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E'VE had trouble and
tribulution  sence  th'
strunger bought Bul) == e
Tongue ranges,” old
Squire Gray com-
plained gloomily, as he took his
gun fromn the hooks. “Molly,
girl, dunno as s right for you
to be out huntin® with me so
much = but"—entehing the
shide of the disappointment In the young face
—"reckon you cuan go this time, Bat, wmiod you.
it's th' last!"

“Yes, father, the very Inst,” Molly acquleseed,
slipping on n discarded cont of the squlre, “but
the buck we saw on the Ruinbow mountuin—we
mustn't miss him "

“Squire ! Interrupted o shrill volee from the
kitchen, “you're ralsitd Molly mighty triflin’—
shootin® en trompin' arfter you ke eos she were
¥o' boy-kind, es were kilt endurin® (h' war"

“Jes so, Hannah Harks; Jes =0, the squire
agreed, M1 done—done loxt my boyg: then Molly's
born so long arter, and there's no one else, ot
this nire th' last Hme, Honnah, Come glong, Mol-
ly. If yo're mother'd lived, she'd ralsed you es
a femuale givl oughter be ralsed,”

Al the old man, with Molly trippiog along be-
glde him nnd laughing softly to herself, wentled
his way down the LIl path,  Every time was “the
fast” until Molly wanted to go ngain.  They went
down through the pines. Suddenly the squire
stoppied and rubbed his oyes, .

“Mebbe your sight aire better'n mine, daughter,”
he suld; “look south In th' cove neighboring Raln-
bow mountaing—alre that Grohsmin en a passel
of men or po*"

“It's him, father—the stronger on our lapd—
cutting away the brush, Oh, father, he's going to
tuke Ralnbow and the Flghtipg Ground !

“Iunno es he will!™ he drawled, striding rap-
fdly forward,

+No one knew much of the stranger except that
he wnsgfrom the West, and wis sceking health
and sport for his grandson Martin in the mountain
country. Molly constantly encountered Martin
hunting on the ridge. In fact, he seemed to fol-
low the game oftencr on the Gray lmds than on
his own Bull Tongue,

“Whut nire you about, cuttin’ brush on my
1and ?'" demanded the old squire,

“I'm catting the line between yours and
mine, If you want to know,” the stranger retorted,
oftensively, “1 want you to understand fully what
belangs to Groy and what belongs to Grohsman,
You don't geem to know !"

“Mebbe I don't,” replled the mountaineer, “but
Ralnbow mountain aire mine, <JI've helt it, man
and hoy, these sixty year, My father helt it afo’
me, en my grandpap afo' him, Whenst I'm gone,
my gal there'll hold it arter me!"

“We'll see nhout that! My claim Includes the
Rainbow, and I propose to hold it. When I'm gone,
my grandson Martin will hold It after me!" Grohs-
man flung back.

As ihe two old men eyed ench other, the thickeis
parted and, one by one, severnl men emerged,
They paused, quite naturally, as though drawn by
the discussion and eurious as to Its outcome,

“I want to move that grave off my land," Grohs-
man Insisted, after seanning the faces of the In-
truders carefully. “Out west where I come from,
people stopped throwing their folkd on the prairie
twenty years ago. They bury them decently In
cemeterles and church yards, And I tell you right
now I'm not to he chiseled out of part of my purs
chase because you are too stupld to understand
the line."

“Seems llke I'm mostly too stupld,” asserted
the squire In mislending meekness of volce, “to
understan’ how you can get my land, savin' you
bespenk me and pass some money long of it."

“I'm a western man, used to holding my clalm
by main force. This Is the dividing line, I say!
I'm no fool, If you are!"

“My hald alre monstrous thick, stranger. But
1 mostly hold to my say-so, which aire that your
Ilne goes t'other side th' Ralnhow."

“Molly, daughter,”” he added, without turning
his head, “thé buck must have gone to’ th' big
timher. Go arter him."

Molly - dropped out of the group without dis-
turbing its rigld pose. Looking back as she turned
fnto the big timber, she saw the wrathful stranger
advance a step In rash deflance, In an Instant
every weapon of the mountaineers was leveled
at him and his men, Molly averted her eyes and
ran swiftly into the big woods, so heedless that she
ran equarely ngainst Martin Grohsman as he
stepped from behind an Immense onk,

“Walt, Molly walt! I came here tb see you!"
he colled to her. “You are running llke a wild
deer, I wunted to say to you that you mustn't
blame grandfather, He thinks the land Is his.”

“How ean he when ItU's been father's always?"'
sghe flung back with eonviction,

“RBut, Molly, we needn't quarrel, 1 don't care
a fig about Rainbow mountain. Let them settle
it as they llke. Let us be friends. Won't you?"

.Molly smiled forgivingly. It was hard to hold
resentment against Martin,

“You understand, don't you, Martin," she ex-
plained, “that's the Fighting Ground, and Hannah
Harks says the men killed there were all carrled
away, saving this one. I can't suy rightly how he
came to be left, but mother put wild violets and
honeysuckle and lilles from the marsh over his
grave, because he's so lonesome-llke, though he
aln't one of owr men, I flower his grave now,
Martin, 'stead of mother, every year. I fault your
grandfather for wantin' the Ralnbow and threat-
enhln’ to have the grave moved—onliest I -hope
father won't hurt him."

“Just promise friends with me, Molly?™ he
pleaded,

“Dunno but what T will,” the girl capitulated.

When the Squire came home he was unusually
sllent and taciturn.

“Molly, daughter,” he sald, “I've a word to say.
I've give warnin' es we'll shoot any prowlin' folks
on Rainbow mountain and the strgnger has give
beck word as he'll shoot any of we'uns ketched
there until arter the new survey, which I've 'greed
to allow. The Grays alre bound to stand In with
oue ernother whichever way the survey goes. Th'

-

yung feller, Martin, alre agulnst th' Grays, and
you nire n Gray, Mind you what I say."

As the days went by Molly enught glimpses, re-
mote and fleeting of Martin dangerously far in,
on ground protected by an armed neutrality, Once
they chanced near enough for Martin to call to her.

“We're friends, Molly "

“Yes—yes, Martln, we're friends, this time."

“They're done th' surveyin', Molly,"” Hannah
Harks explalned, when she reached home, “an th'
stranger ain't satisfled. It don’t give him Raln-
bow mountaing. They're goin' ter try It over
ergin, an’ they're all plumb hot, long of it. Whomst
steps on Rainbow alre to be drapped In hils tracks,
‘thout no warnin’. Howsomere, I'm deemin' to
flower th' grave whenst th' day comes.”

The evening before Decoration day Molly was
plucking white lllaca when the Squire came down
the path.

“My daughter,” he sald, In the mlild, slow tones
that always frightened her, “it hes come to my
enrs that th' young feller, Martin, prowls continual
on th' Ralnbhow. I've give In to n new surveyin'.
But we ‘'greed t' shoot whomsoever footed on
Rainbow mountaing. It has come to me that It's
th' feller defyin' of us. He alre a comely, proper
boy, but a monstrous fool, en seems like they don't
know Johnson Gray."

The lllacs dropped from Molly's hands. She
knew Johnson Gray. Conflicting impulses stirred
her. From the chaos one conviction came su-
preme—she had a promise to keep. It was not
belng friends with Martin to let him unwittingly
anger the Grays.
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The young moon had long since vanished behind
the peaks, but the stars gleamed In cloudless bril.
liancy. The peace and sublimity of the mountalns
seemed too Infinite for evil deslgn. And yet the
Squire and half a dozen Grays were lylng rolse-
lessly in the brush along the dividing line. Every
man‘s finger was on the trigger, for some one had
broken the compact, some one was prowling on
the Rainbow,

Across the contested iine, a hundred yards back,
the dense undergrowth hid the reflection of the
moon along other rifle barrels. Grohsman and his
men were equally vigllant,

Faintly at first, but growing louder and louder
with each step, the scuffle of advancing feet was
heard, The watchers—on both slles—crouched In
rendinesa to mete out the deserved retribution.
Then the traltors eame Into view, There, going
boldly across the cleared-slope, were Molly and
Hannah Harks, They were laden with glistening
clusters of white flowers, They walked unafrald
along the sinuofis path upward to the “lone grave"”
on the mountain top.

The rifles of the Grays came to earth. The
Squire started forward nnd stopped. His face was
wh. e and drawn, Though he could not see them,
he knew that other eyes watchéd the self-same
slope of the Ralnbow—from the other side—that
other fingers, just as remorseless, rested on other
weapons. Would they be merciful to this, his only
one? Would they!

Across the line the bushes shook audibly and
a leveled rifle gleamed In the moonlight a second,
but was lowered agaln, No shot rang out.

The women passed on—unharmed. Thelr as-
cending footsteps grew falnter and died away.

But, ere either slde had opportunity to eatch
its breath, the sound of other footsteps, ascending
the mountain, resounded on the sharp night alr,

A brenthless walt, a tense stralning of the eyes
through the openings In the brush along the path-
way—and another traltor came Into view. Martin
Grohsman walked boldly along, glancing nelther
to the one side nor the other. He, too, was laden
with white flowers,

.On the Gray side of the line the bushes shook
audibly and a leveled riflle gleamed ia the moon-
light. But no shot rang out. -

Unharmed, Murtln, too, ascended the Ralnbow,
his footsteps dying off Into the distance along the
same path the women had taken,

Suddenly, the bushes on the Gray slde of the
line parted and a white shirt waved on the end
of a rifle.

Almost simultaneously a white shirt held aloft
on a rifle barrel was ranlsed on the other gide,

Squire Gray stepped Into the open, holding up
the flag of truce, Ie had done that once before—
at Appomatox, with rage In his heart, But it was
different now—hls Molly had been spared to him.,

The stranger appeared from the other side. He,
too, held aloft a flag of truce. He had done that
once before, also with shame In his heart. But
It was different now—hls grandson might have
been sleeping In the same sleep with his soldler
boy.
With unfaltering steps the Blue and the Gray
advanced slowly to the middle of the *“fightin'
ground.,” There they lald their rifles aslde. They
faced each other sllently, awkwardly,

“Stranger,” the old Squire began, at last, his
volce strungely soft and shaken, “you spared my
gal tonight—"

“Out west where I come from we don’t shoot
women !" the plalnsman replied, tersely, but with-
out even a trace of anger or mallce In his tone.
“And you spared my boy—I guess we're quits.
Aud I guess we've learned our lesson from that
boy and that girl and those flowers, ain't we?”

“We hev—but th' Ralnbow—"

“That's it—the Ralnbow.—Look here, Squire
Gray, | may as well tell you that just before you
waved your flag of truce I got a message that the
last survey comes out llke the first. 1 was pre-
paring to signal you when you flew your flag. I'm
not wanting to take what I know belongs to some-
body else. But I want the Ralnbow. I'll buy It,
if you'll sell and move that grave, I don't want a
rebel sleeping on my land."

“Dunno #s you'd be tribulated long of that
grave, even if I'd sell, which I ain't willing to do,
for him ns I8 In It fit agin us. He were a Yank."

“He was? Grohsman questioned. “Why that
alters everything. A Unlon soldler? I had a son
killed in the war"

“Ihat's sure unlucky. I had three killed in the
war,” was the slow response, “T'were all I had.”

“And you care about your enemy’s grave? You're
a better man than I am, Squire, The grave is
gnfe,"

Suddenly Hannah Harks appeared descending
the pathway, She stopped, nonplused, at the
gtrange spectacle before her—=Squire Gray und the
stranger In conversation with thelr rifles lying on
the ground. Then she approached slowly, glanc-
fng anxlously from one man to the other, At
length she smiled grimly.

“I'm deeming there won't be no necessity fer
a dividin' line arter all,” she sald, “there_ain't
none up there on Rn'ahow'

AIRPLANES IN COMMERCIAL WORK,

In elght months, commencing May 1, 1019,
Handley-Page commercial airplanes in Great Brit-
tain carvied 4,020 passengers and 44,205 pounds of
frelght a total of 72,243 mlles, according to the
London Times, Between September 2, 1918, and
January 8, 1820, the London-Parls air service car-
ried 637 passengers and 16,988 pounds of frelght,
while 255 passengers and 25016 pounds of goods
were carried by the London-Brussels alr service
botween September 27, 1019, and the first of this
year.

FOR A SBTARTER.
“I think,” sald the solemn professor, “that we
ghall find a way to communicate with Mars.”
“Don't you bother about that,” replied Mr, Dus-
tin Stax. “If you want to get a neat little endow-
ment from me, you devise some rellable means of
getting central to connect me with my office.”

'SWAMP-ROOT FOR
KIDNEY AILMENTS

There is only one medicine that really
stands out preeminent as a medicine for
curable ailmenta of the kidneys, liver and
bladder

Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root stands the
highest for the reason that it ias proven
to be just the semody needed in theusanda
upon thousands of distressing cases,
Bwamp Root makes friends quickly be-
cause its mild and immediate effect is soon
realized in most cases., It is a gentle,
healing vegetable compound.

Start trentment at once. Sold at all
drug stores in bottles of two sizes, medi
nm and large,

However, if you wish first to teat this

‘eat preparation send ten cents to Dr,
Nilmer & Co,, Ringlinmton, N. Y., for a
sample bottle. When writing be sure and
mention this paper.Ady,

Both Alike.
“T enn't lmagine what Mildred seos
In that Smith boy," remarked  Mil-

drod's mother,  “e hinsn't got brains
enongh In hig head (o 01 o thimble”
“Oh, well, T dare say your mother

gnld the =ame thing about me when 1
enme courting you " reptied the girl's
futher indulgently,

But he sudacaly lost his complacent
srdle whien his wife retorted :

“She certninly did, nmd T wos Jo
ns big a fool as Mildred s now, |
wouldn't lsten to the advice of my

| elders,”

FRECKLES

Now ls the Time to Get Rid of
These Ugly Spots,

There's no longer the slightest need of
forling ashamod of your freckles, as Othine
—double strength—=in guarantesd to remove

| these homely spots

Simply get an ounce of Othing—double

etrength=—from sour Jdroageist, and soply w
Hitle of It pleght and morning and you
whould soon sde that even the worst frecklos

| hmve begun to disappear, while the lghter

unen Hhoave vanished ontirely It is weldom
that more than one ounce Is feeded to com
pletely clear the skin and gein a beautiful

clonr complexion ]
He wuts to ask for the doubls strength

Othine, ns this I8 pold unider guarantees of

money bacik If It falls o rewove freckien

Underpaid.

“Tt doesn’t seem guite faie”

“Whnt doesn't? :

“I'his motlon pleture comedian gets
£1,000 a week and his dog, who does
ull the hard work snd creates most
of the laughs gets only two or three
hones o doy."—Birmingham Age-Hep-
nld.

Literal One.
“So you met Miss Dalsy through a
church falr raflle”
“Yes; quite n chance acquaintance.”

The Antiseptic Powder to Shake Inte Yoar Shoes

And sprinkle in the Foot-
Bath. It lakes the sting
out of Corns, Bunions,
Blisters and  Callouses
and glves rest and com-
fort to hot, tired, smart-
Ing, swollen fest,

Mare than 1,500,000}
pounds of Powder for
the Feet wore used by

our Army and Navy

durlng the war,
'n%} Allen's Foote
Cnse, the pow-
- e der for lhn’fﬂ t,
{takos the friction from the shoe, fresh-
lf’lld the feet and makes walking a de-
ht,

Nothing relleves the paln of tight or
new shoes 80 qulckly or thorogghly.
Try It to-day.  Bold everywhors,
NI
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Healthy Liver
Healthy Life

Your liver — healthy or clogged, nctive
or sluggish —makes all the difference
between a vigorous,
cheerful life and low
apirits and fail-
ure. To subdue
a stubborn
liver; over
come consti-
pation, dizzi- [
ness, bilious- . .
ness, indigestion, headache and

blues there is nothing on earth so good
8 Carter's Litths Liver Pilla. Purely vegetablea,

Small Pill—Small Dose—Small Price

PR. CARTER’'S IRON PILLS, Nature's
eat nerve and blood tonic for

emia, Rhenmatism, Nervousness,
Sleeplessness and Female Weakness.

Genaing must bear slonatere  SroniLooels

BE A NURSE

Kxceptional copportunity at the presenf
time for rounr women over ninetees
yenrs of nge who have had at least one
irmr in high school to take Nurses' Tralne
ng In general hespital Our graduntes
are in great deman Address

Supt, of Nurses, Lincoln Sanitariem,
Lincoin, Nobr -

Cuticura Talcum
= Fascinatingly Fragramt =

Always Healthful

Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50¢, Talcum 25¢.

~ The young man parts his halr, bak

the bald man has parted from his

you'll buy it.

figure.

at fair prices,

at it,

He can afford to

Certain-teed Products Corporation

General Offices, St. Louls
Officen and Warehouses in Principal Cities

a bigger profit.

Why Some Dealers Sell
Private Brand Roofing

Any responsible dealer can sell Certaine
teed, but some dealers prefer to sell pri-
vate brands. Why?
tition is not possible—nobody else has
their private brand for sale—nothing
regulates in any‘way the profit that
they can take on a private brand if

If they sell Certain-teed they must limit
their margin of profit to a reasonable
They get enough, but they
can’t play the hog. Every reputable
dealer has a free right to buy and sell it

Private Brands Are a
Gamble

Where's the percentage for you in pri-
vate brands anyway? You don’t know
what they will do for you. You don’t
know whether the little mills that made
them know how to make good roofing
or not. And even roofing !
tell much about roofing by just looking

But you know the Certain-teed repu-
tation for high-quality products and for
fair dealing. You know that Certain-
teed Roofing is guaranteed.

It's as easy as two and two. When you
buy Certain-teed you know what you
are getting. When you buy some pri-
vate brand you don't.

And don’t forget that any ible
dealer can get Certain-teed fo
quickly from a nearby Certain-teed
warehouse or jobber. He gets it when
he wants it and h;ﬁeu what he wants.

Beware of the dealer who tells you he
has Certain-teed, but tries to sell you
a private brand. He probably wants

Because compe-

can’t

or you

you at a fair price.

| ALLEN'S” FOOT-EASE




