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SYNOPSIS,
s

Juanita Falland, a Philadeiphla young
woman of wealth, an her journey wilh
{--rr guide, Good Anse Talbolt, into the
wart of the Cumberlands to become a
tearter of the wountain children, fainte
&L the dnor of Flaleh McNash's eabin.
‘While restine there sbe overhears a thik
betwaen Bod Anse Havey, chief of his
olan, mpd one of his henchmen that ac-
uaints her with the Havey-MeBriar feud
uaniin has an unprofitable talk with Bad
Anse wod they becomne aptagonists,

CHAPTER II—Continued.

“It'a Havey,” ha sald slowly, "but
hareabouts I've got another name
that's betler known,” He paused, thon
added with a bardencd timbre of
volee, as though bent on making defl-
not what would otherwise sound lke
confession: “It's Bad Anse"

The girl recolled, ss though under
w physical shock, It seemed to ber
that every way she turned she was to
meet staggering disappointments. She
had spoken almogt pleadingly to the
man with whom she could make no
terms—the man whose arrogant power
and lawless Influence she must break
and paralyze befors her own regime
could find standing-room In these hilla.

Yel, a8 ghe looked at him standing
thers, and stiffencd resolutely, she
could say nothing exeapt "Oh!™

Into the monosylinble crept many
things: repuision. defiance and cha-
grin for her mistake, and in recogni
tion of them all the bronzed foatures
of the man hardensd a little and Into
the cool eyes snapped a sparkle of the
plesping fires she had divined.

“l made my suggestion to the wrong
man,” she sald steadily, *“1 misundoer
stood you, 1 thought you =aid you
wanted peace™

He swung himself to the saddle
agaln; then, as he gathered up his
ralns, he tarned, snd In his utterance
was Immovable steadiness and gla
cinl coldness, tomether with & ring
of contempt and restrained anger.

T did say that, and by God Al
mighty, | meant just what 1 eald. 1
do want peace in these mountaing—
but 1 ain't never found no way yet to
get peace without fightin' for i

She saw him ride away Into the
moonlight, with his shoulders very
straight and the battered felt hat very
high, and she looked neither to right
mor left a8 he wenl until the mists
had swallowed him,

For a long time while she sat thers
on the stile guazing across the steep
banks botween which the waters of
Tribulation slipped along In a tide of
tarnighed quicksilver and bevond
which rose the near ridges of hblue
and the (ar, dim ridges of gray.

Al her back she knew that tha fam-
1ly and the misslonary were sitting In
talk

She sat thers with her hands clnsped
about her updrawn knees as she used
to sit when some childbhood grief had
welghed supon her,

Bhio could not shoke out of her mind
the homilistion of having shown her
‘weakest slde to Bad Anse Havey, It
was some satisfaction to remember
the offended stiffening of his shoul-

ders and the smoldering fire in his
¢yes, Bhe had Heard much of the |
strong, easily hurt pride of (hese|
mounntaln men—a pride which made
them walk In strange surroundings
with upright heads and eves, challeng
ing criticism of thelr uncouthnoss
She had first appesled to this man,
bul at lonst she had also stung ‘u!m||

with her zcorn
upon enemies,

Now they would be

¢ She knaew that thls young man, In
o coundry wherns avery man wias poor
wnd oo man a pauper, owned great
tracts of land that yielded only sparse
cropd with the most arduous conXing
Sha knew that under his rocky acros

slept a great wealth of conl. and that
above them grew noble and virgin
forests of hardwood. The coming of

raflronds nnd development
make lim a rioh man.
there, secmingly prizing above all
those magnificent certninties the
empty boast of feudal chieftainship
Yot he was a man. With that thought
came an unwelcome comparizon. She
thought of someone whom she had
gloved—and sent away—and of their
leavetuking. That man had liad every
gentle  attribute which this man
Incked, All that universitles, travael
and ancestry can give had shown out
fo his bearing, his manners, his voice
and the expressjon of his eyes,

There bad been n tima when she
had waversd #n her determination to
devote horself to the mission for which
khe had been educsted. She thought
that this man might be more impor
tant than any mission; that a life
with him might ba full enovgh ‘Then
had come the discovery, which at first
whe had rebelliously denled, but which
forced itself hatofully upon ber reatl-
gatlon, Despite his unchallengeaple
charm and gentility, he wis, after all
‘not qulte a man. When she had ad-
mitted that beyond dispute, ahe had
tumed, slokened. from the life which
gha could not contemplate without
him. The man whom she thought ahe
loved wae “empty and lne ke o
- mwordless  sheath.”
would turn to the ~ork of putting an

would
Yer he stood
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tunes, since the plural rather than the
singular fitted thelr dimensions, had
come to her with his wish that part of
them should go to advance education
in the Alleghenies. She was to be
hls stawardess In overseeing the work,
but that she should go in person and
permanently to that crude environ-
ment had not been anticipated. Those
who had known her in haer life of nor
mal luxury, of dancing and playing,
nnd of deliclously rhythmie person-
ality, would have lafighed at the idea
us ahsurdly Incongruous. Of this fact
the young man had heatedly reminded
her on the night when she gave back
his engagement ring and announced
her determination.

“Juanite,” he had expostulated,
with a suffering of hopelessness in his
eyes which she ached to comfort—
“Juanita, dearest, courts and jories
|and the bayonets of militiamen have
struggled to eivilize those savage
people, and for a hundred years they
have utterly failed, Thelr one god
{s Implacable Hatred."

“] ghan't go with juries or bayo-
nets,” she had retorted.

“You will zo without knowing them,
their ways, their point of view."”

*T don't know them now, but I will
| know them."

“You haven't even a letter of in-
troduction.”

1 never heard"—her voice rang
with a note against which he knew the
futllity of argument—"thal the Bavior
needed letters of Introduction”

And 80 an imagined heartbreak and
a crumbling world of illusions—as she
fancied—had driven her suddenly into
self-appointed exile—and a mission.

Her education had been pointed to
fitting her to oversee such work—dono
by the hands of others, Even then,
had not he and all the rest goaded her
with thelr Insistent refrain, “You ecan't
do it?" Now she was here,

She drew herself up straight ns she
sat on the stile and Impatiently dashed
away the molsture from her eyes I
that other man had only bad in him
the lron wasted on this desparado,
Anse Huavey! She rose at last and
want unwillingly back to the cabin

The host sat barefooted befora the
fire and talked with the missionary.
The girl heard their oconversation
through the dullness of fatigue, won-
dering how she wus to sleep In this
| pigsty, yet restrained from asking per-
| migsion to retire only by her embar-
rasement and unfamiliarity with the
native code,

At lnst she heard Brother Talbott
guggest; “Hit's gittin' ter be late an'
wa'va got a tol'ahle long way ter jour
ney termorrer. [ reckon we'd better
lay down."

Juanita began counting heads. Thera
were six in the room, and the boy Jeb
was yol to return from the dance, und
while she was still trying to work out
the problem the woman pointed to a
corner bed and suggested: "I reckon
you'd better bundle fn with Dawn."

She saw the glirl crawl into bed
just a8 she was and the mission.

“You Haven't Even a Letter of Intro-
duction.”

ary kick off his brogans and shed his
cont. Taking off her own boots and
jacket, she slipped between the faded
“comforters” of the sheetless couch.

In filye minutes the taper was out
and the place was sllent save for the
‘erackling of the logs, The Iittle girl
at hor alde lay quiet, and her regular
bresthing proclaimed her aiready
adleep. In another five minutes Jua-
nita, witk closed eyes and burning lids
and aching muscles, heard the oasal
chorus of snoring slecpers.  8he nlone
wan awnke In the housa,

—_—

CHAPTER 1IL
It fa refated in the history of the
Hatfeld-MeCoy feud, which burst out
hatwotn peighbors over a stray pig.

| pod," went

|
|

Her grandfather's fortune, or for-1and clafmed its toll of lives through

balf a century, thal one of the Hat-
fidld girls wrote on m white pillar at
the front of her often bereaved house:
“Thera {8 no place like home” The
saquel tells that a oynleal traveler
passing that way reflected on the an
nals of that dwelling and added in
postscript: “Leastways not this side
of heil.”

Tha story of the Hatfield-McCoy
feud 18 In many ways that of other
“wars” which have made of the roof-
tres of the castern divide & land be-
leaguered and unigue,

In the war between the Haveys and
the McBriars there was mors than the
forgotten eplsode of a stray razorback
which was not surrendered to s law-
ful owners. They had for decades
hated and killed each other with a
fidelity of bitterness that mode all
thelr truces and Intermarriages fall of
permanent peace.

Betwaeen the territories where they
had originally settled strotched a bar-
rler of hills broken by only one gap.
The McBriara had made thelr first
habitations east of that ridge and gap
where the waters ran toward the sea,
The Havevs had set up thelr power
to the west, where the creeks and
springs fed the rivers that went down
to the Blue-Grass and to Tenuessee
Had the two clans been content to re-
main respactively on the sunrise and
sunset slopes of the backbone, they
might never have clashed, but there
were bright-eyed women to the west
and east. Fominine Havey eyes lured
MoBriar suitors, and MeoBriar girls
seemad Lo the Havey men worth any
dare that fate might set. So it has
been sinee young Montagues and
Capuieis ignored deadlines—and long
before, Smoke went up from cabins
on both sides that housed men and
women of both clans, Hatred scat
tered and set up new points of infec-
tion all slong Tribulation and beyond
ita headwaters.

In Civil war and subsequent politics
a line of fierce cleavage had yawned
between them—and each faction had
been a power.

It was to the leadersghip of such a
clun that Bad Anse had succeeded
when hardly twenty-one by the death
of a father whose end had not come
upon & bed of {liness.

It was to the herding of such a flock
that he had ridden away from the
cabin of Fletch MeNash on the night
when the girl's scornful taunt fol-
lowed him.

It was sn unfortunate thing that
Cal Douglas should, on a Fobruary
afternoon, have shot to death his
brother-inlaw, Noah Watt, aven if, ns
Cal earnsstly assured the jury, “he
was jest obleeged an® beholden ter do
It." Al the circumstances of the af-
falr were Inopportune for his kinsman
and the kinsmen of the man who died
with a bullat through hia’ vitals;

Cal bore a name for surly character,
and even In a land where grudge-bear-
ing is o refigion he was deamed ulira
fanatical o fanning the flame of ha
tred. Noah Watt himself was little
loved by either the Haveys, Into whose
family he had married, or the McBri-
ars, from whom he sprang. Nelgh
bora told of frequent and violent blek
erings hetween the man and his
shrewlash wife, who was the twin ais-
ter of Cal Douglas.

“Cal Douglas an' Noey Walt's wom-
an air es much alike es two peas In a
neighborhood pronounce
ment.  "“They air both soured on
mankind an' they glories in human
misery.”

Had the fight on that winter eve-
ning ended in the death of both par-
tleipants, McBriars and Haveys would
allke have called it a gentle riddance
and dropped the matter whare (it stood.
But since s Havey had slain a Me
Briar and the Havey still lved it
could not, in honor, be so dropped. It
left an uneven score.

Since the mountaineer has lttle to
do In the winter and spring save gos-
sip, the affair grew In Importance
with rehearsing, and to each talling
was added new features, It was sig-
nificantly pointed out east of the ridge
that Noah bhad fncurred the displeas
ure of Bud Anse Havey by the suspl
clon of tale-bearing to old Mt Me-
Briar. It was argtied that the particu.
lar wife-beating which led to the trag:
edy might have passed as uneventfully
as several similar episodes heretofore
had not the heads of the Haveys made
it o pretext for eliminating a McBtiar
who dwelt In thelr midst and carried
news acruss the ridge to his own
people.

For several years the feud had
slept, not the complete sleep of death.
but the fitful, simmering sleep of cau:
tlous animosity. But nelther clap felt
o overwhelmingly strong as to court
an lssue just yet und, realizing the
desperate quality of sny outbreak
both Milt MeBriar “over -yon" dnd
Ange Havey over here bad gunrded
the more belligerent kinsmen with
Jealoun eye. They had until now hetd
tham chacked and leaabod, though
growling.

For these reanona the trial of Cal
Douglus had been awaited with

sense of orinle In the town of Peril

where It might menn o pitched battle,
Bo it bad been awalted, oo, up and
down the creoks and branches that
cropt from the ragged hills, where men
were leading morbid lives of Isolation
and nursing grudges.

During the three days that the sus-
pense continued each recess of court
found the longllmbed frame of Milt
MeBriar tiited back in & split-bottom
chair on the flagstones at the front
of the hotel. His dark face and plere
Ing eyes gaged always thoughtfully
and very calmly off mcrogs the dusky
town to the reposeful languor of the
piledup, purple skyline. Likewlsa,
each recess found geatcd at the other
end of the same house-front the short-
er, heavier figure of a fnir-haired man
with ruddy face and sandy mustache.
Never did he appear there without two
companions, who remained at his right
and lsft. Never did the dark glant
speak to the florid man, yet never did
oither fall to keep a glance directed
toward the other.

The man of the sandy hair was Breck
Havey, next to Bad Anee the modt
Influential leader of the clan. His In-
fluence hare in Perll made or unmade
the officers of the law.

When these two men came together
A8 opposing witnesses In a homiclde
case the alr was fraught with ele-
ments of storm.

“Thar's war a-brewin’”"” commented
a natlve, giancing at tho qulotly seat-

ed figures one noon, “An' them fel-
lers air In ther bilin".”
CHAPTER IV,

Physleal exhaustlon will finally tell,
even over such handlcaps ag a moun-
tain fenther bed and the fumes of a
backwoods cabin.

It Juanita Holland Adld not at last
actually fall asleep, she drifted Into a
sort of nightmare comn from which
she awoke with a start.

Finally she fell again Into that halfl
slesp which dreams of wakefunlness
It may have lasted minutes or hours,
but suddenly she roused again with a
start from a new nightmare and lay
trembling under the oppression of a
poignant foreboding, What was 1t that
she had subconsciously heard or Imag-
fned? She was painfully wide awnke
[n the slumbering cabin, At last she
wae sure of a sound, low but Instinct
with warning.

Beardog was growling just outside
the door.

Then, violently and without the pref-
ace of grodunl approach—preclsaly as
though horgemen had sprung from the
earth—there clattered and beat past
the front of the cahin a &laccato thun-
der of wildly galloping hoofs and n
rattle of scatterad rocks. She felt an
uncanny freczing of ler marrow
Horses travel perllous and broken
roads in that fashion only when their
riders are in wild baste,

As abruptly as the drumbent had
come it dled agaln Into sllence, and
there was no diminuendo of hoofbeats
receding Into distance, The thing was
welrd and ghostly. She had not no-
ticed in the weariness of her arrival at
the cabin that the road ran deep in
sand to the corner of the fence and
that after fifty yards of rough and
broken rock it [ell away sgain Into ans
other soundmufiing streteh, . She
knew onily that she was Cthoroughly
frightened, and that whatever the
noise was, It proclaimed hot and dos.
perate haste,

Yet even in her terror she had
moved only to turn her head and had
opened her eyes cautiously and nar
rowly ]

Thera was no sound In the cabln
now; not even the stertorous breath of
a'snore. The fire fllokered faintly and
occaslonally sent up from its whito
bed of ashes a dving spurt, before
which the darkness fell back a little
for the moment.

She could see that Flateh MecNash
had half risen in hig bed. His head
was partly turned In an attitude of
intent lstening, and his pose was as
rigid as that of a bird«og frozen on a
point. It had nll been momentary, and
as Juanita gazed she saw other fig-
ures stir uncasfly, though ne one
spoke, The misslonary lay still, but
the woman's fgure moved restlessly
beneath the heaped-.up comforter.

Ho, for a few moments. the strange
and tense tableau held, and the girl,
watching the houscholder's alert yet
motlonless pose, remembered him as
he had hunched drunkenly over his
plate a few hours ago. The two ple
tures were hard to reconclle,

Then, at some warning which her
logs ncute ears falled to roegister, ghe
saw Fletch MeNash's Fight hand sweep
outward toward the wall and come up
gripping the rifle,

Btill there was no word, but the eld:
est boy's head bad risen from the
pallet.

Keyed now tb ooneert piteh, the girl
held her body rigid. and through half-
olosed lids looked across the dim
room. While s was so staring and
pretending to slexp, there drifted from
& loag way off an (nsistent, animal-
like yoll with a peouliar quaver in It
Onal note. Bhe did dot know that It
was the famows MeBriar rallving ory,
and that troubls (nevitably followad

spaoa, with no reclization of how it
had happened, both of them erouched
low at the center of the floor, the fa-
ther's eyes glued to the front door,
the son's to thoe back, The older man
bent low, like s runner on his mark
awalting the starting signal. His right
hand held the rifle at his froat, his
left lightly touched the floor with
fingers apread to brace his posture,
and his face wos tensely upturnsd,

S0, while she counted ten, father
and son erouched in precisely simllar
poses, oneé covering the barred door
at the front with a repeating rifle, the
other seeming to stare through the
massgivo timbers of that at the back
with levaled pistol. No one spoke. No
one moved, but the regular swelling
breath of sleep had dled, for every
pair of lips in the place was holding
its breath, bated.

Then came a frésh pounding of hools
and scattering of gravel and a chorus
of angry, Incoheront voices sounded
above the noise of flight—or was it
purguit? ‘Whatever words were belng
shouted out there in the night wers
swallowed in the medley, except a
wake of oaths that seemed to float be-
hind.

The nolee, like the other which haa
preceded it, died swiftly, but in the
instant that it Insted Fletch MoNash
had Iifted his left hand and brought
his rifle to the “ready” and hig son bad
instinctively  thrust forward his
eocked revolver,

For a fult minute, perhaps, tha girl
in the bed had the picture of two fig
ures bont low like bronze emblemsa of
motlonless preparation. yet not a syl
lable had been gpoken, and when, from
quite a distance’beyond, there came
the snap of a single shot, follpwed by
the retort of & volley, they still nel

She Could See rhat Fletch McNash
Had Half Risen Ila His Bed.

ther spoke nor moved. But at last
a8 It by one Impulse, they rose and
turnied to face each other.

Then, and then only, was thera ut-
torunee of any sort inside the housa

In & volce 80 low that Juanita would
not have heard It save that every
sense wand painfully slert, Fletch sald
to his san: "1 reckon Lher war's on
again"

The boy nodded sullenly, and the
father commanded in an almost inau-
dible undertone:

“Lay down"

The boy went back to his pallet and
the father to his bed. For a long time
there wos dead silence, and then one
by one they took up again thelr chorus
ol gnores, Tomorrow might bring chaos
but tonight offered sleep, Still the
girl lny gozing helplessly up at the
rufters and wonderlng what things
happened out there In the grim, un-
communicative sllence of the slopes.

A little while ago gle had beon
dreading what might come, Now, In
an necess of terror, she thought of
what must come,

“Ther war's on,” That was enough.
Evidently there bad been "hell" over
thers at the dance. She bhad reached
the country just in time to see a new
and sanguinary chapter opon,

Bhe would in all probabllity see
people she motually knew, with whom
she had spoken, nnd whose hands she
had taken, the victims of this brutal
blood-lust.

And In the face of such things these
human beasts could sleep!

But onefwas not slesping, and afte:
a while among the snoring slumberers
Good Anse Talbott rose and knelt be
fors the hearth. There were still a
foew glowing embers there, and as he
bert and at last took the knotted
hands away from his seamed face they
cast a feeble light upon his features
and upon the bare fest that (wisted
convulgively on the stone firoplace.

It was a tortured face, and ns the

watched him she realizod for the
first time the significance of tha wnrds
“to wrestle In prayer.” It suddenly
came to her that sho had never bofora
seen & man really pray. For an kour
the backwoods missionurs kneit theara

| Juanita smilingly prompted:

people.
Outside a single whippoorwill wailed
plaintively, “These poor bills! Ibese
poor hillst™ -

CHAPTER V.

In the lowlands moming announces
fisel? with the rosy glow of dawn and
upftung shafts of light, but here In the
hills of Appalachin even the sun comes
stealing with surreptitions caution and
velled face, as if fearful of nmbuscade.

When Juanita opensd her eyes, to
find the tumbled beds empty save for
herself, she told herselfl with a dismal
heart that & day of rain and sodden
skiea lay ahead of her,

The dim room reeked with wet
mists, and an Inquisitive young roos-
ter stalked jauntily over the puncheon
floor, where his footfalls sounded in
tiny clicks, It was a few minutes

after five o'clock, and Juapita shivered
a little with the clammy chill as she
went over to the door and looked out.

solous grace of perfect naturalness,
her sleeves rolled back and her dark
hair tumbling, kneit the girl Dawn.

Juanits crossed the yard, and as she
came near the younger girl raised a
face still glistening with the cold wa-
ter into which it had been plunged and
glowing with shyness,

The older woman mnodded with &
smile that had captivated less simple
subjects than Dawn and sald: “Good
morning. I think you and | are going
to be great friends. 1 know we are if
you will try to like me as much as 1
do you"

Then the girl from Philadelphia
plunged her fuce, too, into the cold,
living water, and ralsed it again, emil-
ing through wet lashes,

“What makes ye like me?" Dawn
suddenly demanded in a half-challeng-
Ing woice,

“You make me llke you,” laughed
Juanita,

The mountain girl held her eyes atill
In the unwavering stoadiness of her
race, then she said in a volce that car-
rled an undertone of dafiance:

“Ye hain't nuver seen me afors,
an—" ghe broke off, then doggedly,
“an' besldes, 1 don't know nuthin’."

“I mean to see you often after this,"
announced the woman from down be-
low, "and the things you don't know
can be learned."”

A sudden eagerness came to the
younger fnce and a sudden torrent of
questioning seemed to Hover on her
lips, but it did not find utterance, She
only turned and led the way sllently
back toward the house, When they
were almost at the door Dawn hesi
tated, and Juanita halted with an en-
couraging smile, It was clear that
the mountain girl found whatever she
meant to say diffioult, for she stood
indecigive and her cheeks were hotly
suffused with color, so that at last
“What

is it, dear?"

“Ye sald—" began Dawn hastily and
awkwardly, “ya sald suthin® "bout me
a tryin' ter like ye. 1—I1 don't hafter
try—I does hit." Then, having made
& confession as dificult to her shy taclk
turnity as a callow boy's firat declaras
tion of love, she fled abruptly around
the corner of the house.

Juanita stood looking after her with
A puzaled brow. This hard mountain«
regerve which 15 so strong that friends
rarely shake hands, that fathers sel-
dom embrace their children, and that
the klss 18 known only to courtship,
was new to her.

At breakiast she did not ses Dawn—
the drrad had vanished!

During the meal no allusion was
made to vhe happenings of last night,
but the girl noticed that inside the
door leaned the householder’'s “rifle-
gun" and: under young Jeb's armpit
bulged the masked shape of a pistol
butt. |

Young Jeb's face yesterday had
been that of a boy, this morning It was
the sullen face of a man confronting
grim realities. Had Juanita been
more familine with the contemporary
affalrs of the community, she might
have known that on many faces along
Tribulation that morning brooded the
same scowl from the same cauge. The
MeBriar yell had been raised last
night in the heart of the Havey coun-|
try. and this morning brought the
shaome of & land invaded and dishon.
ored.

Dawn did not reappear untll Juanita
had mounted and turned her mule's
head forward. Then, as she was pass-
Ing the dilapidated barn, the slim, cal-
foo-clad "Bigure slipped from Its door
and intercepted her in the road, hold-
ing up & handful of quesrshaped
roots,

“I "Jowed ye mought need these
hyar.” said the girl diffidently.

Juanita smiled as she bent in her
paddle to take tho gift.

“Thank you, dear; what are they?"

“Hit's ginseng,” Dawn assured har,
*Hil grows back thar in ther woods
an' hit's got a powerful heap of vir
tue, Hit frisks ther speret an’ drives
away torment. KEf yer marts ter
swoon agin, jest ehaw hit."

Juanita repressed her amusement.

“You see, dear” she declared
“there's one very wonderful thing
you know that | didn't know. And
don't forget, when we meet again we
are old Triends.”

Then, when she had mounted her
mula, looking back ovaer her shoulder,
Junnita saw the figures of both Fletch
and Jeb cross the fence at the far
side of the yard and turn {oto the
mountain thicket. Each carrled a
rifle eradied in hin bent elbow,

- (TO BE CONTINUED,)

' Cannibal God.
Fifian canilbals worshlp a god
nnmed Mata Waloo, who has eighil
atomacha. and i alwave snting.
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avory five secnds. There Is danger
in telling the latest Ford story for fear
of thay wearled expression on the fnce
of the reador or bvarer which sigoam.
1 have heard "

histrionle attitude and gravoly an-
nounced:

“‘My Iord. the motor walta with
out, The weary owner repiled lan
guldly, ‘Witkout whet™ The reply
came quick sund decisive; ‘Without
The weary owner dalvud

The Nation's Backbona.,
- Omco ugaln the American farmor

000 bushsls for domestic consumption
and about 80,000,000 Yushels reserved
for seeding i these fgures

wm_hr'!b-l_m'l
adviged the ljeutenant in-
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ON WAY O JAIL

David Esaacson Hopes in Prison

to Invent Something for
Government.

MAN OF MANY PARTS

Mad Premonition of Fate and Feels
He Will Still Be of Some Use
—Belleves in Uphoid-
ing Law.

Atiants, Ga.—David Esaacson, bowed

by age and troubles, poor as a church
mouse, inventor, alchem!st, dreamer,

swindler, on his to the federal
Bending over a gushing spring lt[l o

one cornor of the yard in the uncon- LOity of Columbns at her pler in New

prison here, boarded the steamship

York eity. Searching out Captain
Diehl of the steamer. Esaacson an-

| nounced himself as a United States of-

ficer, charged with taking @ prisoner
to Atlanta. :

“And where Is the prisoner™ asked
Captain Diehl.

“l am the prisoner,” Esaacson re-
plied to the astonighed captain. *“I
am at once prisoner on parole and my
own guard, for I have given my word
that I will dellver mysell."”

Esancson, sixty years old, waa ¢on-
vieted In the federal court in New
York elty of having used the United
States malls to swindle many persons
through a manufacturing company, of
which he was president. Esancson
was sentenced to fmprisonment of a
year and a day in the federal prison
here and to pay a fine of $200.

Not knowing who he was, Esanc-
gron's fellow pagsengers were delighted
with him; his conversation proved him
a man of the world; the seasccpes ho
painted delighted the other voyvagers.
Landlig at Savannal, Ksaacson dal-

| Hed there a day or two, then came

here and relleved himselfl of his duty
as a deputy United States marshal; he
delivered himgelf to the warden of the
jall, Wsaacson sald:

“Marshal McCarthy is one of tHe
best of God's noblemen. He said to
me: 'Bsancsen, I am going to lot you
take yourself to Atlanta, not because
I am partial to you—for I would do
this for any man in whom I had con-
fidence—but because your case has
appealed very strongly to me,' Such
kindness from ¢ man accustomed to
handling prisonera penetrated the very
core of my being."

Esancson claima to have rediscov-
ered an art which the anclent Etmus.
cans practiced—that of enameling a

!
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“1 Am

the Prisoner.”

pobble so that it resembles oxactly a
precious stons; only an expert can de-
tect a false stone. He has nol com-
pleted his experiments (n thia diree-
tion. He added to the correspondent:

“It wae the saddest moment of my
whole lfe the day 1 left New York.
I never felt so erushed In spirit, but I
am golng to buar It philosophically,

' For, belleva it or not, this sories of

experiences was preordained. Years
ago 1 had a premonjtion that certain
events would occur ih my 1ife; I conld
almost see the future and discern
thelir nature,”

Esancson derided the accusation
that he had bled his dupea for $600-
000,

“A few thousand. a few thousand,”
he sald, “of which I have not o
cantime now,

"Old ns 1 um, I have not completed
my work, my honest work, by a great
deal,” he concluded, “While In At-
lanta I shail continua that work, pur
pue my discoveries, and, together with
my painting, 1 shall keep busy. Some
day—and [ can see it as clearly ns I
see (he lght now—I shall invent
gomething that will he of use to the
United States government, in the en-
forcement of whose laws [ belleve
thoroughly. My experience will be
one that In years to come will bring
some benaefit, and If I can devota my-
self while in Atlanta toward the in-
vontion of something that will bo of
service to Uncle Sam, 1 shall not
count my time as having been spent in
vain" L

"FED HENS NEIGHBOR'S CORN

Pastor and Becretary Charged With
Purlolning Graln Tor Chickena
in ".-' Jll“.’-

Somerville, N. J.—~Rev. Holden M.
Sampson and Miss Pauline B Ballan.
tine, president and secretary, respec-
tivaly, of Keclesin, o religlovs Inutitu.
tion at Millstone, were arraigned in

| court hero, charged with Laving stolen

o budhel of sorn from the Albert I
Voorheea entate. i

Bampeon, formerly an ' "
Bl oty Bl s -y

court in clorfenl attire,
Hallantine. plainly a
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