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SYNOPSIS.
T

eant Wyatt of the
Btaunton artfllery sent as & spy to his
native county on the Green Briar Gen-
eral Jackson. Wyatt meets & mountalneer
named Jem lor, They ride together to
g’honu beyond Hot Bprings. In the houss

yatt and Taylor meet Major Harwood,
Tather of Noreen and an old nelghbor of

yatt, who is sent to bed while the two
other men talk. Wyatt becomes suspl-
clous, and finds that Taylor has murdered
Harwood and escaped. Wyatt changes to
the U. B. eavalry uniform he has with
him, and rides away In the night, running
nto & detachment of Federal cavalry, to
‘hom he identifies himself as Lisutenant
Raymond, Third U, 8 cavalry. by means
of papers with which he has been pro-
¥vided. Captain Fox finds Harwood's body
mnd follows Taylor's trail.

Confederate Be

CHAPTER V.

The Night Attack.

The incidents of that ride do not re-
main with me in any special clearness
of detail. We rode steadily, keeping
well together, consclous that in all
Dprobability we were watched by hos-
tile eyes, peering out from behind rock
jand thicket. We foraged through de-
serted shacks, finding poor reward,
yet managed to subsist, although with
hunger unsatisfied. The men grum-
bled and Fox swore, as, long before
night came, he comprehended the fact
that we were on a fool’'s errasd; that
ghu little squad was being lured deeper
and deeper into a hostile country, but
mo opportunity to turn aside present-
'ed itsell. The night overtook us in
the midst of & mountain solitude. The
Bcouts had discovered a spring at the
bottom of a rocky hollow, and there
Fox reluctantly ordered camp to be
jnade, the horses finding scant pas-
turage beyond. The grumbling and
cursing soon ceased, however, and
those not on duty slept fittully. I
made the round of the sentries with
Fox, slipping and stumbling over the
rough way, through the darkness,

“This weird place gets on the
nerves,” he sald, as if half ashamed of
the confession. “Do you know, Ray-
mond, I have felt for the last hour as
if we were riding into some trap.” He
glanced nervously behind him. *“I
don't believe there has ever been &
Federal detachment down as far as
this before. We're in old Ned Cowan’s
country.”

“"Confederate?" I asked, Interested
at once by the name,

“Heaven knows! To the best of my
belief the fellow doesn't give a whoop
for either side. He's just a natural
born devil and this war gave him a
chance to get the hell out of his sys-
tem. Still; I guess, he calls himself
a Reb.”

“And his followera?”

“Mountaln men mostly, together
with a bunch of deserters and con-
scripts from both sides. Nobody
knows how big a band he has, but it
would take an army to run them out
of these mountains. We had orders
to do it—but pifie! Ramsay came
down as far as Fayette Court House
with a regiment of infantry, and a
cavalry guard, and sent out a flag of
truce asking the old devil to come in
and talk with him. He actually did
come; rode right up to headquarters,
with a dozen of his ragged followers,
heard what Rameay had to say, and
then simply told the general to go to
hell. and rode off again.”

“Were you there? Did you see the
men?"

“No, but the sergeant did; he was
detailed at that time as headguarters’
orderly.”

“Yes,” 1 sald, determined on my
cotrse. “l1 was talking with Hayden
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you, leutenant, this murder of Har-
wood is more than an army matter. It
was either the culmination of a feud
—done for personal revenge—or else
the major had papers in his posses-
sion bearing on the situation here that
could only be gained over his dead
body. The man who killed bim was
old Ned Cowan.”

“But Harwood must have known
bim," I protested.

“Of course he did; they were neigh-
bors before the war and met there by
appointment. For all I know the ma-
jor may have had some confidentlal
communication from the war depart-
ment. God knows what it was. Al 1
am sure about is that I would give a
good deal to be out of this fix right
now and twenty miles to the north of
ham."

We pat there for half an hour dis-
cussing the matter and endeavoring
to convince ourselves the danger was
less than we imagined. Thers was
nothing to be done but walt for day-
light. Finally Fox crept forth again
to make another round of the plckets,
to assure himself they were alert, and
before he returned T had fallen asleep.

The chill of the night awoke mse,
cold and shivering. The wind had
arisen and swept down the funnel in
which I lay with an icy breath against
which my single blanket afforded no
protection, The man who had been
lying next me was gone, and so there
must have been a change of guard
while I slept. I could distinguish,
dimly outlined against the sky, the
overhanging rock-wall which inclosed
our camp, and the deeper shade of a
cleft a yard or two to my left. where
the dead trunk of a tree stood like
& gaunt, ugly sentinel

As I lay staring the figure of a man
slipped out from behind its protec-
tlon and, dropping on hands and
knees, crept forward across the open
space. Another and another followed,
mere ghostlike shadows, scarcely ap-
pearing real. For the instant I doubt-
ed my eyesight, lmag;ned I dreamed.
Then, before I counld ralse voice in
alarm, a rifle spat viclously, the red
flame of its discharge cleaving the
night. A fusillade followed and in the
flare T caught grotesque glimpses of
men leaping forward, and there was
a confused yelllng of voices, a din of
nolse.

I was upon my knees, revolver In
hand, but in the melee below could
not distinguish friend from foe—alike
they were a blur of figures, one in-
stant visible, the next obscured. Yet
there could be no doubt as to the final
ending of the struggle. Taken by sur-
prise, outnumbered, the little squad of
troopers would be crushed, annihilat-
ed. Nor was there reason why I
should sacrifice myself in their defense
—a valueless sacrifice, My cholce was
instantly made, as there flashed to my
mind what my fate would be if 1
ever fell into Cowan's hands attired in
Federal uniform.

On hands and knees I crept to the
cleft in the rock wall and began to
clamber up aover the Irregular rocks.
The shouts and yells, the cries for
mercy, the sound of blows, grew faint-
er and finally ceased altogether. Lean-
ing back and looking down I ecould per-
ceive nothing in the black voild. A
voice shouted an order, but It sounded
far off and indistinet. I was in =&
narrow gully, the incline less. steep
than amid the rocks below, and could

As I crept out into the open space

{ hour before 1 came upon & dismal]

fory of it did not desert my mind. Some
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the chain of hills, as though & pass led
down Into the concealed valley be-

sd’ * With this for guidance L
e

inged " fo , eager to get out of
ljlt%demaaa.

It Was tonsiderably after the moon

shack of logs In the midst of a_small
clearing. The light streaming Iin
through the open door revealed that it
was unoceupled. Yet someone had
been there, and not so very long &ago,
for there were scraps of food on one
of the overturned boxes. Unappetiz
ing as thess appeared, | sat down and
ate heartily, then got to my feet and,
closing the door securely behind me,
plowed through the tangle of weeds
back to the road.

Just before sundown 1 emerged from
the narrow gap and looked down into
the broad yalley of the Green Briar.
It was a seene to linger in thée mem-
ory, and at my first glance 1 knew
where I was, recognizing the famillar
objects outspread before me. Lewis-
burg lay beyond a spur of hills, invis-
ible from my position, although dis-
tant spirals of smoke indicated its
presence. A few log huts appeared
along the curving road, the one mear-
est me in ruins, while a gaunt chim-
ney beside a broad stream unbridged
was all that remained of a former mill.
Beyond this, in midst of a grove of
noble trees, a large house, painted
white, was the only conspicuous feat-
ture in the landscape. I recognized
it at once as the residence of Major
Harwood.

My gaze rested upen it, a8 memory
of the man, and his fate, surged fresh-
ly back into mind, The place had
been spared destruction; it remained
unchangad—but from that distance it
had the appearance of desertion, This
condition was no particular surprise,
for Harwood’s daughter, scarcely more
than a girl to' my remembrance, would
doubtless be with friends, either In
Lewisburg or Charleston; and that
the mansion, thus deserted, still re-

irregular Rocks.

mained undestroyed was, after all, not
so strange, for the major's standing
throughout that section would protect
his property.

I moved on down the steep descent,
losing sight of the house as the road
twisted about the hill, although mem-

odd inclination seemed to impel me to
turn aside and study the situation

key to the mystery af Harwood’s mur-

of paper might have been left behind
in the hurry of departure, which would

solitude, but to the north-|d
weat there was a perceptible bréak in |

| room, the walls lined with bookcases,

And Began to Oimbac Up Over the |

there more closely.” FPossibly some |

shelter from the storm, a chance m
a fire, and possibly fragments of food. .
And I had pothing to fear but dark-
ness, ]

My feet touched carpet, littered with
broken glass, and 1 felt about caw-

straight through from front doer to
back, bisected only by a broad stair-
way leading to the upper story. I
groped along the inside wall, found
the door at Ilast, -standing wide
open, and emerged into the hall
The way was clearer here, and there
came into my mind the recollection of
a bracket lamp, on the wall at the foot
of the stairs. My remembrance of the
position of the lamp was extremely
vague, yet my fingers found it at last,
and lifted It from the bracket. The
globe contained o¢il, and, in another
moment, the light revealed my imme-
diate surroundings.

The total desertion of the place was
evident; the destruction which had
been wrought was plainly the work of
cowardly vandals, who had broken in
after the Harwoods left. Convideed

explore, seeking merely the warmth of
a fire and food. The library, a large

afforded no encouragement, but I
stopped in amazement at the door of
the dining room—the light of my lamp
revealing a table at which someone
had lately eaten, apparently alone.
There was & single plate, a cup and
saucer, a half loaf of bread, with a
slice cut, part of a ham bone, with
considerable meat remaining. un-
touched, and a small china teapot
For an instant the unexpected sight
of these articles fascinated me, and
then my eyes caught a dull glow in
the fireplace at the opposite end of
thé room—the red gleam of a live
ember,

The shock of this discovery was 80
sudden as to give me a strange,
haunted feeling. The house had
seemed 80 completely deserted, so
desolate, wrapped in silence and dark-
ness, that the very conception that
someone else was hiding there came
upon me like a blow. Who could the
person be? Well, I would find out
Thus far the advantage was mine, for
1 knew of another®presence, while the
fellow, whoever he might prove to be,
in all probability possessed no knowl-
edge of my entrance.

My heart beat fast, but from excite-
ment, not fear. With cocked revolver
in one hand, the lamp in the other, I
silently opened door after door, peéer-
ing into vacant apartments, half
thinking every shadow to” be a skulk-
ing figure. The search revealed noth-
ing; not even further evidence of any
presence in the house. The kitchen
fire was cold, the cooking utensils
clean, and in their proper places.

Satisfied siready that the mysteri-
ous invader had departed, yst sternly
determined now to explore the whole
house, and have done with the busi-
ness, | mounted the back stairway, a
gtrip of rag carpet rendering my steps
sllent, and, with head above the land-
ing, flashed my light eautiously along
the upper hall. There were doors on
gither side, the most of them open,
but the third to the left was closed.
There was no transom over it, but the
door was far enough away from the
radius of my lamp so as to reveal a
faint glow of light at the floor line, 1
set the lamp down on the landiog, and
crept nolselessly forward to assure
mysell; It was true, a light was burp-
ing within the clesed door.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

No Itallan Anthem,

' My revolver was under the flap ot
my cavalry jacket, dry and ready for |
1 brought it forward, within |
easy grip, and stepped over the sill. |

tiously. My recollection of the inie | g
rior of the house was vague and indis- |
tinct, but I knew a wide hallway led

of this truth, I proceeded fearlessly to |

| when you decide to help
Nature overcome thatstom.
ach weakness and bowel
Irregularity with the ald of

| [HOSTETTER'S

Stomach Bitters

Exposed to Temptation.

“] hope you will be happy, Mary,”
sald the mistress to her maid, who
was leaving to get married.

“Thank you, ma’am. My young man
is very steady, considering his environ-
ment.”

“What does he do, Mary?”

“He's valet to a young milliofaire.
ma'am.” .

BABY LOVES HIS BATH

With Cuticura Soap Because So Sooth-
ing When His 8kin Is Hot.

These fragrant supercreamy emol-
lients are a comfort to children. The
Soap to cleanse and purify, the Oint-
ment to soothe and heal rashes, itch-
ings, chafings, etc. Nothing mors ef-
fective., May be used from the hour
of birth, with absolute confidence.

Sample each free by malil with Book.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept, XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Adv.

Necessary.
“They’'re putting on my new play
at the Piffle theater next week.”
“You don't say so! Have you ar
ranged for an audience?”

Not Gray Hairs but Tired Eyes
make us ook older than we are. Keep m
lruiom: and you will look young.
the, viea always Murine Your Eyss—
Don’t tell your age. .

its Style.
* “How does money talk?
“It talks centa."

For uwine comfort and leas-
ure unﬂl‘!lzd Cross Ball Blue mpdny.
All good grocers. Adv.

When a fool man has nothing else
to worry him he gets married.
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