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Sergeant Wryatt of the
Btaunton artillery is sent as & ap{. to his
nitive county on the Green Briar by Gen-
oral Jackson. Wyatt meets a mountaineer
named Jem Taylor.

Confederate

CHAPTER Il—Continued.

“Things has changed sum since
then. Nobody lives ter hum eny more,
It's sure hell in Green Briar these
days—somebody is gettin’' kilt every
day er two. The cusses travel in
gangs, murderin' an’ burnin’ from one
end o' the county to the other.” He
apoke in an even, drawling voice, with
not the slightest show of emotion, as
though telllng an ordinary bit of
news: “D——d if I know which outfit
is the wus—the Yanks or the Rebs.”

“Which are you with?"

“Who, me?" He paused in his bolt-
ing of food, and gave vent to an un-
pleasant laugh. “I rather reckon it
would puzzle the Lord Almighty ter
find that out. I dom't give a whoop
fer neither of 'em. I'm fer ol' Jem
Taylor, an’ it keeps me tolor'ble busy
tending ter his affairs, without both-
erin’ 'bout no government,”

“Then your name is Taylor?”

“I reckon it has been for 'bout sixty
years. Thar's a slew o' Taylors over
mlong Buffalo crick, an' som’ of ’em
are Yanks, an' a parcel of 'em are
Rebs, but they don’t git ol' Jem ter
take nary side. At that, I'm gittin’ all
the fightin' I hanker arter. Naturally,
I'm a peaceful critter, if th’ cusses let

- me alone.,"”

“Quieted down some over there late-
ly, hasn't it?"

“Huh! Thar's a rigiment o' blue
coats at Lewisburg, an' a few cavalry-
men ridin’ ther pikes. Don't amount
ter a hill o' beans as fer as ther boys

are concerned. All they got ter do is
go further back in the hills, an” be a
bit more keerful. I reckon, young
man, ye'll find plenty o' deviltry going
on In Green Briar, if ve ever git out
that away. Wal, thet's all thar is fer
us ter eat, an’ I'm goin' ter take =z
8nooze,"” :

He closed the door, fastening it se-
curely with a wooden bar, =and
stretched himself out on the floor.
The room was dark, as the only win-
dow was tightly boarded up, and using
my bundle for a pillow, 1 lay down
also. In a short time his heavy
breathing was evidence enough that
Taylor slept. Slowly my heavy eyes
closed, and I lost consciousness.

The sun was below the mountain
ridge, when the heavy hand of the old
mountaineer shook me into sudden

wakefulness. With nothing left to
eat we were not long in preparing for
departure, I endeavoring vainly to get
my silent companion fo converse, be-
ing rewarded merely by grumbled and
evasive answers. Finally 1 desisted
in the attempt, content to follow his
lead. Taylor, astride his sorrel, with
gun resting grimly across his knees,
rode straight through the brush, away
from the pike, down the valley of a
small stiream. In crossing, the horses
drank their fill,

“How about the wvalley road?’ 1
agked as we climbed the opposite
bank.

The leader glanced back at me.

“This yere way is nigher, an’ a darn
gight mor’ quiet,” he answered grufily.
“Soldiers been marching over the pike
ell day. Mout be all right fer yer, If
yer've got a pass—but I ain't got none.
We'll hev’' good ‘nough ridin’ in *bout
a mile mor'."”

“You are aiming for the cut-off 7

“l be—yer do kno’ sumthin’ of this
yere kintry, I reckon, but yer've got
more eddication than eny Cowan 1
ever hooked up with afore. Yer don't
talk none like mountin’ folks.”

I drew a quick breath, sensing the
return of suspicion.

“That's trud,” I admitted readily.
“You see I went to school at Coving-
ton; fthey were going to make a
preacher out of me.”

Taylor stared into my face, his
vague suspicion seemingly gone,

“Well, I'l be 6——d—a preacher.”
He rode on into the dusk, chuckling,

and [ foliowed, smiling to myseif, glad
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between us. We camped finally in the
‘bend of a small stream, where high
banks concealed us from observation.
There was little to eat in our haver-
sacks, but we munched what we had,
and Taylor, his eyes on the horses,
broke the silence.

“I reckon the ecritters don't need
more'n a couple hours’ rest,” he sald.
“They ain't been rid noways hard, an’
I'm fer gittin’ through the gap durin’
daylight—the road ain't overly good
just now.™

“Across the mountains?
a gap hera?”

“Ther road ter Hot Springs is 'bout
two miles below yer. I cum over it
ten days ago an’' I reckon I kin find
my way back. It's 'bout forty miles
frum thar ter Lewisburg, mostly hills,
but a good trail. I know folks et Hot

Is there

”h- (1]
I followed -

streamed from a room beyond, and,
determined tq miss nothing, 1 was so
close behind Taylor that my gquick
eyes caught what I belleved to be a
swift slgnal of warning to the man
within. This, however, was an im-
prégsion born from my own suspleion,
rather than any real movement, for
Taylor took but a single step across
the threshold, and stopped, leaning on
his gun, The gingle occupant sat up-
right, before him the remnants of a
light repast, his hand toying with a
spoon, and his eyes shifting from Tay-
lor's face to my own. He was
heavily built and broad of shoulder.
The face would have been hard, but
for a gleam of good humor in the
eyes, and the softening effect of gray

" sald the other
an' tell him Jem

step right "long is, thé both of yer.
I'll look after them horses. You'll fin'
Massa Hm-j_. the dinin' room,

thé mountaineer up the |
steps, and into the hall, utterly indif
ferent as to whéther my company was :
desired or not. It was not yet dark,
but a lamp burned on a nearby table,
and & cheerful fire glowed at the far
ther end. But a brighter glow of light

halr, and a gray inustache. The man
had aged greatly, yet I recognized him
instantly, my heart throbbing with
the possibility that I also might be re-
membered. Yet surely there was no
gleam of recollection in the eyes that
surveyed me—and why should there
be? I had been an uninteresting lad
of fifteen when we last met. This
knowledge gave me courage to meet

Springs who will take good keer o' us,
onct we git thar.”

We rested, dozing, but neither sound
asleep, for nearly three hours. What-
ever might be in Taylor's mind, the
lonely night had brought to me a new
thought relative to my companion.
The fellow was evasive, and once he
had frankly lled in seeking to explain
his presence in the valley, and the rea-
son for his secrecy of movement. By
now we were decidedly at cross-pur-
poses, each vigilantly watching the
other—Taylor in doubt as to what the
bundle contained, which I never per
mitted out of my grasp, and myself as
deeply interested in galning posses-
sion of a packet of papers, a glimpse
of which I had caught in &n inside
pocket of the mountalneer’s cont. His
mission, whatever It might be, was se-
cret and dangerous. Of this his cease-
less vigilance was proof.
The light of a dylng day still clung
to the western sky when our wearied
horses bore us into the village of Hot

hand in the salute due to an officer of
rank. !
“Ah!"™ sald Harwood In deep volce,
“a goldler from the valley?"

“Yes, sir,” respectfully, “the Sixty-
fifth Virginia.”

“How does it happen you wear Ar-
tillery uniform?”

HExpecting the question 1 answered
unhesitatingly.

“They'd lost 80 many gunners, some
of us were detailed to help. Recruits
are coming in now.”

“What was your battery?”
“Staunton Horse artillery, sir.”
“Stationed?”

Springs. It was like a deserted ham-|

let, few houses appesring inhabited, At F‘PC:EN- Royal—that was our win-
and the shop windows boarded up. ter camp.

Taylor, glancing neither to right or| MHe mnodded, +tapping his spoon

against the table, favorably impressed
by my prompt replies. His keen eyes
sought the face of the silent moun-
taineer,

“You know this man, Taylor?”
“Wal, I can't exactly say thet I
dew, major,” he sald drawlingly, shift-
ing his feet uneasily. “He says he's a
Cowan, frum over on Buffalo crick.”
“A Cowan!—you mean—"

“No, he don't claim ter be none o'
ol' Ned's brood—his mar's a widder
woman. They ain’t no kin, I reckon.”
Whatever thoughts might have been
In Major Harwood's mind were con-
cealed by an impassive face, as he sat
there for a moment in silence, gazing
at the two of us. |

“No doubt you did what you be-
lieved to be best, Taylor,” he sald at
last quietly, “Wa will talk it over
later. You are both bungry enough
to eat, I suppose? Draw up some
chairs and Bam will ind something.
No objectlon to remaining here over
night, Cowan?”

“I'd be glad to get om, sir, but my
horse is about used up, The roads
have been hard and we have traveled
rapidly.”

“Well, there ia plenty of room, and
you are welcome. This house,” he ex-
plained, “belongs to a friend of mine,
who had to leave the country—too
Yankee for his neighbors. 1 find it
rather convenient at times. Ah, Sam,
that rasher of bacon looks prime—I’ll
try some mysell."”

| Followed the Mountaineer Up the
Steps and Into the Hall.

left, rode straight down the main
street, and turned onto a pike road,
leading to the left. A mile beyond, a
frame house. painted white, barely vis-
ible through the deepening dusk,
stood In a grove of oaks. The moun-

CHAPTER IIL

The Body on the Floor.

that searching glance, and to lift my |

t there was no lock, Then
Wis not being held a prisoner,
some minutes I extinguished

It was quite a drop, though not
a } one, to the
ground. Those dim outlines of bulld:
Angs were probably the stables, where
1 would find my horse. With no guards
the trick of getting away unobserved
would be easy anough, and I knew the
road sufficiently well to follow it safe-
ly. But 1 desired to learn first what
these two men were actuslly up to.

!

| Plcked 1t Up Wonderingly.
My Own,

It Was

Such information might prove more
important than my finvestigations in
Green Briar. I stole across to the door
and opened it noiselessly. There was
no one visible in the upper hall, and
I leaned over the stair rail gazing
down, and Ilistening. A light still
burned within the dining room, but
there was no sound of voices, or of
movement.

The silence continued, and I began
to cautiously steal passage down the
carpeted stairs, crouching well back
pgainst the side wall. Little by little
I was able to peer in through the open
door—the chairs were vacant; there
was no one thers. The gleam of the
lamp revealed a deserted room, the
table still littered with dishes. What
had become then of Harwood and
Taylor? Were they sitting bevond In
the darkened parlor? 1 crept to the
half-clogsed door. The room was black
and sllent, although I could percelve
dimly the outlines of furniture.

Bomething—some vague sense of
mystery, of danger, gripped me. I felt
a strange choking in the throat, and
reached for the revolver at my belt.
It was not there; the leather holder
was empty. My first sensation was
fear, a bellef I was the victim of
treachery. Then it occurred to my
mind that the weapon might have
fallen from the open holster as 1 rest
ed on the bed—a mere accident. At
least I would learn the truth of that
dark room. I stepped within, circled
the overturned chair, and a groping
foot encountered something lying on
the floor. I bent down and touched it
with my hand; it was the body of &
man. The whole truth came to me in
& fiagh—there had been & quarrel, a
murder, unpremeditated probably, and
the assassin had escaped. But which
of the two was the victim? An iIn-
stant I stood there, staring about in
the dark, bewildered and uncertain.
Then I grasped the lamp from the
table in the other room, and returned
holding the light in my hands. The
form of Major Harwood lay extended
on the floor, l{feleas, his skull crushed

-----

The door was securely

light, and looked out of the win-
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Philade Pa.—*Tam just 52years
of age and during Change of Life [ suf-
fered for six years

i terribly. I tried sev-

1 eral doctors but nons

ded Lydia E. Pink-

had no pains at all and could do my

as always. For years I have praised
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound for what it has done for me,
and shzll always recommend it as a wo-
man’s friend. You are at liberty touse
my letter in any way, "’ —Mrs, THOMSON,
649 W. Russell St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Change of Iife is one of the most
critical periods of 8 woman’s existence.
Women everywhere should remember
that there is no other remedy known to
carry women so successfully through

Vegetable Compound. .

If you want special advice
write to Lydia E. Pinkham Med-
fcine Co. (confidential), Lynn,
Mass. Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman
and held in strict confidence,

Your Liver

Is Clogged Up

That's Why You're Tired—Out of Sorts
~—Have l‘o Appetite. o .

will put you right
in a few days.

glz:ﬁation, =
iliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
Genuine must bear Signature
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California Chromicz Iron,
Chromie iron is used very extensive-
ly in making refractory chrome bricks
and furnace linings, alloys, manufac-
turing steel for cutting tools, projec
tiles and armor plate; also in the
great chemical industry which pro
duces many colors and dyes, and in
tanning. Almost the entire output of
chromic iron in the United States for
1914 came from California.

No Bad Habits,

“Maud seems to consider her all-
mony an Improvement over her hus-
band."”

“Why shouldn't she? It comes In
regularly and doesn't drink or swear.”

When a woman {s away from home
two weeks her husband is apt to use
all the napkins in the house for wash-
rags.

Always proud to show white clothes
Cross Ball Bl

d e does malke them
white. All grocers. Adv.

The small boy’s stomach is usually
in apple pie order.

| seemed to give me

and made me so
wealk that I had to
g0 to bed. At last
% | & friend recommen- |

ham's Vegetable
Compound to me and I tried it at once
and found much relief. After that I |

How She Was Helped During
Change of Life by LydiaE.

housework and shopping the same |

{
!

!
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this trying period as Lydia E. Pinkham’s :
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