
HUSBAND RESCUED
DESPAIRING WIFE

After Four Years of Discouraging

Conditions, Mrs. Bullock Gave

Upin Despair. Husband

Came to Rescue.

Catron, Ky.-ln an interesting letter

from this place, Mrs. Bettie Bullock

writes as follows: "I suffered for four

years, with womanly troubles, and during

this time, I could only sit up for a little

while, and could not walk anywhere at

all. At times, I 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 c.onfined to my bed again. After

that, nothing seemed to do me any good.

I had gotten so weak I could not stand,

and I gave up in despair.

At last, my husband got me a bottle ol

Cardui, the woman's tonic, and I com-

menced taking it. From the very first

dose, I could tell it was helping me. I

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's tonic. It has helped

more than a million women, In its 50 s,

years of continuous success, and should v

surely help you, too. Your druggist has t
sold Cardui for years. He knows whatl

it will do. Ask him. He will recom-

mend it. Begin taking Cardui today.

Write to: Chattanooga Medlclne Co.. Ladles'
Advisory Dept.. Chattanooga. Tenn.. for Speciai
Inutructions on your case an 64-page book, Home
Treatment for Women." sent in plain wrapper. 1J4 r,- - -- . -- I

FAUGHT LU1lBER CO., Ltd.

Climatic Brand'
House Paint... x

Wire Fence, Lime, Cement,

Brick and Lumber

g FULL STOCK ALWAYS ON HAND 1

FRU IIT _TREES!
Orange, Grape Fruit. Kum Ouats, Pecans,

Peaches. 'e rs. Plums, Persimmons:
Also P ims, Roses, Evergreens /

and Shade Trees, j
---- CATALOGUE ON REQUEST-----

The Jennings Nursery, Jennings, La.

SPATRO1VIZE

THE WELSH CITY DAIRY
• Our Milk is aer ted before bottling.
We have passsed Sanitarv inlspection.
We invite inspection by the plublic.
We guarantee., d;olutelv )pure Milk.
We guarantee ' 1'- inchc:, of cream on every quart bottle.
. e are locate, i trmanently, a.nd we shall strive in every way to

have satisfied custowers.

, Dli,. ry Twice Daily Phone No. I I

I Phone Sunday or ers for Ice Cream Milk. They will be attended
to promptly.

PEZC TAILOR SHCP
A. ' "EBERT, Proprietor.

LUp-to-date iloring, Cleaning, Pressing,
Dyeni;: -uits Made To Order

,t ijuaranteed.

\ o r• ity Steam Laundry
Ba4 : aves Every Tuesday.
Wori~ - ed for and Delivered.

The Call of the
Cumberlands
By Charles Neville Buc"

With Illustrations
from Photographs of Scenes

in the Play

(lonyht it, 913. by W. J. VWati & CGo.

SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I-On Misery creek, at the
foot of a rock from which he has fallen,
Sally Miller finds George Lescott, a land-
Bcape painter, unc,,ns ius, and after re-
vviving him, goes for assistance.

CHAPTER I--Samson South and Sally,
taking Les Itt to Satirson's home, are met
by Spieer t~uth, head of the family, who
tells them that Jesse i'urvy has been shut,
and that ;anmsun is suspected of the
irime. Santtson denies it.

(CiA'TAPTE III-The shooting of Jesse
Purvv hr-', s thee ruce in the Hollnan-
',uth feud

S'HtI'TER IV-Samson reproves Tama-
rack Spicer for telling Sally that Jim
lHollman is on the trail with bloodhounds
hunting the man who shot Purvy.

CHAPTER V-The bloodhounds lose the
trail at Splear South's door. Lescott dis-
covers artistic ability in Samson. While
sketching with Lescott on the mountain.
Tamarack discovers Samson to a jeering
crowd of mountaineers. Samson thrashes
him and denounces him as the "truce-
buster" who shot Purvy

('HAPTER VI-Lescott tries to per-
suade Samson to go to New York with
him and develop his talent. Sally, loyal
hut heartbroken, furthers Lescott's efforts.
The dance at Wile McCager's threatens
trouble to Samson and Lescott.

CHAPTER VII-At the dance Samson
tells the South clan he is going to leave
the mountains. Lescott go:es homlle to
New York. Samson bids Spicer and Sally
fa..,gwp1 w.-1 0. ". .- -

CHAPTER VIIT-In New York Samson
studies art and learns much of city ways.
Drennie Les•,tt Ipersut:des Wiltred iefr-
ton, her dilettante lover, to do a mans's
work in the world.

CHAPTER IX-Prompte'i by her love,
Sally teaches herself to write. lHorton
throws himself into the business world
and beconies well hated by predatory
inanciers and polltichins. At a buhemian
"esorti Samson mieets William l"'arbisih,
-porty social parasite, and Iuorton's ene-

C'TTAPTER X-Farhish sees Samson and
)rennit dining together unchaperoned at

the Wigwatn roadhouse. HIe conspires
with others to ltatke Horton jealous and
succeeds.

CHAPTER XI-Farbish brings Norton
and Suarison together it the Ke trnlll
:'lib's shooting lodge, and forces an ope:1
rupture, expecting Samson to kill Horton
and so rid the poiUtical and financial thuigs
of the crusader. Samson exposes the plot
and thrashes the conspirators

c'HAPTFR XTT-Samoson is advised by
his hte,'hers to turn to portrait painting.
IDrennie (ommnis'tons hin to paint her
portrait. Sally goes to sihool. Samson
gne)s to Paris to stlud'. Drennie fin(ds in
his -Itiio pictured evidence of his loyalty
to Sally.

C'HAPTER XTTT--Tmarack kllc Jim
Asherrv. is surrenderd to th, militia and
--!ot front ambush Iy a HIollman. The
fettd is on a ga:in andti the law iheilp ss in
the face of murder. Sally sends for Sam-
son.

CI \PTI'R XIV-Samson goes. home,
catchs A 'tron Illtlis in thie act of niur-
d•'ring .... T'urvy and ;lls him. H-T

onc as to illie. Captain Callonmb hears of
the killi:ns.

"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 socks. He rolled back
his shirtsleeve and contemplated the
forearm that had once been as brown
and tough as 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,
halfetripped 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 head, 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 slay.

He must reappear before his kins-
men as much as possible the boy who
had left them-not the fop with new-
fangled affectations. His eyes fell
upon the saddlebags upon the floor of
the Pullman and he smiled satirically.
He would like to step from the train
at Hixon and walk brazenly thro.gh
the town In those old clothes, chal-
lenging every hostile glance. It they
shot him down on the streets, as they i
certainly would do, it would end his
questioning and his anguish of dilem-
ma. He would welcome that, but it
would, after all, be shirking the i- ue.

He must get out of Hixon hand int:o
his own country Unrecognizid. 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 wore
-had worn it chiefly because he liked
to hear Adrienne's humorous denuncia-
tlon 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 Hixon, there was a mis-
sion to be performed at Jesse Purvy's
store. As he thought of that mission
a grim glint came to'his pupils.

All journeys end, and as Samson
passed through the tawa1 ry cars of the

local train near Hixon he saw several I

faces which he recognized, but they %

either eyed him in inexpressive silence
or gave him the greeting of the "fur- 2

riner."
Then the whistle shrieked from the i

trestle over the Middle fork, and at c

only a short distance rose the cupola I

of the brick courthouse and the scat- t

ten ed roofs of the town. Scattered

,vcr the green slopes by the river i
barlc lay the white spread of a tented I

.inmpany street, and, as he looked out,

he saw uniformed tigures moving to

and fro and caught the ring of a bugle t
call. So the militia was on deck;,

things must be bad, he retlected. lie
stood on the platform and looked

d Jwn as the engine roared along the

t:,t-;tle. There were two g;,:',-;! a'.•-•
One pointed its muzl.ie toward the

town, and the other scowled uo at the

face of the mountain. Sentries paced
their beats. Men in undershirts lay

dozing outside tent flaps. It was all

a picture of disciplined readiness, and
yet Samson knew that soldiers made
of painted tin would be equally effec-

tive. These military forces must re-

main subservient to local civil authori-

ties, and the local civil authorities

obeyed the nod of Judge Hollman aild

Jesse Purvy.

As Samson crossed the toll bridge
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 going to be," replied Samson,
enigmatically, as he went on.

Still unrecognized, he hired a horse
at the livery stable, and for two hours
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. Mile after
mile unrolled forgotten vistas. Some-
thing deep in himself murmured:

"Home!"
It was late afternoon when he saw

ahead of him the orchard of Purvy's
place, and read on the store wall, a
little more weather stained, but other-
wise unchanged:

"Jesse Purvy, General Merchandise."
The porch 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 w,tch
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 yard 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 peace before he announced him-
self.

Yet Samson had not come to the
stronghold of his enem.y for the pur-
pose of assassination. There had been
another object in his mind-an utterly
mad idea, it is true, yet so bold of
conception that it held a ghost of
preomise. He had meant to go into
Jesse Purry's store and chat artlessly,
like some inquisitive "furriner." iHe
Iwould ask questions which by their
very impertinence might be forgiven
on the score of a stranger's folly. But,
most of all, he wanted.to drop the cas-
ual information, which he should as-
sume to have heard on the train, that
Samson South was returning, .nd to
mark. on the assassin leadem, "'l fect
of the news. In his new coo. . was
necessary to give at least the rattler's
warning before he struck, and he
meant to strike. If he were recog-
nized, well-he shi ugged his shou;ders

lBut as he stood on the outsju ,i
ing the perspiration from n:s ,rehrnu..
for the ride had been -warmn, ne her. ?'
voices within. Ihey were louid .,1
angry voices. It occurred to him h;:'
bjy remaining where he was he mi'-ht
gain more information than by huru-
rying in

"I've done been your executioonr fir
twenty ears,. complaincd a vaic,
which Samson at ,'oce '..ni, :z ~- s
that of .aron Hollis, the in st trusted
of Purvy's personal guarw "1 hai,'t
never laid down on ye yet \le an' Jim
Asberry killed old H-enry South. We\\'
laid fer his boy, an' would 'a' got him
ef you'd only said ther word. I "went
inter Hlxon an' killed Tam'rack S lcer,
with soldiers all round me. There
hain't no other damn fool in these
mountings would 'a' took such a long
chance es thet. PI'm tired of it.
They're a-goin' ter glt me, an' I wants
ter leave, an' you won't come cleau
with the price of a railroad ticket to
Oklahoma. Now, damn yore stingy
soul, I gits that ticket or I gits you!"

"Aaron, you can't scare me Ito doin'
nothin' I ain't aimin' to do." The old
baron of the vendetta spoke in a cold,
stoical voice. "I tell ye I ain't quite
through with ye yet. In due an' proper
time I'll see that ye get yer ticket."
Then he added, with conciliating soft.
ness: "We've been friends a long
while. Let's talk this thing over be-
fore we fall out."

"Thar hain't nothin' to talk over,"
stormed Aaron. "Ye're jest tryin' ter
kill time till the boys gits hyar, and
then I reckon ye 'lowe 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'1 be on my
way outen the mountings."

Samson stood rigid. Here was the
confession of one murderer, with no
denial fron the other. The truce was
of.?C Why should he wait? Cr~rs..

seemed to thunder in his brain, an :

yet he stood there, his hand in his coat

pocket, clutching the grip of a ma.-.-

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 inside, and

the heavy fall of a body to the floor.

A wildly excited figure came plung-

ing through the door, and Samson's

left hand swept out and seized its

shoulder in a sudden vise grip.

"Do you know me?" he inquired, as

the mountaineer pulled away and
crouched back \ ith startled surprlse
and vicious frenzy.

"No, damn ye! Cit outen my road!"
Aaron thrust his cocked rifle close

against the stranger's face. From
its muzzle came tihe acrid stench of

freshly burned powder. "Git outen my

road afore I kills ye!"
"My name is Samson South."

Before the astounded linger on the

trigger could be crooked, Sa m:•On 3

pistol spoke from the pocket, al'" as

though in echo, the rifle blazed, a ,:tie

too late and a shade too high, over his

head, as the dead man's arms went up.

Except for those two reports there

was no sound. Samson stood still, an-

ticipating an uproar of alarm. Now\

he should doubtless have to pay with
his life for both the deaths, which

would inevitably and legically be at-

tributed to his agency. Lut, strangely
enough, no clamor arose. The shot in-

aide had been muffled, and those out-

side, broken by the intervening store,

did not arouse the house. Purvy's
bodyguard had been sent away by Hol-
lis on a false alarm. Only the "women-

I folks" and children remaihed 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
the dirt-grimed cracks between the
planks The body was twisted side-
wise, in one of those grotesque atti-
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
treetops. The breeze was harping

sleepily among the branches, and sev-
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 his 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 Jesse
Purvy would no more fight back the
coming of death. He was quite un-
armed. Behind his spent body ranged
shelves of general merchandise.
LBoxes of sardines and cans of peaches
were lined in homely array above him.
His lifeles's hand rested as though
flung out in an oratorical gesture on a
bolt of blue calico.

Samson paused only for a momen-
tary survey. His score was clean. He
would not again have to agonize over
the dilemma of old ethics and new.
Tomorrow the word would spread like
wildfire along Misery and Crippleshin
that Samson South was back and that
his com'nr had been signalized by
these two deaths. The fact that he
was respo s bie for only one-and that
mn self-decense-would not matter.
They woul irefer to believe that he
had invaded the store and killed Purvy

,rnd that Hlollis had fallen in his mas-
ter's defenre at the threshold. Sam-
son went :it. still meeting no one, and
continued nis journey.

Dusk w:, falling when he hitched
his horse n a clump of timber, and,

-t "s ,- Idlebags, began climbing
to a cabin thar. sat back in a thicketed
cove. lI'e .'as now well within South
territory ".nd the need of masquerade
had ,n' dt

The : n nHad not for years been oc-
cupied. 's rooftree was leaning
askew uni, r rotting shingles. The
doorstep a.s Ivy-covered, and the
stones oi the hltarth were broken. But
t lay wll hidden and would serve his

purposea
Shortly, a candle flickered inside,

before a small hand mirror. Scissors
and safety razor wery for a while
busy. The man who entered in im-
peccable clothes emerged fifteen min-
'utes later-transformed. There ap.

ieared under the rising June crescent
a smooth-faced matlve, clad in stained
store clothes;~,i-th rough woolen socks
showing at llls brogan tops, and a
battered felt hat drawn over his face.
No one who had known the Samson
South of four years atgo would fail to
recognize him .now. And the strang-
est part, he told himself, was that he
felt the old Samson. He 'o longer
doubted his courage. He had come
home, and his conscience was once
more clear.

The mountain roads and the moun-
tain sides themselves were sweetly
silent. Moon mist engulfed the fiats
in a lake of dreams, and, as the livery-
stable horse halted to pant at the top
of the final ridge, he could see below
him his destination.

The smaller knobs rose like little
islands out of the vapor, and yonder,

I catching the moonlight like scrans of

his uncle
Svidow .l0i. r. i

At a point
OS t (,crossed tlihe creek,

dismounted. .\1: i of hlp
stile where he it,( said g
Sally. Th, r as dark,
chimney sl: , but, as
nearer, holdiuL the shadows
trees, he rai; (', Sliver of lig
bottom of a : t,.I(, shutter; the
ot Sally's r,,n,, Yet, for a w
son stopp,.d t•r it., looking __
ing no sic(u•d,. 1i,. stood atL
con-and ihi..l i: In lay all
ter and culti ,, : that other
world that h:. l ta, . good to

That was to, .:nson South
those prc l a:.: d portent:
ments \\il!th k , . h life
punctuates its t wring points.
times all th,, s-t and solidifi
that go iLto the building of
nature niI% he uptossed
ranged. So th". layers of a
chain and a continent that
centuries r,'iainE d steadf
break and altr under the
earthquake or volcano,
heights tinder water and
new ranges itove the sea

There was lassing before
as he stoad there, pausing,
rama mu li vahter than any
been able to tonc(eive when
stood there. I114 was seeing
the old life and the new,
contrasts, and, as the p
things thousanids of miles
before his eyes as clearly a
ried backbone of the rldgy
comparing and settling for
the actual values and pro
the things in his life.

He saw the streets of
New York, brilliant
strings of opalescent
Champs Elysees ran its
trimmed parquetry from the
Concorde to the Arc de
the chatter and music of its
in his ears. The ivory spac-
from the Pincian hill, where
saw almond trees in bi
Piazza Venezia, spread
story before his imaginatlu,
'buses and hansoms strln
the mud and fog of Ion_-
endless pot-pourri of Man
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 as•
sunrise as it would be to
ing over these ragged hil,•
the mists rise and grow
the disk of the sun gain
the miracles of cannon
and caressing palm-and,
had come back to fight, a
peace settled over him, f
that, if he must choose thi
tive hills, or all the rest,
forego all the rest.
Would she be changed?
was hammering wildly
had remained loyal. It
acle, but it was the one
counted. He was going
nothing else mattered.

He lifted his head and.
long, clear whippoorwill
quavered on the night in
other calls in the black
him. After a moment he
in the shadow of a pO
peated the call.

Then the cabin door
jamb framed a patch of y
light, and, at the centot
silhouetted figure, in a flu
attitude of uncertainty.
turned slightly to one
did so, the man saw cl
right hand the rifle, whic.
his mission, bequeathed to
She hesitated, and the
in the shadow, once mote
bird note, but this tiie It•
and soft that it seemed t
whispering whippoorwill

Then, with a sudden
she came running wlfL
grace down to the road. '

Samson had vaulted
stood in the full mon
saw her coming he a
arms and his voice
throat in a half-hoarse,

"Sally!"
It was the only word

spoken just then, but It
was necessary. It told ;
It was an outburst froi
full of emotion to gro•
the cry of a man for tb.
who alone can call foi•;•
more eloquent than
etry. And, as she ca
stretched arms a strI
as a homing pigeon, the?
her in a convulsive grJ'i
straining to him, almost:
in the tempest of his

For a time there was a1
to each of them it.80
tumultuous heartbeltlng
above the night music,l
raphy of heartbeats
Later they would talk,
a gloriously wild senfal

gether, with a mutual
Sjoy because all that the?
was true, and all that
was untrue, they BtD
the skies clasping
the rifle between their
as he held her close,:
that a shadow of d --
have existed tie wo
in some nightmare of
had ever existed.

The flutter of her
that of a rapturous bl"
of her breath on l5..

fragrance of the eldeOt
These were their

overhead. These weri
their moon was smiliD5

He had gone and
th~~ + hwel 10m* Fe
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