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HUSBAND RESCUED
DESPAIRING WIFE

After Four Years of Discouraging
Conditions, Mrs. Bullock Gave
UpinDespair. Husband
Came to Rescre.

R ]

Catron, Ky.—In an interesling letter
from this place, Mrs. Bettie Bullock
writes as follows: “1 suffered for four
' years, with womanly troubles, and during
this time, I could only sit up for alittle
while, and could not walk anywhere at
mll. Attimes, | would have severe pains
in my left side.

The doctor was called In, and his treat-
ment relieved me for a while, but I was
soon vonfined to my bed again. After
that, nothing scemed to do me any good,

I had gotten so weak 1 could not stand,
and | gave up in despair.

At last, my husband got me a botile of
Cardui, the woman’s fonic, and | com-
menced raking it. From the very firsi
dose, 1 could tell it was helping me, |
can now walk two miles without its
tiring me, and am doing all my work,""

If you are all run down from womanly
troubles, don't give up in despair. Try
| Cardui, the woman'stonic, It has helped
';more than a million women, in its 5¢
|

! years of continuous success, and should
| surely help you, too. Your druggist has
sold Cardui for years. He knows whal
it will do. Ask him. He will recom=
{mend it. Begin taking Cardui foday.

Write to: Chattanooga Medlcing Co., Ladles'
Advisory Dept., Chattznooga, Tenn., for Speciai
Inatructions en your case and6d-page book, “Home
Treatment fer Women,” sent In plain wrapper. 160
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Wire Fence, Lime, Cement,

Brick and Lumber

FULL STOCK ALWAYS ONHAND
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Paint...
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I FRUIT
Grape Fruit.
Pears,

Orange,
Peaches.

.

-———CATALOGUE

s o

Piums,
Also Pilms, Roses, Evergreens
and Shade Trees,

The Jennings Nursery, Jennings, La.

TREES!]

Kum Quats, Pecans,
Persimmons;

ON REQUEST ————
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have satisfied customers.
Delivery Twice Da

111y

to prompily.

PATRONIZE

THE WELSH CITY DAIRY

Our Milk is aerated hefore bottling,
We have passsed Sanitary inspection,

We guarantee abeplutely pure Milk.
We guarantee 2 1.2 inches of cream on every quart bottle,
e are located permanently, and we shall strive in every way to

ily  Phone No. Hl

"hone Sunday orers for Iee Crenm Milk. They will te attended
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We invite inspection by the public, F
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Up-to-date
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FLEZC. TAILORSHCP
"EBERT, Proprietor.
iloring, Cleaning, Pressing,

't Guaranteed.

-ity Steam Laundry

Made To Order

. Bask: aves Every Tuesday.
] Work ned for and belivered,
( vas. S tilier John J. Robira

. liorney-a!-Law

&. [ NATIONAL BAN]

——

BUILDING

nnings, Louisiana,

e

Btate of Ohlo, City of Tol o
Lucas County,
Frank J. Chenoy malkes
néor %nritnnrl of the firn:
0,, doing business in ‘uo Clty of To-
Jedo, County and Btat. ,coresald, and
t gaid firm witl pay tl aum of ONE
NDRED DOLLARS for each and ev-
oy case of Catarrh that eannot be cured
by the use of HALL'S CATARRH CURE,
FRANK J. OHIENEY,
Sworn to bofira me and subseribed in
my I?mnenco. this §th day of December,

A W.N GtLEAi“;]OI.'g.
otary Publie.

all's Catarca Curs is takenylntemully
and acts diregtly vpon the bBlood and mu-
pone surfaces of (ha system. Bend fop
festimonials, froe.

P, J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O,
Bold by all’ Druggists, Tie,
Take Hall's Pamily Plils for constipation.

L

vith that he 1a
I, J. Cheney

Attorney at Law
Petersen Building

'JENNINGS, LOUISIANA,

m——

| Any party at W elsh desiring my ser-
{ vices may call me up in Jennings by
telephone at my expense.

J. H. Hobgood

Dentist
Office

Over Cooper Drug Store
Phone No, 58
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The Gail of the
Cumberlands |

| By Charles Heille Buc'
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With Illustrations il
from Photographs of Scenes !i
in the Play |

| trestle. There were two gotlo B | qopingt the stranger's face,

. o b—— - - .d’
(Lopynght, tp13, by W. J. Watt & Cab

SYNOPSIS,

CHAPTER I-On Misery creck, at the
foot of a rock from which ha has fallen,
Bally Miller finds George Lescott, a land-
goape palnter, uncons lous, and after re-
viving him, goes for assistance.

CHAPTER 1I—Samson Bouth and Sally.
taking Lescott to Samson’s home, dre me;
by Spicer Bouth, head of the family, wha
tells them that Jesse Purvy has been ghot,

iand that Samson 15 suspected of the
crime. Samson denles It

|

| CHAPTER I1II-The shootlng of Jesse
| Purvy breans the truce in the Hollinan-
fouth feud, :

CHAPTER IV—Sameson reproves Tama-
rack Spicer for telling Sally that Jim
Hollman is on the trail with bloodhounds
hunting the man who shot Purvy.

CHAPTER V—The hlondhounds loge the
trail at Spieer South's door. Lescott dia-
covers artistic abllity In Samson, While
sketehing with Leseott on the mountaln,
Tamarack dlscovers Samsan to a jeering
crowd of mountalneers. Samson thrashes
him and denounces him as the *truce-
buster” wha shot Purvy

CHAPTER VI-Lescott tries tn per-
suade Samson to go to New York with
him and develop his talent, S8ally, loval
hut heartbroken, furthers Leseott's eflorts,
The dance at Wile MeCager's threatens
trouble to Samson and Lescott,

CHAPTER VII-At the dance Eamaon
tella the South clan he is going to leave
the mountains. Lescott goes home to
New York. “c;n.nlajﬂ:: bids Spicer and Sally

farawall a=

CHAPTER VIIT-In New York Samson
studies art and learns much of elty wiays,
Drennie Lescott persucdes Wilired Hor-
ton, her dilettante lover, (o do & man's
work in the world,

CHAPTER IX—Prompted hy her love,
Sally teaches herself to write, Horton
throws himself Into the business world
and becomes well hated by predatory
inanciers and pollticians, At a Bohemian
resprt Samson meeis Willlam  Farbish,
sporty sociul parasite, and Horton's ene-

S

CHAPTER X—Tarhish sees Samaon and
Irennis dinlng together unchaperonsd at
the Wigwam readhouse,  He conspires
with others to nmike Horton jealous and
suceeeds,

CHAPTER XI-Farbish brings Norton
and Samson tegether at the Kenmore
club's shooting lodge, and forces an open
rupiure, expecting son to kill Horton
and so rid the pol 1 and financial thugs
of the crusader, & n exposes the plot
and thrashes the conspirdtors

CIHAPTER XIT—Samson s advizsed by
his tearhers to turn to portrait palntine,
commissions him to paint I
Sally goes to school, &
uris to studv, Drennie finds in
his studio pletured evidence of his loyalty
to Sallv.

CHAPTER XIIT-Tamarack kills Jim
Asherry, iz surrendered ta the militia and
ot from amhbush by a4 Hallman, The
feud 15 on again and the law helpless in
the face of murder. Sally sends for Sam-
son,

CHAPTER XIV-—Samson goez lLoms,
e ‘om Hollis in the act of mur-
ngl Purvy and kills him, He
g tn & Captain Callomb hears of

2o,

the killines

“Good God!" groaned the man, in ab-
jectly bitter self-contempt. His hand
went involuntarily to his cropped head,
and dropped with a gesture of self-
doubting. He looked down at his tan
shoes and silk soc«s.
his shirtsleeve and contemplated the
forearm tha® had once been as brown
and tough ag leather, It was now the
arm of a city man, except for the burn-
ing of one outdoor week. He was
returning at the eleventh hour—
stripped of the faith of his kinsmen,
half<stripped of his faith in himself.
If he were to realize the constructive

| dreams of which he had last night so

confidently prattled to Adrienne, he
must lead his people from under the
blighting shadow of the feud.

Yet, if he was to lead them at all,
he must first regain their shaken con-
fidence, and to do that he must go, at
their heafl, through this mire of war
to vindication. Only a fighting South
could hope to be heard in behalf of
peace. His eventual regeneration be-
longed to some tomorrow. Today held
the need of such work as that of the
first Samson—to glay.

He must reappear before his kings-

fangled affectations. His eyes fell
the Pullman and he emiled satirically.
He would like to step from the train
at Hixon and walk brazenly throvzh
the town in those old clothes, chal-
lenging every hostile glance, If they
shot him down on the streets, as they

questioning and his anguish of dilem-
ma.

He must get out of Hixon xnd into
his own country unrecognizcd. The
lean boy of four years ago was the
somewhat filled-out man now. The one
concession that he had made to Paris
life was the wearing of a closely
cropped mustache. That he still ware
—had worn it chiefly becauge he liked
to hear Adrienne’s humorous denuncia-
tion of it. He knew that, in his pres-
ent guise and dress, he had an excel-
lent chance of walking through the
streets of Hixon as a stranger. And,
after leaving Higon, there was & mis-
sion to be performed at Jesse Puryy's
store. As he thought of that mission
a grim glint eame to*his pupils,

All journeys end, and as Samson
passed through the tawdry cars of the

He rolled back

men as much as possible the boy who |
had left them—not the fcp with new.

upon the saddlebags upen the floor of |

He would welcome that, but it
would, after all, be shirking the i-=ie,

local train near Hixon he saw several i|ae-¢=med to thunder

faces which he recognized, but they
gither eyed him in inexpressive silence
or gave him the greeting of the “fur-
riner.”

Then the whistle shrieked from the
(trestle over the Middle fork, and at
"only a short distance rose the cupola
"of the brick eourthouse and the scat-
tered roofs of the town. Seattered
lyver the green slopes by the river
ibark lay the white spread of a tented
is-nmpan_v street, and, as he looked out,
he saw uniformed figures moving to
land fro and caught the ring of a bugle
|eall, So the militia was on deck;
{things must be bac, he reflected. He

leteod on the platform and looked

fn his braln, au:
vet he stood there, his hand in his coat
pucket, ciutching the grip of & masu
zine pistol. Samson South the old, and
Samson South the new were writhing

in the life-and-death grapple of two

codes. Then, before decision came,

he heard a sharp report ingide, and |

the heavy fall of a body to the flooT.

A wildly excited figure came plung-
ing through the doer, and Samson's
left hand swept out and seized its
shoulder in a sudden vise grip.

“Do you know me?”’ he inquired, a8
the mountaineer pulled away and
crouched back with startled surprise
and vicious frenzy.

| world that

“No, damn ye! Git outen my road!” !
[down as the engine roared along the | aaron thrust bis cocked rifle close |
| I |

From

nson Souty
those pregnant and Portenty
| ments  with  which life g

One pointed Its muziie toward the | ;o puzole caume the acrid steneh af |

[ town, and the other scowled up at the

face of the mountain, Sentries paced
their beats. Men in undershirts lay
dozing vutslde tent flaps. It was all
a picture of disciplined readiness, and
yet Samson knew that soldlers made
of painted tin would be equally effec-
[tive. These military forces must re-
| main subservient to local eivil authori-
|ties, and the local eivil authorities
obeved the nod of Judge Hollman and
Jesse Purvy,

As Samson crossed the toll bridze
to the town proper he passed two
brown-shirted militiamen, lounging on
the rail of the middle span. They
grinned at him, and, recognizing the
outsider from his clothes, one of them
commented:

“Ain't this the hell of a town?”

“It's geing to be,” replied Samson,
enigmatically, as he went on.

Still unrecognized, he hired a horse
at the livery stable, and for two liours
rode in silence, save for the easy
creaking of his stirrup leathers and
the soft thud of hoofs,

The silence soothed him. The brood-
ing hills lulled his spirit as a crooning
song lulls a fretful child. DMile after
mile unrolled forgotten vistas. Some-
thing deep in himself murmured:

“Home!" ;

1t was late afternoon when he saw
{abead of him the orchard of Purvy's
place, and read on the store wall, a
little mnore weather stained, but other-
wise unchanged:

“Jesze Purvy, General Merchandise.”

The poreh of the store was empty,
and as Samson flung himself from his
saddle there was no one to greet him.
This was surprising. since, ordinarily,
two or three of Purvy’'s personal
guardsmen loafed at the front to wuteh
the road. Just now the guard should
logically be doubled, Samson still
wore his eastern clothes—for he want-
{ed to go through that door unknown.
| As Samson South he could not cross
[its threshold either way. But when
he stepped up on to the rough porch
flooring no one challenged his advance,
The vard and orchard were quiet from
their front fence to the grisly stock-
ade at the rear, and, wondering at
these things, the young man stood for
a moment looking about at the after-
noon peate before he announced him-
self.,

Yet Samson had not come to the
stronghold of his enemy for the pur-
pose of assassination, There had been
another cbject in his mind—an vtterly
maid idea, it is true, yet so bold of
conception that it held a ghost of
premise. He had meant to go into
Jesse Purvy's store and chat artlessly,
like some inquisitive “furriner.” He
wonld ask questions which by their
very impertinence might be forziven

most of all, he wanted.to drop the cas-
iual information, which he should as
| sume to have heard on the train, that
| Bamson South was returning, and to
mark, on the assaesin leader, (he ~fect
| of the news. In his new codc L was
necessary to give at least the ratfler's
warning hbefore he struck, and he
meant to strike. If ha were
nized, well—he shrigzed his shoulders

But as he stood oo the outside win
ing the perspiration from 48 orebesd

recog

volees within,  They were loud and
angry volees. It oceurred to him that
by remaining whers he was he misht
gain more information than by hur
rying in

“I've done been vour executioner {or
twenty vears, complained a voiee,
{ which Bamson at nnez recoeqnined a9
that of Adron Hollis, the most trusted
of Purvy's personal guara: i h
never laid down on ve yet. Me an' Jim
Asberry killed old Heury Soutlh. We
laid fer his boy, an’ would 'a' got him
ef vou'd only said ther word. | went
inter Hixon an’ killed Tam'rack Spicer,
' with soldiers all round me. There
bain't no other damn foo! in thess
' mountings would ’a’ took such a long
'chance es thet, I'm tired of it
' They're a-goin’ ter git me, an’ 1 wants
Jitar leave, an' you won’t come clean
' with the price of a railroad ticket to
| Oklahoma. Now, damn yore stingy

certainly would do, it would end his | soul, 1 gits that ticket or I gita you!” |

“Aaron, you can't scare me into doin’
nothin’ I ain’t aimin’ to do.” The old
baren of the vendetta spoke in a cold,
stoical voice. “1 tell ye 1 aln't quite
through with ye yet. In due an’ proper
time I'll see that ye get yer ticket”
Then he added, with concillating goft-
nees: “We've been friends a long
while, Let's talk this thing over pe-
fore we fall out.”

“Thar hain't nothin’ to talk over,”
stormed Aaron. “Ye're jest tryin’ ter
kil time till the boys gits hyar, and
then I reckon ye 'lows ter have me kilt
like yer've had me kill them others,
(Hit ain't no use. I've done sent ’em
;away. When they gits back hyar,
‘either you'll be in hell, or I'll be on m
‘way outen the mountings.” :

Samson stood rigid. Here was the
,mnresslm} of one murderer, with no
(detiial from the other, The truce was
off. Why ghonld he wait? Cataracs.

freshly burned powder. "Git outen my
road afore I kills ye!”

“My name is Sanison Soudh.”

Before the astounded finger on th.e
trigger could be crooked, Samsons
pistol spoke from the pockel, anr o
though in echo, the rifle blazed, u i '1{r.-
too late and a shade too high, over his
head, as the dead man's arms went up.

Except for those two reports there

ticipating an uproar of alarm. Now
he should doubtless have to pay with
hiz life for both the deaths, wineh
would inevitzbly and logically be ai-
tributed to his agency. but, strangely
enough, no clamor arose. The shot in-
wide had been mufled, and those out-
side, broken by the intervening store,
did ot arouse the house. FPurvy’s
bodvguard had been sent away by Hol-
lis on a false alarm, Only the “women-
folks” and children remained indoors,
and they were drowning with a piano
any sounds that might have come from
without. That piano was the chief
emblem of Purvy's wealth. It repre-
sented the acme of “having things
hung up;” that ancient and expressive
phrase, which had come down from
days when the pioneers’ worldly con-
dition was gauged by the hams hang-
ing in the smokehouse and the pep-
pers, tobacco and herbs strung high
against the rafters.

Now Samson South stood looking
down, uninterrupted, on what had been
Aaron Hollis as it lay motionless at
his feet. There was a powder-burned
hole in the butternut shirt, and only
| a slender thread of blood trickled into
Ethe dirt-grimed cracks between the
| planks The body was twisted side-
wise, in one of those grotesque attl-
tudes with which a sudden summons
so frequently robs the greatest phe-
nomenon of all its rightful dignity.
The sun was gilding the roadside
clods and burnishing the greens of the

on the gcore of a stranger’s folly, But, |

treetops, The breeze was harping
| sleepily among the branches, and gev-
| eral geese stalked pompously along
the creek’s edge. On the top of the
stockade a gray squirrel, sole witness
to the tragedy, rose on Lis haunches,
flirted his brush, and then, in a sud-
| den leap of alarm, disappeared.
| Samson turned to the darkened door-
| way. Inside was emptiness, except for
| the other body, which had crumpled
| forward and face down across the
. counter. A glance showed that Jessze
iPur\'y would no more fight back the
| ¢coming of death, He was quite un-
tarmed, Behind his spent body ranged
| shelves of general merchandise.
| Boxes of sardines and cans of peaches
| were lined in homely array abeve him.
| Hlis lifeless hand rested as though
' flung out in an oratorical gesture on a
| bolt of blue calico.

Samson paused only for a momen-
| tary survev, [His score was clean. He
| would not again have to agonize over
ilbe dilemma of old ethics and new.
| Tomorrow the word would spread like
wildfire along Misery and Crippleshin
[that Samson South wasibaek and that
| his cominz had been signalized by
these twn deaths, The fact that he
| was respor s'hle for only one—and that
i sell-deiense—would not matter.
They woutd nrefer to believe that he
. had invaded thie store and kilied Purvy

for the ride had been-warm, be hesrde| and that Fiollis had fallen in his mas-

| ter's defepse at the threshold, Sam-
son went it still meeting no gne, and
. continued nis journey.

Dusk woe falling when he hitched
his horse 0 4 clump of timber, and,
iifting t= ddlebags, began climbing

‘to a eabin tha: sat back in a thicketed
tove. ke was now well within South
territory snd the need of masquerade
had "n 4,

The . tin nad not for years been oc-
cupied. ~ *s rooftree was leaning
askew umnidor rotting shingles. - The
doorstep was lvy-covered, and the

| stones of the hrarth were broken, ‘But
't lay weli hidden and would gerve his
purposes

~ Shortly, 8 candle flickered inslde,
before a smzall hand mirror. Scissors
and safety razor were for a while
busy. The mun who entered in im-
peccable clothes emerged fifteen min.

‘utes later—transformed. There ap-

| peared under the rising June crescent
| & smooth-faced native, clad in stained
| store clothes, with rough woolen socks

| showing st His brogan tops, and a

 battered felt hat drawn over his face, |
 No one who had known the Samson |
South of four years 2g0 would fail to |
recognize him now. And the strang |
est part, he told himself, was that he
He o0 longer |
doubted his courage. He had come |
home, and his consclence was once |

felt the old Samson.
more clear,
stable horse halted to pant at the top

of the final ridge, he could see below
him his desiination, -

islands out of the vapor, and yonder,

EETOSTOn. FOly Sraae =

£ papen

was no sound, Samson stood siill, an-

catching the moonlight like serans af ' #hat Ineed him: ha B9

| in some nightmare of 18

The mountain roads and the moun- |
tain sides themselves were aweetly |
silent. Moon mist engulfed the flats
in a lake of dreams, and, as the livery. |

( overhead. These were
The smaller knobs rose like little | their moon was smililg

his uneles
widow Miller
At a point

crossed tho gl

© g

: b Creek o
dismounted. Al uf of hlﬁ 3
stile whers he (ud saig g8
Sally. The place was dari

chimney smokilogs, but, gg i
nearer, holding the shadogy
trees, he saw oue siiver Uﬂisk
bottom of a colil shutter; {4,
ot Bally's ronin. Yet, :'craw
son stopped there, Ioukingm ¢
ing no souwd. Fe stogd at by
con—ard beliind bm lay g Wi
ter and culture ot that other

ad been good to i
That was to S

punctuates its
times all the s
that go into Lh
nature may be uptossed o
ranged. So the lavers of a
chain and & contlnent that
centuries remained  stead
break and alter under the gy
carthquake or  voleans,
heights under water and g
new ranges above the gea
There was passing befors
as he stood thern, pausing
ramd much vaster thap any
heen able to conceive whey
stood there. [le was seejng i
the old life and the naw,
contrasts, and, ns the pid
things thousands of mileg
before hiz eves as clearly g
ried backbone of the ridee
comparing and seriling for
the actual values and propy
the things in his life. 4
He saw the streets of B
New York, brilliant ypid
strings of opalescent
Champs Elysees ran its sy
trimmed parquetry from the}
Concorde to the Arc de
the chatter and music of itaof
in his ears, The ivory space
from the Pincian hill, whers
saw almond trees in blooy
Piazza Venezia, spread
story before his imagination
'buses and hansoms strisg
the mud and fog of Londam|
endless pot-ppurri of Manhaj
the things that the outside
to offer; all that had ever
pulses to a worship of the
the harmonious, the exce
exact value, Then he saw
sunrige as it would be tomg
ing over these ragged b
the mists rige and grow
the disk of the sun gain ¢
the miracles of cannunjnj
and caressing palm—and,
had come back to fight, &
peace settled over him, fo
that, if he must choose the
tive hills, or all the rest
forego all the rest A
Would she be changed?
was hammering wildly o
had remained loyal. It W
acle, but it was the one
counted. He was going
nothing else mattered.
He lfted his head and §
long, clear whippoorwill s
quavered on the night m
other calls in the black
him. After a moment he
in the shadow of a po
peated the call
Then the cabin deor
jamb framed a patch of
light, and, at the cenf
silhouetted fizure, in a fluttid
attitude of uncertainty, °
turned slightly to one 8l
did so, the man saw clash
right hand the rifle, which
his mission, bequeathed tob
She hesitated, and the mag
in the shadow, once more o
bird note, but this time it
and soft that it seemed
whispering whippoorwill
Then, with a sudden g
ghe came runnping with B&
grace down to the road.
Samson had vaulted |
stood in the full moo
saw her coming he stre
arma and his voice i
throat in a half-hoarse, pa
“Salty!"
It was the only word B
gpoken just then, but it ¥
was necessary. It told
It was en outburst from
full of emotion to gropé
the cry of a man for the 08
who aléne can call forth 81
more eloguent than pareé
etry. And, as she ca_x;ie
stretched arms ae BLUE
as a homing pigeon, they
her in a convulsive grip!
gtraining to him, almost:
in the tempest of his emo:
For a time there was 10
to each of them it Bee
tumultuous heartbeating
above the night music, 8
raphy of heartbeats
Later they would talk
a gloriously wild gensé O
gether, with a mutual
joy because all that they
was true, and all that :
was untrue, they m!“f':_
the skies clasping €8
the rifle between their bf
as he held her close,
that a shadow of doud
have existed He wonde

rning points, g
and solidiyfee I
buildine of J

:

had ever existed.

The flutter of her
that of a rapturous bird
of her breath on his I
fragrance of the elder

These were their

He had gone and 6



