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PROLOGUE OF THE STORY.
Elbert King, a northern soldier loft |
for dead on a southern battleficld
recovers consciousness and hides near
@ farmhouse, where he hears Jean
Denslow, a beautiful daughter of the
solth, admit to her negro servant, Joe,
that soon she must wed Calvert Dunn, |
R man she does not love.

King overhears a conversation be-
tween Clolonel Denslow and the chap- |
lain relating to a movement to sur- |
prise the Federal forces. IKing, anx-
lous to get away with the information,
Intercepts the prospectiye bridegroom,
Yicutenant Calrert Dunn, appropriates
bhis uniform and is mistaken for Dunn.
Under the cover of his disguise to save
himself he is married to Jean Densloyw. [
Btill undetecled, he starts with his |
bride to Dunn’s home on horseback. |
While en route she discovers King's'
deception. Furious, she gallops off to
warn the Confederates. Her horse
stumbles and Dbreaks its neck, while
Jean injures her ankle. Hopelessly she
accepts Wing's proffer of assistance to
Yuno’s home. EKing’s kindnesses par-
tially win her. He later arrives at the
T'ederal outpost and is held up by the
picket,

We Find the Courier.

E was a soldier of the Forty-
second. lllipois, Sheridan's di-
vision. and after five minutes

of controversy the corporal.
who . came running forward at the
sentry’s first call, consented to escort
me in person to his regimental head-
quarters. From the colonel's tent 1
was very promptly passed beyond to
where. Sheridan was taking brealkfast
on the rude porch of a log house, sev-
eral of his staff clustered about him.
Here I passed through some minutes
of rapid questioning and wus: tinally
dispatched westward astride a fresh
horse and accompanied by an aid. It
was slightly after 8 o'clock when we
arrived In the presence of Rosecrans.
For a2 moment the 'general scanned
the brief note handed him by the aid
Then he looked up, carefully scruti-
nizing my face with his quiet gray
eyes.

*“What 1s your name?"

*“King, sir.”

*“You claim to bave been a sergeant
in. Reyvnolds’ battery, 1 understand?"

“Yes, sir.”

He turned quickly-to an officer at
the end of tlie table.

‘““Morton. step outside and request
Lieutenant McDermott to come herei
for a moment.”

We waited in silence. the genersl
nervously rustling some loose papers
about on the table before  him and
whispering short, spappy sentences to
a man in a major’s uniform seated be-
gide him Perhaps ten minutes thnus
elapsed before Morton returned with |
his man. Rosecrans gzlanced up inquir
ingly at the latter and then over to:
ward me.

*“Lieutenant.” he said quietly, “kind-
ly inform us if you have ever seen
this man before.”

The officer thus addressed stepped
over toward we, confused by the light
as well as the Confederate uniform |
wore; then his bronzed face broke into
a smile, and he extended his hand.

“By heavens, King, but 1 am glad to |
see you alive and safe again. We had
you marked down as ‘killed or wiss-
ing,’ and there are mighty few of us
ML" Y

*He belonged to you, then?" It was
the voice of the general, breaking in
impatiently upon our greeting.

“This man is Sergeant Elbert King
of Reyuolds® battery. sir.,” answered
McDermott, turning instantly toward
him. yet still retaining my blnd'clup
ed tightly: within his own- .

“Very well Now. Sergeant Kln:,su
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| of the Confederate lines from Miners-

~ “Danlels, sir.”

I told it swiftly, realizing the value
of time and inspired by the interest I
Immediately perceived depicted in the

faces clustered about. .| related mere-
ly what they needed to know from the !

| military viewpoint, leaving out all ref- |

erence to the girl, except to mention |
that she was the cause of Lieutenant |
Dunn’s night ride.

*“You report.” said the major, “that |
the plan, as you understood it. was to |
double the Confederate right wing to |
the rear past their center last night; |
then that during today. and under
protection of those bluffs yonder, the |
center will also be moved to the left,
thus massing their entire fighting force
just back of Minersville soon after
dark, with the intention of hurling it
in solid mass against our unprepared
right flank at daybreak tomorrow?
Do 1 state this correctly?”

“That was my understanding, sir.”

*“Yet our pickets have reported no
movement apparent in their front.
Campfires were burning the full length

ville to Coulter’s Landing all through
the night.”

“Then the most of them must have
been dummy ftires, sir, for I rode from
Denslow’s plantation to Coulter’s with-
out encountering a single man. 1 am
positive that after midnight there was
not a Confederate company left on duty
eust of Salter's creek. A few men
may have been detailed to keep the
fires going, but their regiments were
certainly already on the march west-
ward."

Rosecrans was leaning stiffiy back
in his chair, tapping on the table with
the blunt end of a1 pencil, his keen eyes
constantly studying my face. Sud-
denly he glanced over toward the
group of officers standing clustered in
the doorway.

“Captain . Geer,. were any of your
scouts across the river last night?”
qiestioned Rosecrans. s

“Bring him in."

He arrived shortly, still rubbing his
eyes as though just awakened from
sleep, as odd appearing u specimen of
the typical mountain white as ever |
saw—long, loosely jointed I|imbs, nar-
row, stooped shoulders, bushily whis-
kered face intensely solemn in expres-
slon and strangely wrinkled, yet orna-
mented with keen blue eyes containing
some sbrewd humor 1p their depths.

*Daniels,” and the general's stern
voice instantly commanded bhis atten-
tion, **Captaiu Geer tells me you were
across the river during the night
What did you discover?"

“Waal gin'ral.” be piped out-in a mere
squeak of a voice, which sounded fun-
oy enough, although no one laughed,
*lopg , maybe ‘bout 10 o'clock, ther
night bein' rol’ble dark. | got on ther

fr'side o' a log an’ sorter drifted with
ther current, steerin’ a bit, o' course,
till-1 come in agin ther south shore.
I reckon | clumb out maybe fifty feet
east o’ ther mouth o' Salter crick, whar
bushes grow clar down to ther edge o'
ther water. . | got ashore all right an’
wormed my way up to ther top o’ ther
bank. but thet was ‘bout all 1 did do
| never see sich a picket line afore as
them Rebs hed. Thar wasn't a hole
that a black ecat could 'a’ crawled
through. It made me think thet some-
thin' was bappenin’ fer sure, but every
time [ tried ter git out o’ thet bunch o’
trees | run up agin a picket. I tried
ter crawl up along ther crick even,
wadin’ in ther water under ther bank,
but thet was no good So long ‘bout
8 o'clock 1 decided thet maybe I
‘might better be gittin' back ag'in over
to this side afore it got light.”

“*And you neither saw nor beard any-
thing "

“Not a blame lot, anyway. 1 heerd
a battery goin’ ‘longz. the fellers cussin’
an’ licken' their hosses somethin' scan-
d'lous;.an’ thar was a conside’ble masa
o' cavalry marchin’' bebind ‘em, fer
their things was jingling. an’ they stop/

. ped’ to. water ‘the bosses In tho'cxv-lck.
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T couldn’t git near 'nough to hear their |

talk. Ye see. gin'ral, 1t was a line o'
fires what kept me back more'n the
pickets. fer thar wasn't a place but
what was lit up. Thar was sure some
sorter movement goin’ on thar. but I
couldn’t make head ner tail to it. 'cept
that all them troops that I saw was
marchin® west.”

Then Rosecrans spoke.

*This looks decidedly serious to me,
gentlemen, and | feel sufficient faith
in Sergeant King’s report to act imine-
diately upon it. If it be true that
Johnston is massing against. our right
and has left the ford at Coulter's un:
guarded, this offers us an opportunity
for a counterwarch if we only move
swiftly enough. Hand me the maps,
major.

“l am fully aware of the danger in-
volved in dividing our force in the
presence of the enemy.” he said at last,
lifting his eyes to the faces anxiously
watching him, *“but to my mind the
perll will be even greater if we per.
mijt the enemy to carry out thelr pres.
ent plans unchecked. If at this junc
ture we can only strike unexpectedly
in their rear we shall win. The aid
of surprise will be with us, and it is
worth much to an army just to feel
that they are on the aggressive. Smiley,

{ ride to McGirth and Wllllams. tel)
them to mass their brigades opposite ;

Minersville and to hold the ford at all
cost; explain the situation to them
fully. Wyatt, have Coit’s brigade sta:
tioned in reserve in the hills back of
the town. Now, Parker, Seaman. Just
and Shea, start the remainder of our
troops on forced march to Coulter’s
ford. = Let there be no delay, not even
to cook rations. Wilson will move first
with the cavalry, to be immediately
followed by Sheridan's brigade. These
will proceed by the river road, while
the others will follow the ridge as rap-
idly as they can be made ready. Fur-

,ther orders will reach them at Coul-

ter's. That is all, gentlemen.”

Rosecrans, the major, the scout Dan-
iels and myself were left alone in the
room. The general's glance fell upon
me.

*“Do you need rest, sergeant?”

*No, sir.”

“Glad of that, as T require your serv:
fces. There is no battery I can assign
you to at present, but 1 judge from
your story that you ride well and you
should know the country thoroughly
between the Landing and Salter’s
creek, 1 am going to appoint you
temporarily on my staff with the rank
of lieutenant and place you in com-
mand of the advance scouts. Major,
see that Licutenant King is furnished
with a suitable uniform and a good
horse and that he and his command
get away at once.”

Twenty minutes later I was gallop-
ing down the river road with an odd
following at my heels.

‘I'here were twenty all told, excep-
tionally well mounted, 1 observed at a
glance. 'T'here was, to be sure, a sem-
blance ot uniform, but exhibiting
marks of rough service, and represent-
ative of every department, so that no
two men appeared similarly attired.
They bad a sturdy and resolute fighting
appearance that pleased me. [PPerhaps
a dozen were unmistakably ot the
mountain white type—gaunt. unshav-
en, slow of speech, their keen, restless
eyes searching every covert for a pos-
sible enemy in ambush. 'I'he others
were mostly young, reckless looking
fellows, picked from the ranks of va-
rious organizations because too rest-
less for the discipline of regular com-
mand. | felt a hope that 1| might be
retained in command aod thus given
opportunity to test their mettle.

“Danfiels,” | sald, drawing back my
horse till I rode beside him, *‘this looks
an odd command given me. What are
they—enlisted men?"

“Some of em are’ he answered
slowly, shifting his eyes over the rab-
ble bebind, *but ther mountain men
mostly are jus’ volunteer scouts, pick-
ed up yere in ther deestrict ‘cause they
know their way round. 1 reckon may-
be it's a tough lookin' outfit from a so-
Jerin’ pint o' view, but thar's some
8ern good scouts a-ridin' thar behin’
yer. That yaller headed teller thar bas
been mostly my partoner lately. He's
Irish, name Con O'Brien; deserted
twice from ther Ninth Illinois cavalry,
but since they put him scoutin’ thar
ain’t no job too blame bard fer him ter
tackle. | tell ye, leftanant, scouts is
born, not made.”

**‘How long have you been at it?"

*Oh, mostly since the war begun. I
started in with bBuell in Kentucky *

“You came from up there?”

He looked at me almost suspiciously.
Then his eyes shifted to the scene in
front.

“I reckon I was born ’'bout ten mile
from yere, over yonder on ther east
ridge.” HIis eyes narrowed, a new
ligkt visible within their depths. *It
was jist ter git back yere with sich
an outfit as this yere ahind me thet
made me a sojer,” he acknowledged
slowly. *I got some private work ter
do in this yere kintry.”

“A feud?”

“l reckon thet's whut ye call it
Maybe it's bin a bundred years run-
nin' an’ has caused & heap o' killin'
one wiay an' ‘nother, but It’s sorter
simmered down ther Ias’ two year to
Jem Donald an’ me. Whin this yere
war broke out Le sorter took to ther
Confed side, an' thet naturally made
me a Yank. They hed ther best o’ it
rouud yere in them days, an’ arter
awhile I skipped. But I'm back yere
now, an’ | ain’t skulkin’ round alone
nelther. | reckon I've got an ol’ wom-
an ap’ some kids down thar on Salt
crick, if ther house ain't been burnt
over 'em 'fore now. An'1{f it has. God
pity Jem Dopald!"

There, was n grimness In these
words spoken deliberately, the tone
utterly expressiouless. which | cannot
properly convey in written fanguage,
the glint. of the eyve. the 'compression
of _the thin Ups. lnaktng the deadly
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meaning perfectly apparent. Tt waa

the unyielding hate of savugery. long |
[nvolun- |

brooding over past wrongs.
tarily 1 glanced about into the fringe
of woods.
*“Is Donald about here then?"
“Who, big Jem Donald?
hain’t ye never heard o' him?"

lead him on to his story.

*“What 1s the special trouble between
you and this Big Donald., Daniels?"

“Darn if | know whar it started.” he
acknowledged, as though the thought
came to him almost-as n surprise. *'It
was 'fore my dad’s time. | reckon. an'
seems rer me it was over a lot o' hawgs
thet got rootin' up some corn doswn on
Rock crick. Thet!’s whar ther Dau-
felses an' Donalds lived in them days,
but blame if | knotw which one owned
ther corn an' which owned ther hawgs.
Ther Donald@s in them duys hed a fine
plantation. with a big house.on it, an'
miybe a bundred slaves Ther Dan-
felses was allers pore, but thar was a
monstrous lot o' us scattered 'long Rock
crick, an' when they went gunnin’ fer
ther Donalds they gin'rally got ‘em.
All 1 know 1is thet when I come 'long,
'bout a hundred years later, ther Don:
alds was livin' in a log shack back o'
Bald mountain an' ther tight was still
goin’ on. My dad was shot down at
Milliken Bend by one. o' ther crowd
when | was eight year old; then my
brother got o' man Donald someswhar
on ther trail an' filled bim full o
buckshot. Ther next thing they set
fire to our house when nobody but
mam was to hum. She shot into ther
bunch and got away with a broken
arm, hidin’ out in ther bush fer a
week. Then ther Danielses rode over
ter Bald mountain, an’ we come pretty
near puttin’' ther Donald tribe outer
business, until a gang o' ’em ambus.
«iaded nus one night in ther bottoms. 1
got two bullets-fn thet fracas, an' my
brother was killed.

*'Bout thet time ther war broke out.
Darned if I keered which side licked
in ther war, but Jem Donald come out
fer ther Confeds, an’ so 1 went in fer
ther Dniou Waal, we fought it out yere
fer maybe six months, but ther odds
was all with bis outfit; thar wasn’t
many Danielses left able ter tote a
gun, an’ finally 1 skipped out and jined
Buell.”

“The secession sentiment was stron;
through this section, | suppose?”

**Waal, I don’t know 'bout thet. Ther
mostly didn’t care
much; mighty few o’ 'em owned any
niggers. But ther gentry was with
ther secessionists, an’ Big Donald allers
kinder nat’rally belonged to thetbunch.
I've heern tell as how Jem Donald’s
wife was a Denslow.”

This mention of the name of Dens-
low brought up before me instantly
the face of the young girl syhom I had
left a few hours before. So she also
was, in a way, connected with this
fierce mountain feud that had cest so
many lives. | had reason to know she
was of fighting blood.

Coulter's Landing was apparently
deserted of all inhabitants. Back
along the opposite shore we could see
the dust cloud rising above the col-
umn of advancing cavalry. A few
brief orders scattered my nondescript
command to right and left, Daniels
and 1 riding alone along the road lead-
ing up toward the ridge, watchful that
the - others covered thoroughly the
country on either side of us. We were
a mile in advance when Wilson's men
first began taking water at the ford.

The knowledge of what our rapid
movement meant gave zest to this ad-
vance scouting. 1 observed how old
Daniels’' eyes narrowed like those of a
cat as he scanned the hills. Kor the
first time he became revealed to me
as a savage, living merely for revenge,
merciless and unforgiving. To him
the war was only a greater feud, bring-
ing with it a long sought opportunity
for vengeance against his enemies.
His keen eyes first observed the sig-
nal of some discovery waved back
from a scout far away to the left, who
suddenly tipped a distant ridge, a
mere black dot among the rocks.

“What is it. Daniels?"

“Ther feller out thar is wavin' us
over. He's run up agin something
that’s made bim need help. | reckon.”

We rode straight across the upland.
side by side, | spurring cruelly to keep
my borse even with his rawboned

THE BIGNAL OF BOME DISCOVERY WAVED
BACE FROM A SCOUT PAR AWAY.
mount. both intently swatching the
movements. of the man who bad sig-
paled.  As we struck the ridge he came

tomml ys on a. lope.
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Sure, |

| went by. an thar's a dead man lyin'
1 shook my head. hoping thus to

“It's O'Brien,” Y said.
“What is It, O'Brien?"
He waved bhis band backward.

. “There’s a Louse down there in the

hollow, without nobody Hvin' in it, just
a shack of a place, but Oi thought
maybe Ol bether lock inside afore Oi

there. Ol had to push the body aside
to get the door open.”

*“A soldier?"

“Naw: one o' Daniels' sort, O1 reck-
on.”

“Killed 7

“Shot through the head.”

I spurred my horre around the end
of the ravine, Daniels keeping close
at my heels. Apparently he needed
no m_xlde._ for as we drew up to where
O'Brien waited the old scout  passed
straight forward up a cleft in' the
ridge. and with a nod to tho boy I
followed silently.

‘Danfels swung down from' the sad-
dle and disappeared. within. Follow:
ing, 1 found him bent above the pros
trate figure of a maun lying upon his
back, a baggard face covered by a
straggly iron gray'beard, stariig with
sightless eyes up into the-black'shad-
ows of the rafters. :

*It’s one o' ther Farley boys,” an-
nounced. Danjels - quietly. « “He was
shot In ‘ther back o' ther head. He
was a cousin o' mine and was hidin’
out over Bald mountain way.”

He stooped down suddenly . and
pressed open one of the dead man's
tightly clinched hands. 1 caught the
flutter of a white slip' of paper as it
fell to the floor.

“Thar's some writin® thar, sir, but’

it don’t do me no tood. ‘cause 1 can't
read.”

The paper was an. irregular lt!lp.
evidently torn from off a larger sheet.

What was this, a warning to John-
ston of my message to Rosecrans? I
could hardly, decide. And Jean Dens-
low, unable to ride herself, had dis-
covered and sent forward '‘a courler.
I desired to learn more.

“Daniels, you say this dead man was
your cousin. What side was he on?*

“Waal, he was agin Big Donald, an’
thet’s ‘bout all ‘ther side. thar is up
yere in ther mountings.”

“What ‘was he doing vith this pa-
per.then? That was a message to
Johnston wunln. him that I had tak-
en a report of his plans to the Fed-
eral camp.”

“Who sent it?”

“A young girl—Jean Denslow.”

The seamed, whiskered face appear™
ed to darken.

*“You know her?” I questioned.

“I reckon I do tol'ble, but I &en't
know how she ever got no chance fer

to butt in yere. She must have rum |

up agin Jake somewhar an’ mistook
him fer one o’ Donald's outfit.”

“Does Jean Denslow know'Big Dea-
ald?”’

He stared st me, his ydlo' testh
showing grimly.

“l rather reckon she does. Whar fis
she now?”

“At Fairview; Judge Dunn's place.”

He drew his breath,” whistling.

There was little more.I could get out
of him, but'he went:through'the dead
man's clothes, after which-the three of
us silently buried the mountaineer.
Within a few moments we were rid-
fng away. To me it all seemed to
center more and more about’ 'the girl
with the blue gray eyes.

With Jean Denslow.

E attained the east bank of
Salter’'s crepk early in the
afternoon, still riding in ad-
vance of the main body,. but
encountering no. force of the enemy
suflicient to ' dispute. our progress.
Guerrillas had suddenly swarmed forth
from the mountain lairs, swooped down
upon several {ll guarded suppiy trains,
driven off the guards from ri least two
and rifled the wagons. ;

Rosecrans ordered ‘me. to  eapture
Donald. *“If you succeed it will mean
a captaincy,” he said. I routed Dan-
fels and O’Brien from a;comfortable
campfire and set them to the necessary
preparations. I cared 'nothing for his
feud spirit—it seemed a‘small'thing to
me then. .

**Where would you suppose,. Daniels,
is the best place for us to begin om
searchi?” I asked.

*'Long Sand crick. T don't know
whar Donald holds out right now, but
I reckon if we took thet: ol’ villain
Dunn an’ held his feet in ther fire fer
awhile be'd come mighty nigh show-
in’ us ther spot.”

“Danfels,” I asked, “what havo you
8ot againet old Judge Dunn?”

“What hev I got? Didn't he hoid
me fer murder? An’ wouldn’t he hey
hung me 1f 1 hedn’t got away? An’
wasn’t thet son o’ his with Big Jem
Donald when they shot inter my cabin
up at Bald mounting? An' didn’t he
head ther posse that run me across
ther Cumberland? Maybe ther ol
Jedge ain’t in ther feud, but he's got
an enemy in Bill Daniels jist ther
same.”

It was a long night's tramp. I crept
sllently forth from the cleft where my
party slept. Some strange impulse
drew me toward.the Dunn house. It
may have been the memory of Jean
Denslow, yet | persuaded myself it
was hope of learning there something
of the whereabouts of this Big Don-
ald for whom we were searching.

a saw her first, yet with 2o opportunity
to cscape, for almost instantly she per-
ceived my presence dnd flung up one
hand, her eyes filled with apprelen-
sion. Fearful lest she should scream
I remained motionless, but managed to
say: "Do not be alarmed. 1 am not
bere to do lnjury ”

“But what are you dolng hete? !on :

-—YOou are a Yankeel"

; "Perhaps vou would llke to qnestlu

me?" ;
“1 will test you, Where can l ﬂnd

Big Donald—Big Donald is the nlllh ;

be Is known LY 1n our army~—the guer-
rilla leader who holde a Confederate
commission.” b

“Aud if 1 knew, do Jou suppose l
would ever tell you? 1 know nothing
of Big Donald.”

I could see the flush spring to her
cheeks, the swift rising and falling of
ber bosom, but her unflinching eyeo
were upon mine.

*“Whose house is this?" .

“You know already—it is Judge
Dunn’s plantation. Kairview.”

“*Are you his daughter?"

*“No; merely a guest.”

“Of whom does the family consist?

She hesitated, biting her lips.

“Why do you ask all this? Are. you
gallantly contemplating an attack’ on
‘the house?”’

“No," 1 sald;: *we are soldiers, n‘i
guerrillas. 1 confess Ithcuuolltymoa
than anything else, and—because I
like to talk with you.”

“With me, indeed! You have the ln-
solence of the north. Who are you?”

“A lieutenant on the staf of Gen-
eral, Rosecrans.”

“What 18 your name?”

"Klng ”»

She drew a quick, ltu'tlod breath,
her hands clasping tightly.

“King—how—how strange!
know an Elbert King of your army?
A—a sergeant of artillery?’ :

I waited as if thinking, endeavering
tn determine which would be’ best, te

SETRG—-HOW—~ROW FTRAYEE]’’

decelve her or confess the troth
right. Bomething in her face.
me to the falsehood.

“Yes, Reynolds’ battery. He ”
ported killed in our last Mﬂh
you know him?”

“No, not really; indeed, I hv.
er seen his face. I wondered £f.
eould be the same,” her voice
ing over the words.

“That sounds #strange that

should know his name and all
bim, yet never have seen his face.”
“He was not killed, onty vom
He came to our p!antation in the
endeavoring to escape hto n-' Unes,,
I—1 ajded him.”
“Then you' surely.don't hate anl Yamnw
kees,” 1 exclaimed, almost eagerly.

“You mistake,” with: dignity.  *He
was nothiug to me. I assisted him'un-
intentially, not even knowinx ho lm
a Yankee.” e

*“If you' had knowm wu!d m
betrayed him?%”

“Not merely as & fugitive p
but as a. bearer of important‘news
our enemies I would.”:

“And me?”

She looked at me, he! qel

pressed closely together. . '

“We are enemies, not’ trlcnds. lpo
returned calmly.
peace?”

“So far as this house is ew
I come {n. peace, but I come llok@
the man Donald. Is he conceal
the house?” g

“Not to my knowledxe.” ; =

*7f I return with my men’ lndl.
the premises”—

*“We could not prevent luch an’
rage,” she broke in awiftly. “B
will' be needless to call your !

The house 18 open. You mar
the search yourself.”

Had 1 been older, more expd
and had the inyitation com’
some other than this quick wif
I might enaﬂy have quecﬂomd‘
esty.

“You mean you will lc:'
guide? Who are within?*’

“Judge Dunn, his daughf
and a few house servantsy)
need fear,” a touch o!
low tone.

"And you are?”

“1 commund u scouting deuchmtf hay

back in the hllll. L expulndl.j *m

De you
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angry in their gray depths, lm‘ ng-

“hmrniﬂn




