParainasT. Ha. t U. JoMNHoN JUS. M. MATIlAUI.Y
HacaaTAav, I)OWKH lioixits

*

A C. WKU U
Tkiasikks,]. A. McKay

E. VOIGT
Manufacturing Jeweler

725 7th SL, N. W.f
- - Washington, D. C.

OUR GOODS (IRE FULLY GUARANTEED.
Everybody baa some friend whom

they wiah to make happy. It may
be Mother or Father. Staler or Bro-
ther. Itmay be a Wife or it may
be a Sweetheart—and often Them-
¦elves.

Our stock of Jewelry and Brie-a-
Brae ia complete. Each piece has
been carefully aeUcted and we feel
satisfied that a visit from ypn will
bear us out that we have* as fine a
selection as can be found anywhere.

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

WATCHES DIAMONDS BMBLBMB

SINGS SILVER WAKE CLOCKS

BRONZES PRAYER-BOOKS MEDALS.

MONUMENTB&TOMBHTONEB
T. A. SULLIVAN

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

Harry M, Jones , Agent • Leonantowm. MA
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