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From the rajlroad a faint path
stretched upward to a cabin high on
the mountaln above Horseshoe Bend.
The same path continued downward to
a cluster of houses, broadened into a
narrow road, and came to a full stop
before a rough porch, upon which sev-
eral“men were seated in varying de-
grees of comfort.

They were listening to one of their
number. He was reading, with a trace
of impatience—as if compelling him-
gelf to be neighborly when his desire
was to hasten away—the market re-
ports, the sporting page and the stock
market. But what interested him, the
,war news, apparently did not hold
|thelr attention. They turned deaf ears
'to news from the front, but were ab-
‘sorbed in the Army and Navy ball
|game that had taken place the day
before in Philadelphia.
| With a sigh of relief, Willy Warren
|at last folded his paper, wished them
wgond day and, walking rapidly away,
was soon lost to view upon the higher
path. As he disappearéd from sight
the chair of Uncle Johnny Peyton
came down on its front’ legs with a
thud, and the old man said, addressing ||
|mo one in particular:
| “'Pears like Billy's mighty low In
'his mind. He’s in a heap of trouble
'I'm thinking.”

“What sort of trouble, Uncle John?”
a girl asked casually, as she came

through the door of the post office and |'

general store.

“Now, Miss Ma'y, y'know he's "listed
an’ don't know what'll becom o' his
leedle gal. He's feared he’ll have to
go 'fore he kin place her:”

“] had not heard; but things right |/
themselves in time, and this will be
straightened out.”

“Maybe, Miss Ma'y, maybe.
know Billy's got no one, leastwise
down hyar. There's an old aunt In
Joway, an’ I guess he's writ to her, but
hain’t seen fit to answer, so I reckin

But ¥

she’'s dead. Course, we-alls 'll luk arf- |

ter her, but he’s riz her diffrunt. She's
a pretty leedle gal.

“Billy don't b'long hyar, y'’know. He
jest come. Something the matter with
him, Never hearn tell of his wife.
Jest came with thot gal an’ she was &
baby. Hired thot cabin up yonder an’
didn’ make fren’s till the fever tuk
we-alls, then he come down an’ tuk
kyar of Jim,” nodding toward a moun-
taineer sitting on the steps, “then he
tuk hold o’ me. Reckin we'd both be
in the boneyard if he hadn'.”

“So he made friends, after all,” sald
the girl. “I think the hild will be
taken care of, Uncle Johnny.”

“Sure. But thot's not the p’int, Miss
Ma'y. She's riz diffrunt.” His volce
took on a wheedling tone. “I jest
wonder if you couldn’'t think up some
way to help Billy? He sartinly needs
it!”

“That ‘would be unwarrantable in-
terference, Uncle Johnny. I scarcely
know Mr. Warren.”

“Don’t take no stock in sich talk,”
said Uncle Johnny, reaching for his
twist of tobacco and cutting off &
piece of goodly size. “When it comes
to doin’ things, an’ thinkin' up things,
Miss Ma'y, you're right smart. You
didn’ know we-uns when you come $0
the mountains, but you now has us

trained to eat from your hand—al- ||

most.”

Sbhe threw back her head and laughed
heartily. “‘Almost’ is well put, Uncle
Johnny; but I do not see how I can
help you in this.”

“'Twon't hurt to think erbout it,
anyhow, an' p’haps you'll see light,”
was his concluding comment, as, with
a glance toward the faintly outlined
path she turned from the group and
walked away.

She had been in the mouuuln three
years—at first for her health, then be-
cause it claimed her. She had heard
all about Billy Warren, had occasion-
ally met him, but save for the merest
courtesy no word had passed between
them. For some reason he had not
impressed her pleasantly. This was
\probably due to the fact that he had
made no effort to know better one who
had made friends with all the moun-
tain people.

But the talk of old John Peyton, or
mome subconscious sense of trouble
in the man himself as he stood sflently
beside her that morning, waiting for
his mail, influenced her In the direc-
1uou of her walk that afternoon. Yet
she was not aware that she had been
so influenced until she found herself
watching a child dabbling bare feet
in the rushing water of a tiny stream
the while she hushed a corncob doll
to sleep.

There was no fear In the child’s
eyes as she raised them to the woman
beside her. Instead there was & whis-
pered “hush; you'll wake her. She’s
been real sick and is just going to

Mary Hiton dropped upon,’the
ground, and in sn equally low voles
asked what was wrong.

“Daddy's says it's a case of mumps
or messles, he's pot Sure whichs but
she's- heen so awfuly ‘cross and has
fired me 0, he says there is no living
with eithér of us"

“Betty, to wiiom are you talking?”
The m« eame from the dmlow‘

“A peetty lady, honey?” 7
ttell e DAY

asked: “Shall'k plm her, dndd;‘!:‘ s

He did not reply. ‘Instead he drew |
Ihis hand across his eyes as if
{certain as to the reality.. When. he did
speak his voice was sadly unsteady, '’

“Thank God!
ways believe in prayer,”

Mary looked at himr thouhmmy.
“You have been praying, and I am an

answer to your prayer? In what way,
\especlally‘!"
| “You have come.”
| “You wanted me?”

“Yes.”

l wIhen why did you not come to me?”

«] want help. I could not ask for it
'unless as a last resort. Offered, it 18
different.”

“And you think I will offer 1% o

“Judging from your goodness to the
\mountaln people. You give comfort te
|them.”
| “That is different. They are poof.
|In my humble way, I give beip where
/it is needed. Years ago I took a course
'of training in an eastern hespital. It
has stood me in good stead in my life
|here. But my work does not appteach
yours. You are a physician?’

“An army surgeon, retired om 8¢
count of ill health, which I have re-
gmned on the mountain. You know
what that meens at this time. I aml|
lordered to Fort Oglethorpe by the
|15th. That leaves me but two days,|
and I feared I would have to ask for|
that which I hope will be offered.”
| “And that is?”

His gesture toward the echild was |
eloguent. “I am all she has.”

“If 1 do this thing, do you surrender,
‘her entirely, or will you clalm her
'upon your return?’ |

His eyes held hers with an emru-
|sion quickly veiled. “I will not re-|
turn.

" “I do not quite understand,” she re-'
plied slowly. “We are strangers. Yo-
must have trienda who would ghdly
do this for you.”
| “Yes, but T would choose you troln
‘all the world.”

There was a certain controlled emo- |
‘tion in his veice that affected her
|strangely, and she rose to her feet. |

“Again I say that I do not und»‘
stand.”

“That is natural” He walked tho
length of the level in front of the
lcabin and back. “Upon the eve of &
‘great upheaval a man can allow him-
|self a certain latitude of axprenlon,‘
lespecially when he knows it can do no
‘harm,” he said gravely. “I de not ex-
pect to return.” Because I am con-|
vineed of this, I can say to you what
‘under other circumstances would be
‘llttle short of impudence, for, as
you say, we are strangers. But I be-
gan to care for you when you first
came to the mountain. I want you te
know this, and to believe it. I could|
not let you know before. My wife—|
I do not wish to speak of her. She 18
dead, and I offer you mot affront when
‘I tell you that I love you. It is be-|
cnuse of thls I wish to leave Betty In‘
\your care.”
| With troubled eyes Mary looked w-
'ward the child. “I did not imagine!
this.” |

“How could you? My effort has
been to keep you from knowing. Will
you do this for me, now that you do
know? It will be my comfort when\
my time comes, ‘over -there.'” He
turned from her, looking out into the
limitless space. “It will be my com- |
fort,” he repeated. ‘

“Why are you so sure you will not |
return?”

“There would be no incentive, witb
Betty cared for.”
| Then it was that Mary surprlsed
herself by saying deliberately. “Mr, |
Warren, if I told you that my inter- |
est—"
| “Interest!

1 would want something '
more than interest,” he interrupted.
| “Would that not do for the present?",‘

“No. It must be something more
definite.”
| For long she hesitated, then sald
steadily. “I think it is more than
‘lnterest. I am not sure. -But if an
overwhelming anxiety for yeur, safe
return is an evidence of a deeper feel-
Ing, it is yours.”

He took her hand, raising it to his
lips. “In that case, Mary Hilton, God
willing, I will return to you and i
Betty.”

Goat Milk Is Valuable.

Milk from the goat has probably
been used for food purposes ever since
the advent of the first “Mrs. Gotee,”
and the chances gre that it will until
ltlme is no more. In Europe the milk
zoat is one ef the most popular of de-
'mestic animals, and more and more
hts popularity is growing in this coun-
‘try What thoroughbreds we have ate
kept on feather mattresses, almost,
wnd fed the best and chofcest, that
‘he matket affords. We are jult be-
tloning to see what the “baa bad” can

Hereatter I shall .I-’

L &

lnuuon and the

yatly inform
on the downwa
that he should ‘dee to it that'he did
not_also drag his wife xnd child to de-
struction.

“Better not jntoﬂm“ advised Dunt-
ley in his offhanded way, . *T see &
chance to make moiey, and Y'm going
to take !t,"

Edith,” the wife and daughter, was
grieved, but she dccepted the situa-
tion unmurmuringly. She kmew the
restive spirit of ‘this impulsive ‘hus-
band of hers, and hoped a brief experi-
ence would cure him of the roving
tuint. Rach month Duntiey ¢ame home
for a couple of days. He dressed bet-
ter and had great dreams of sometime
owning a show of his pwa.

The dismal deacon continued fo pro-
te He called the behavior of his
son-in-law  simply -disgraceful. The
censorious and narrow-minded father
worked on poor Edith until, whem
Duntley cathe back from ‘a;long trip,
he found the houséhold effects in stor-
age and Edith and the baby under the

|| parental roof.

“Give up your nefarious calling, get
back to honest work, and your wife
will come back to you' said Jasonm !
Hall. “Otherwise, I sball see to i
that there is a legal separation.”

A coolness grew up between man and
wife. Duntley flung away, angry, defl:
ant, stubbern. - A year went by and he
did npot reapnear Storles were rée
tafled to the efféct that Duntley had
been seen at a pienic in the midst of
a rollicking, winp-blbblug set of mem
and women. Another story was that
Duntley had been manager for Mlle,

‘ Esturia, “the brilliant, meteoric trap-

ese artist” In a guiet way a divorce
was secured. The deacon died, and
Edith, taking her ‘ohild, little Paul,
with her, removed t9 a qulet country
town.

One day BEdith left little Paul im
charge of the nurse for the day. Her
plan was to visit a friend in & neigh-
boring village.

“T'll take the baby deyn to my sis
ter's, and spend the day there, if you

(| don’t object,” said Mary.

Mrs. Duntley reached the next town,
to find her friend away. /§he returned
home, and went to the home of the sis-
ter of the nurse, to find them both
chatting on the porch. Mary turned
pale as she viewed her mistress.

«] found my friend absent"” exe
plained Mrs. Duntley, “and I thought
I would come and take Paul home.”

The nurse exhibited gmbarrassmeat
and was trerabling all over. Abruptly
she burst into tears.

“Oh, ma’am I” she sobbed, “the baby
is not here.”

“Not here? cried Edith ia quick
alarm. “Has anything happened te
Paul?” y )

“No, ma'am,” dissentedl May woefule
1y; “but, oh! you'll mever forgive me,
but a gentleman has taken @ great
fancy to Paul, and he asked me to let
him have Paul with jim for- today.”

“Where? Where?! gasped the agls

|| tatead mother.

“At the hotel.”

“And you left my darling with &

stranger!” cried Edith, “Wretched
|| woman! Take me at ones to my child,
Who is this man?”

“He is—oh, ma’am, fergive me! folb
give me! He is your, hubl.nd—thg}-
was.”

They made due hastd to the

\ Mary kuew the room Duntley | m

Its door was open. Pleaséd, (prattling
|| tones mingled with tendss
ones. On the floor was Pgul, and mear
to him his father. The plpc(«wu Tt
tered with toys.

Into the room Wdith Jn*nd and
elasped the hoy in her arnik, g though
from the jaws of peril, Plkc(buiﬂ”
regarded her gravely, m
bearing suggested s udﬂe
had not formerly existed.

“You-—you hdve chang)
Edith, rather absshed st
ful Zook her busband.
her,

“Somewhat,” nodded Do
that I was ever as bad ag ¥

really do and what it is sctusily [}’

worth.

The irish “Long Car® °

There was a time—and it was,
8 long ago as the lnuetntnr}
vhen the Irish traveled about

sountry on ‘odd Ifttle’cars.  They ¥
:alled “long cars” and thq 'ut
rery . differént, reaily

* Nellie Mo
m only t
M he lift§

‘ingly. replied
tie was W
the handle of
earrying pay
f¥om the dell
teped far and

The young
various artig
merrily ove
Nellle's fondd
bread and
again, and bé
salutation Of
strangers.

“I see TOW
quaintaice
Philip Dext
a pleasant 1 1 oice—thnt
Rhoades, lan@igdy of the
Nellie and {@pmercus ofh
women earnifilf their 11ving ”mr
taphers and @lbrks had their; ahode.

“0h, is thafihis name?"gﬁﬂ’ﬂﬂu&
a trifle flush w e

“Yes, he rams across
rectly oppositiyour a m

Nellie got Her own
little gas std¥e that ever
she went Int@ her be
the little clos@t that did &
and did not t#n on the
down by th
over, and lo

“How strangie, how Near. ud almost
“romantic!” 1loqulud Nellle, smil-

{'ing at the fqlly of & Mu tancy.
“That must b§ Mr. Dexter's ropm, hut
the frost on e window obscires all
view. Yes, filat must be. the brave
rescuer of mj dellcntunn aatties,”
added Nellie, jis a sha fell ‘across
the windowpd he. lu is draw-

”» !

She held hé¥ breath wltl‘l sirange
sensation as, fieross the)broad.: frosted
upper pane a Quick, deft ] hu;d,
ulsting tool ofpencil, mlketcﬂll
the profile of § human face. :

“Why " excllimed Nellig; "n'l m‘f"

Yes, Nellie Bad a saucy,
able stray lock that always cm)e ont
of place acrosiher forehead, ﬂhe had
& fetrousse chili, as well,i There conld
bé no doubt that the arfistic hand pt
work was d ing fal
memory her @f¥n features;

And then m acrogs the court
gvidently w up, and slowly, but
effectually, air face" WD Vans
ished into nofiiingness, and, with &
slight sigh, Ni
dered if the

young man likewise! ttM llitﬂ

compelled to

latterly, too, s

partial /support

serted sister.

seeking a legal |

than unworthy Busband, who hdad per-
y, who was even ndw
f by the police for hls:

crimes, and wh¢ was a haunting men-

ace to the two Joyal sisters, and Winl-

fred Allen wa§ practically in hiding

until the law e her husband no fur-

ther claim upof her.

Nellie came Home one eveping about
® week later. ¥he room.was and
\damp, the heaf having been shnt ‘oft
since morning, #nd the windows were
coated with stefim. She had just tuken
‘off her 'wraps yhen the: door of the
room opened gl kly, closed and was
locked with a @ick, and Richard, Al
fen stood glaring at her. ¥

“Dldn't expegt me?" sneered Allen:
“Well, I've locafied you. Now, for the
other one. Whéke is my wife hiding?”

“How dare ygli’ intrude?" begn
Ife; ‘but ‘the offier faced her
murda_:ou gle in his evil

“No ‘dramati@@]” he said,

“I'm hunted d I'm de

want to see W fred and I'm ;
Tl give you 1t five. milnutes 107
cide to take maito ner.ortu

 to all my cus! rfur ‘patronizing me»;t my December
| which has’been-very successful. 1 hope t0 treat you all with*
greaiest um!aaﬁm in the future. ,
I stifl remain with a large stock of ‘all kinds of mmhlndlig,

and 1 am still offering itdat very low: ,eél It will oo Ly
come and ;

‘Morse ne of g'uolme engmes, whu;h_ ?
Fall trade, It order'to clean them out we: offer sp
Besure £9 86e us haefore buying elsewhere

‘makes of enkmél “for sale. '

ALSO

Sewing Machines
nght and Heavy Harn




