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PATRONIZE [
THE WELSH CITY DAIRY

Our Milk is aerated before bottling.
We have passsed Sanitary inspection.
We invite inspection by the public.
We guarantee absolutely pure Milk.
We guarantee 2 1.2 inches of cream on every quart bottle.
We are located permanently, and we shall strive in every way to

have satisfied customers.

Delivery Twice Daily Pbone No. II
Phone Sunday orders for Ice Cream Milk. They will be attended

to promptly.
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PLEZCL TAILORSHCP
A. L. HEBERT, Pr prietor.

lUp-to-date Tailoring, Cleaning, Pressing,
Dyeing; Suits Made To Order

h-it juaranteed.

Agent for White ity Steam Laundry
Basket yves Every Tuesday.
Work Ca d for and Delivered.

-- .J-! . o(rCI~uclT

State of Ohio. City of Toledo, ItLucas County. SB.
Frank J. Cheney makes oath that he is

senlor partner of the firm of F. J. Cheney
&.Co.. doing business in the City of To-

o, County and State aforesaid, andt said firm will pay thr sulim of ONE
S. DRED DOLLARS for each and ev-W case of Catnrrh thv' -;innot be cured
the use of HAT,'S CATARRH CURE.

FR4NK J. CIENEY.
Sworn to before me anrd subscribed intn presence, this 6th day of December,

A. D. 1816.
(Seal) A. W. GLEASON.

Notary Public.
Mall's Catarrh Cure is taken Internallyhd acts directly upon the blood and mu.

Wtoit snrfa'es of the system. Send for
tel timonials. fr-. C

F. J. CHl". Y & CO.. Toledo, O.
Sold by all igPgists. 75c.
Take Halt's Family Pills for constIpation.

You Need a Tonic
There are times in every woman's life when sheneeds a tonic to help her over the hard places.

When that time comes to you, you know what tonicto take-Cardui, the woman's tonic, (ardui is com-posed of purely vegetable ingredients, which actgently, yet surely, on the weakened womanly organs,and helps build them balk to strength and health.It has benefited thousands and thousands of weak,ailing women in its past half century of wonderful
success, and it will do the same for you.

You can't make a mistake in taking

CA RDUI
The Woman's Tonic

Miss Amella Wilson, R. F. D. No. 4, Alma, Ark,Rays: '"I think Cardui is the greatest medicine on earth,
s for women. Before I began to take Cardui, I was,so weak and nervous, and had such awful dizzy

spells and a poor appetite. Now I feel as well andsekng as I ever did, and can eat most anything.'
4 e1 i t taking Cardul today. Sold by all dealers.

R BHelped Thousands

IJ. H. Hobgood
I Dentist

Office
Over Cooper Drug Store

Phone No 58

The Call of the
C umberlandls
By Charles Neville Buck

With Illustrations
from Photographs of Scenes

in the Play

(oorpyright, 913, bj W. J. Wat & Co)

SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I-On Misery creek, at the
foot of a rock from which he has fallen.
Sally Miller finds George Lescott, a land-
scape painter. uncons ions, and after re-
viving him, goes for assistance.

CHAPTER 1I-Samson South and Sally.
taking Les ott to Samrson's home, are met
by Spicer South, lead of the family, who
tells them that Jesse I'urvy has been shot,
and that Samson is suspected of the
crime. Samson denies it.

('CHAPTER ITT-The shooting of Jesse
Purvy breahs the truce in the lHollman-
South feud.

mFlA'TER IV-Sarnson reproves Tama-
rack Spicer for telling Sally that Jim
1-lollman is on the trail with bloodhounds
hunting the man who shot Purvy.

CHAPTER V-The bloodhounds lose the
trail at Spicer 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.

('TIAPTER VI-Lescott tries to per-
suade Samson to go to New York with
him and develop his talent. Sally, joyal
hut heartbroken, furthers Lescott's efforts
The dance at Wile 3MCager'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 goes home toNew York. Samson bide Spicer and Sally
farew.t -' *'

CHAPTER VITI-In New York Samson
studies art and learns much of city ways
Drennie Lescott persuades Wilfred IHor-
ton, her dilettante lover, to do a man's
work in the world.

CHAPTER IX-Prompted by her love,
Sally teaches herself to write. Horton
throws himself into the business world
and becomes well hated by predatory
inanciers and politicians. At a Bohemian
resort Samson meets William Farbish
sporty social parasite. and Horton's ene

CHAPTER X-Farbish sees Samson and
D)rennie dining together unchaperoned at
the Wigwam roadhouse. He conspires
with others to mnke Horton jealous and
succeeds.

CHAPTER XI-Farbish brings Norton
and Samson together at the Kenmore
club's shooting lodge, and forces an open
rupture, expecting Samson to kill Horton
and so rid the political and financial thugs
of the crusader. Samson exposes the plot
and thrashes the conspirators

C(H' PTR XTT-Sarnmson is advised by
his teachers to turn to portrait painting.
D)rer.ni' c -mmiss'ons him to paint her
portrai't Sally goes to school. Samson
goes to Paris to stud". Drennie finds in
his studio oe!ctured evilence of his loyalty
to Sally.

"I am," said Samson. '"Let's go."
Adrienne had not yet seen her por-

trait. Samson had needed a few hours
of finishing when he left New York,
though it was work which could be
done away from the model. So it was
natural that when the party reached
Paris Adrienne should soon insist on
crossing the Pont d'Alexandre III to
his studio near the "Boule Mich" for an
inspection of her commissioned canvas.
For a while she wandered about the
businesslike place, littered with the
gear of the painter's craft. It was, in
a way, a form of mind-reading, for
Samson's brush was the tongue of his
soul.

The girl's eyes grew thoughtful as
she Baw that he still drew the leering,
saturnine face of Jim Asberry. He
had not outgrown hate, then? But
she said nothing until he brought out
and set on an easel her own portrait.
For a moment she gasped with sheer
delight for the colorful mastery of the
technique, and she would have been
hard to please had she not been de-
lighted with the conception of her'
self mirrored in the canvas. It was a
face through which the soul showed,
and the soul was strong and flawless,
The girl's personality radlated from
the canvas-and yet- A disoappated
little look crossed and cloaded her
eyes. She was conscious of an in.
definable catch of pain at her heart.

Samson stepped forward, and his
waiting eyes, too, were disappointed.

"You don't like it, Drennie?" he
anxiously questioned., But she smiled
In answer, and declared:

"I love St."
He went out a few minutes later to

telephone for her to Mrs. Lescott, and
gave Adrienne carte blanche to browse
among his portfolios and stacked can*
vases until his return. In a few min-
utes she discovered one of those ef-
forts which she called his "rebellious
pictures."

These were such things as he paint-
ed, using no model except memory
perhaps, not for the making of finished
pictures, but merely to give outlet to
his feelings; an outlet which some
men might have found in talk.

This particular canvas was roughly
blocked in, and it was elementally
simple, but each brush stroke had
been thrown against the surface with
the concentrated fire and energy of a
blow, except the strokes that had
painted the face, and there the brush
had seemed to khis the canvas, The
pictnre showed a barefooted girl,
standing, In barbaric almplicity of
dress, In 'the glare of the arela, while
a gauat lion crouched eyeing her. Her
head was lifted as though she were
listening to taraway music. In the
eyes was Indomitable courage. That

canvas was at once a declaration of
love, and a miserere. Adrienne set
it up beside her own portrait, and, as
p she studied the two with her chin rest.
ing on her gloved hand, her eyes
cleared of questioning. Now she knew
what she missed in her own more
beautiful likeness. It had been paint-
ed with all the admiration of the mind.
The other had been dashed off straight
from the heart-and this other was
Sally! She replaced the sketch where
she had found it, and Samson return-

ing found her busy with little sketches
of the Seine.
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"Drennie," pleaded Wilfred Horton,
as the two leaned on the rail of the
M Mauretania, returning from Europe,
"are you going to hold me off in-
definitely? I've served :.' seven

years for Rachel, and thrown in some
extra time. Am I no nearer the goal?"

The girl looked at the oily heave of
the leaden and cheerless Atlantic, and
its somber tones found reflection in
her eyes. She shook her head.

"I wish I knew," she said, wearily.
Then she added vehemently: "I'm not
worth it, Wilfred. Let me go. Chuck
ne out of your life as a little pig who
can't read her own heart; who is too
itterly selfish to decide upon her own
life."

"Is it"-he put the question with
oreboding-"that, after all, I was a

prophet? Have you - and South -
wiped your feet on the doormat
marked 'Platonic friendship?' Have
you done that, Drennie?"

She looked up into his eyet. Her
own were wide and honest and very
full of pain.

"No," she said, "we haven't done
that, yet. I guess we won't. . . .
I think he'd rather stay outside, Wil-
fred. If I was sure I loved him, and
that he loved me, I'd feel like a cheat
-there is the other girl to think of.

. And, besides, I'm not sure what
I want myself. . . . But I'm horribly
afraid I'm going to end by losing you
both."

Horton stood silent. It was tea
time, and from below came the strains
of the ship's orchestra. A few ulster-
muffled passengers gloomily paced
the deck.

"You won't lose us both, Drennie,"
he said, steadily. "You may lose your
choice-but, if you find yourself able
to fall back on substitutes, I'll be
there, waiting."

For once he did not meet her scru-
tiny, or know of it. His own eyes were
fixed on the slow swing of heavy,
gray-green waters. He was smiling,
but it is as a man smiles when he con-
fronts despair and pretends that every-
thing is quite all right. The girl
looked at him with a choke in her
throat.

"Wilfred," she said, laying her hand
on his arm, "I'm not worth worrying
over. Really, I'm not. If Samson
South proposed to me today, I know
that I should refuse him. I am not
at all sure that I am the least little
bit in love with him. Only, don't you
see I can't be quite sure I'm not? It
would be horrible if we all made a
mistake. May I have till Christmas
to make up my mind for all time? I'll
tell you then, dear, if you care to
wait"

CHAPTER XIII.

Tamarack Spicer sat on the top of
a box car, swinging his legs over the
side. He was clad in overalls, and In
the pockets of his breeches reposed
a bulging flask of red liquor, and an
unbulging pay envelope. Tamarack
had been "railroading" for several
months this time. He had made a
new record for sustained effort and
industry, but now June was beckon-
ing him to the mountains with vaga-
bond yearnings for freedom and lei-
sure. Many things had invited his soul.
Almost four years had passed since
Samson had left the mountains, and
in four years a woman can change her
mind. Sally might, when they met on
the road, greet him once more as kins-
man and agree to forget his faulty
method of courtship. This time he
would be more diplomatic. Yesterday
he had gone to the boss and "called
for his time." Today he was paid off,
and a tree lance.

As he reflected on these matters a
fellow-trainman came along the top
of the car and sat down at Tamarack's
side. This brakeman had also been
recruited from the mountains, though
from another section-over toward the
Virgtnia line.

"So yer quittin'?" observed the new*
comer.

Spler nodded.
"Goin' back thar on Misery?"
Again Tamarack answered with a

Jerk of his head.
"I've been layin' off ter tell ye some-

thin', Tam'rack."
"Cut her loose."
"I laid over in Hixon last week, an'

some fellers that used ter know my
mother's folks took me down In the
cellar of Hollman'i store, an' give me
some licker."

"What of hit?"
"They was talkin' 'bout you."
"What did they say?" - 4

'I seen that they was enemies of
yours, an' they wasn't in no good hu- I
mor, so, when they axed me et I I
knowed ye, I 'lowed I didn't know <
nothin' good about ye. I had ter cass
ye out, or git in trouble myself."

Tamarack cursed the whole Hollman I1
tribe, and his companion went on:

"Jim Asberry was thatr He 'lowed
they'd found out thet you'd done shot
iPurvy that time, an' he said"-the
1brakeman paused to add emphasis to
his conclusloni-"thet the next time ye
fcorng liome, he 'lowed ter' fe plumb
lhore"y u

Tamarack scowled.
"Much baleaged," he repleJ

At Hixon Tamarack Spicer strolled
along the street toward the court-
house. He wished to be seen. So long
as it was broad daylight and he dis-
played no hostility, he knew he was
safe-and he had plans.

Standing before the Hollman store
were Jim Asberry and several com-
panions. They greeted Tamarack af-
fably and he paused to talk.

"Ridin' over ter Misery?" inquired
Asberry.

"'Lowed I mout as well."
"Mind of I rides with ye es fur es

Jesse's place?"
"Plumb glad ter have company,"

drawled Tamarack.
They chatted of many things, and

traveled slowly, but, when they came
to those narrows where they could not
ride stirrup to stirrup each jockeyed
for the rear position, and the man who
found himself forced into the lead
turned in his saddle and talked back
over his shoulder, with wary, though
seemingly careless, eyes. Each knew
the other was bent on his murder.

At Purvy's gate Asberry waved fare-
well and turned in. Tamarack rode
on, but shortly he hitched his horse
in the concealment of a hollow, walled
with huge rocks, and disappeared into
the laurel.

He began climbing, in a crouched
position, bringing each foot down
noiselessly and pausing often to listen.
Jim Asberry had not been outwardly
armed when he left Spicer. But, soon,
the brakeman's delicately attuned ears
caught a sound that made him lie flat
In the lee of a great log, where he was
masked in clumps of flowering rho-
dodendron. Presently Asberry passed
him, also walking cautiously, but hur-
riedly, and cradling a Winchester rifle
in the hollow of his arm. Then Tama-
rack knew that Asberry was taking
this cut to head him off and waylay
him in the gorge a mile away by road
but a short distance only over the hill.
Spicer held his heavy revolver cocked
in his hand,.but it was too near the
Purvy house to risk a shot. He waited
a moment, and then, rising, went on
noiselessly with a snarling grin, stalk.
Ing the man who was stalking him.

Asberry found a place at the foot
of a huge pine where the undergrowth
would cloak him. Twenty yards below
ran the creek-bed road, returning from
Its long horseshoe deviation. When
he had taken his position his faded
butternut clothing matched the earth
as inconspicuously as a quail matches
dead leaves: and he settled himself to
wait. Slowly and with infinite cau-
tion his intended victim stole down,
guarding each step, until he was in
short and certain range, but, instead
of being at the front, he came from
the back. He, also, lay flat on his
stomach and raised the already cocked
pistol. He steadied it in a two-handed
grip against a tree trunk and trained
it with deliberate care on a point to
the left of the other man's spine just
below the shoulder blades.

Then he pulled the trigger! He did
not go down to inspect his work. It
was not necessary. The instantaneous
fashion with which the head of the
ambuscader settled forward qn its
face told him all he wanted to know.
He slipped back to his horse, mounted
and rode fast to the house of Spicer
South, demanding asylum.

The next day came word that if
Tamarack Spicer would surrender and
stand trial in a court dominated by
the Hollmans the truce would con-
tinue. Otherwise the "war was on."

The Souths flung back this message:
"Come and git him."
But Hollman and Purvy, hypocriti-

cally clamoring for the sanctity of the
law, made no effort to come and "git
him." They knew that Spicer South's
house was now a fortress, prepared for

dTam'rack, VYve Got to Go"

siege. They knew that every trail
thither was picketed. Also, they knew
a better way. This tithe they had the
color of the law on their aide. The
eircuit judge, through the sheriff,
asked for troops and troops came,
Their tents.dotted the river bank be- I
low the Hixon bridge. A detail un-
der a white flag welt out after Tama-
rack Spicer. The militia captain in (
command, who feared neither feudist I
nor deatk, was courteously received. IHe had brains, and he assured them (
that he acted under orders which I
could not be disobeyed. Unlods they
surrendered the prisoner, gatling guns .
would follow. If necessary they would ,

be .drased behind oz teiams. Many
militiamen might be killed, but for I
each of them the stat6 had another. g
If Spicer would surrender, the officer 0
would guarantee him personal protec- a
tlon, and, if it seemed necessary, a r
change of venue woald secure him t
trial in another circuit. For hours the
elan dejlberlted. For the soldiers they fTelt no enmity.. For the young cap. t
tama they felt an instinctive liking. IH)e was a nmn.a

I Old Spicer Swl, restored
echo of his fora;+r robustness
call of action, ci; the clan's,

"Hit ha ntli t 'co' we're
of. Ef this b cIiiS terto
won't never git ,ie il, co'te.
murdered."

The ofliher hbl out his han&
"As man to mn;10; he+ said, "

you my1 word ti0 t!o one sy
him except by Ir"I'I+l>.;I of law.
working for the I i+lll ins or t
vys. I know 1h114 i rIed.-

For a spac' -1! Soruth looked
the soldier's -; and the a
looked back.

"I'll take yron hiindshake on
bargain," saidi ti;. I! ountaineer,
ly. "Tam'irack,'" I added, in a
of finality, '' ('V, o t tetr go."

The officer lhaid -ant what he
lie marched his blrisoner into
at the center of ;! ehllow square
muskets at the r ,i], And yet,
boy passed into ?)i,, courthouse
with a soldier rulbngy elbows on
side, a cleanly a;:;;, d shot so
from somewhere. 'Ihe smokeless
der told no tale, awl with blue
and army hats cirai:n g him, T
fell and died.

That afternoon one of Hol
henchmen was found lying in the
with his lifeless fuce in the w
the creek. The next day, as old
South stood at the door of his
a rifle barked from thw hillside,
fell, shot through tlhe left shoul
a bullet intended for his heart
this while the troops were hel
camped at Hixon. Thay had
and inclination to go out and get
but there was no man to get.

The Hollmans had used the
as far as they wished; they had
them pull the chestnuts out d
fire and Tamarack Splcer out
stronghold. They now
swear out additional warrants

A detail had rushed into H
store an Instant after the shot
killed Tamarack was fired.
a woman buying a card of bu
a fair-haired clerk waiting on
found the building empty.

Back beyond, the hills were
trable, and answered no ques

Old Spicer South would tea'
ago have put a bandage on his
and gone about his business,
he tossed under his patchw
and Brother Spencer expressel
doubts for his recovery. W
counsel unavailable Wile M
common consent, assumed
like the powers of a regent
upon himself the duties to whim
son should have succeeded.

That a Hollman should
able to elude the pickets and
the heart of South territory to
South's cabin was both astoan
alarming. The war was on
question now, and there must be
cil. Wile McCager had sent out
mons for the family heads to
that afternoon at his mill. It
urday-"mill day"-and in
with ancient custom the lanes
be more traveled than usual.

Those men who came by the
road afforded no unusual s
for behind each saddle sagged
of grain. Their faces bore no
of unwonted excitement, bWt
man balanced a rifle across
mel. None the less, their p
grim, and their talk when
gathered was to the point.

Old McCager, himself s
plexed, voiced the sentiment
others had been too courteoaU
press. With Spicer South
and Samson a renegade, they
adequate leader. McCager was
man of intrepid courage and
but grinding grist was his
not strategy and tactics. The
had such masters of intrigue
and Judge Hollman.
. Then a lean sorrel mare
ging into $iew, switching her
tail, and on the mare's backd'
him with a long, leafy awl
woman. Behind her sagged
loaded ends of a corn sack
lithe and slim, and her Vi
were profoundly serious, and-
were as resolutely set as Joan
might have been, for Sally
come only ostensibly to have
ground to meal. She -had
to speak for the absent chlft
knew that.sho would be met
Mon. The years had sobered
but her beauty had increased
it was now a chastened typ,
gave her a strange and rather
refnement of expression.

Wile McCager came to the
as she rode up and lifte4 I
from her horse.

"IIowdy, Sally?" he greeted
"Tol'able, thank ye," said 8*11,

goin' ter get off."
As she entered the great

room, where the mill stones,
on their cumberegme shafts,
of discussion sank to silefabS
girl nodded to the mounts
ered in conclave, then, turnli
mlller, 'she announced:

"I'm going to send for Sam
The statement was at first

dead silence, then came a
indignant dissent, but for
girl was prepared, as she was
for the contemptuous laughter
followed.

"I reckon if Samson was b
said, dryly, "you all wouldn't
was quite so funny."

^01d Caleb Wiley spat
bristling beard, and his voice
qiavering rumble.
'"What we wants is a man.

'got no use for no traitors thet
mighty damn busy doin' fa
ter stand by their kith an'

"That's a lie!" said the gl
fully. "There's Just one ma
that's smart enough to ma
Purvy-an' that one man

FRUIT_TREES!
Orange, Grape Fruit. Kum Quats, Pecans,

Peaches, Pears, Plums, Persimmons;
Also Palms, Roses, Evergreens

and Shade Trees.
--- CATALOGUE ON REQUEST----

The Jennings Nursery, Jentnigs, La.

FOR SALE
BLOCK 62 IN WELSh, LA.,

less 100 teet on West side "This
block has fine drainage-good
residence district-for sale at a
Bargain. For price enquire of

C. E. CARR,-or -CLEMENT St. GERflAIN,
Welsh, La. Lake Arthur, La.

FAUG HT LUI1BEk CO., Ltd
x 14

Climatic Brand 1
House Paint...

i Wire Fence, Lime, Cement,

Brick and Lumber a

SFULL i STOCK ALWAYS ON HAND


