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SYNOPSIS

CHAPTER L—At the death of his foster
tather jce Duncan, in an eastern city, |
p ves mysterious m%ln(e‘ lenf-'tl)'ul
Ross, summoning him peremptorily
g’r:”._“‘-_t.m Oregon—to meet "Ll.nfl.,

CHAPTER I1L.—Bruce has vivid but bat-
ing re

ollections of his childhood in an
., before his adoption by New-
. with. the girl Linda.

CHAPTER IIL.—At his de-tlnaunn.;
Trall's End, news that a message has
peen sent to Bruce 18 recelved with
marked dlspleasure by a man introduced
to the reader as “"Simon.

CHAPTER IV.—Leaving the train,
Bruce !s astonished at his apparent fa-
millarity with the surroundings, though
to his knowledge he has never go.: there.

CHAPTER V.—Obedlent to the message, |
Bruce makes his way to Martin's cross- |
roads store, for direction as to reaching
Mrs. Ross' cabin. 2

CHAPTER V1—On the way, "Simon"
sternly warns him to give up his quest
and return East. Bruce refuses.

CHAPTER VIIL.—Mrs. Ross, aged and

infirm, welcomes him with emotion. She
hastens him on his way—the end of "Plne-
Needle Trall™
first time he began to despalr, feeling |
that another night of overpowering
impatlence must be spent before he
eould reach Trall's End. The stars
began to push through the darkening
gky. Then, fainter than the gleam of
g firefly, he saw the faint light of a
far distant ~amp fire, |
His heart bounded. He knew what
was there, It was the end of the |
trall at last, And It gulded him the
rest of the way. When he reached |

the top of a lttle rise In the trail, the
whole scene was lald out In mystery |
below him,

The fire had been bullt at the door |
of a mountain house—a log structure
‘of perhaps four rooms. The firelight
played In Its open doorway. Some-
thing beside It caught his attention,
and Instinctlvely he followed It with
his eyes untll it ended In an Incred-
Ible reglon of the stars, It was a
great pine tree, the largest he had
ever seen—seemingly a great sentinel
over all the land,

But the sudden awe that came over
him at the sight of It was cut short
by the sight of a girl's figure In the
firelight He had an Instant's sense
that he had come to the wilderness'
heart at last, that this tall tree was
its symbol, that If he could under-
stand the eternal watch that It kept
over this mountailn world, he would
bave an understanding of all things—
but all these thoughts were submerged
In the realization that he had come
back to Linda at last.

He had known how the mountains
would seem. All that he had beheld
today was Jjust the recurrence of
things beheld long ago. Nothing had |
seemed different from what he had
expected ; rather he had a sense that
& lost world had been returned to him,
and It was almost as if he had l:wverl
been away. But the girl In the fire- |
light did not answer in the least de- |
;rrw the pleture he had carried o‘fI
JAnda. |

He remembered her as a blond-
headed little girl with irregular fea- |
tures and a rather unreasonable al-
lowance of homeliness. All the way
he had thought of her as a baby sis-
téer—not as a woman in her flower. |
For a long second he gazed at her In
speechless amazement.

Her halr was no longer blond.
True, It had pecullar red lights when
the firelight shone through it; but he
knew by the light of day It would be
deep hrown. He remembered her as
an awkward lttle thing that wgs
hardly able to keep her feet under
her. This tall girl had the wilderness
grace—which I8 the grace of a deer
and only blind eyes cannot see it. He
dimly knew that she wore a khakl-
colored skirt and a simple blouse of
white tied with a blue scarf. Her
arms were bare In the fire's gleam
And there was a dark beauty about

her face thet simply could not be
denled. ~
She came toward him, and her |

hands were open before her. And her |
lips trembled. Bruce could see them
in the firelight. |

It was a strange meeting. The fire- l
light gave it a tone of unreality, and |
the whole forest world seemed to |
pause in its whispered business as If |
to watch. It was as If they had been |
brought face to face by the mandates |
of an inexorable destiny.

“So you've come? the girl sald. |
The words were spoken unusually
soft, scarcely above a whisper; but
they were Inexpressibly wivid to
Bruce. They told first of a boundiess
rellef and joy at his coming. But
more than that, In these deep vibrant
tones was the expression of an un-
quenchable life and spirit. Every
fiber of the body lived In the fullest
Seénse . he knew this fact the lnstant
that she spoke.

She smiied at him, ever so quietly.

“Bwovaboo,” she sald, recalling the |
Dame by which she called him In her |

| of it I knew by intultion, and a lttle
| of it is still doubtful,

| I have tried to reach you.

| eyes.

| I didn't understand why you didn't

you talked to on the way out. Part |

“You ought to know first how hard
Of course,
I didn't try openly except at first—
the first years after I came here. and
before I was old enough to under-
stand.” She spoke the last word with
4 curious depth of feeling and a per-
ceptible hardness about her lips and
“I remembered just two things.
That the man who had adopted you |
was Newton Duncan; one of the!
nurses at the asylum told me that. |
And 1 remembered the name of thei
city where he had taken you. :

“You must understand the dlfficul- |
tles 1 worked under. There Is no|
rural free delivery up here, you know, |
Bruce. Our mall I{s sent from and
delivered to the little post ofce at
Martin's store — over fifteen miles
from here. And some one member of |
a certain family that lives near here
goes down every week to get the mall
for the entire distriet.

“At first—and that

was before 1|

| really understood—I wrote you many

letters and gave them to one of this |
family to mail for me. I was just a
child then, you must know, and I
lived Im the same house with these |
people. They were just baby let-
ters from—from Linda-Tinda to Bwov-
ahoo—Iletters about the deer and the
berries and the squirrels—and all the
wild things that lived up here.”
“Berries !” Bruce cried. *I had some |
on the way up.” His tone wavered, |
and he seemed to be speaking far |
away, “I had some once—long ago.”
“Yes. You will understand, soon. |

answer my letters. I understand now,
though. You never got them.”

“No, I never got them, But there
are several Duncans In my city. They
might have gone astray.”

“They went astray—but It was e
fore they ever reached the post office
They were never malled, Bruce. I
was to know why, later. Even then
it was part of the plan that I should
never get In communication with you
again—that you would be lost to me
forever.

“When I got older, I tried other
tacks. | wrote to the asylum, enclos-
ing a letter to you. But those letters
were not malled, elther.

“Now we can skip a long time. [
grew up. [ knew everything at last
and no longer lived with the family
I mentioned before. I came here, to
this old house—and made It decent
to live In. I cut my own wood for my
fuel except when one of the men
tried to please me by cutting It tnri
me. I wouldn't use It at first. Oh, |
Bruce—I wouldn't touch it!" |

Her face was fio longer lovely, It
was drawn with terrible passions.
But she quleted at once.

“At last I saw plalnly that I was a
little, fool—that all they would do for
me, the better off I, was At first, ll
almost starved to death because I
wouldn't use the food that they semt
me., I tried to grub It out of the hills.
But I came to it at last. But, Bruce,
there were many things I didn't come
to. Since I learned the truth, I have
never given one of them a smile ex-
cept In scorn, not A word that wasn't
a word of hate.

“You are a city man, Bruce, You
don't know what hate means. It
doesn't live in the cities. But It lives
up here. Believe me, if you ever be
lHeved anything—that It lives up here
The most bitter and the hlackest hate

—from birth until death! It burns
out the heart, Bruce, But I don't
know that I can make you under
stand.”

She paused, and Bruce looked away
into the pine forest. He belleved the
girl. He knew that this grim land
was the home of direct and primitive
emotions. Such things as mercy and
remorse were out of place In the
game tralls where the wolf pack
hunted the deer,

“When they knew how [} hated
them,” she weat on, “they began to
watch me. And once they knew that
I had fully understood the situation,
I was no longer allowed to leave this
little valley. There are only two
tralls, Bruce. One goes to Elmira's
cabin on the way to the store. The
other encircles thée mountain.
all thelr numbers, it was easy to keep
watch of those trails. And they told

| me what they would do If they found

me trying to go past.”

“You don't mean—they threatened
you ™

She threw back het head and
laughed, but the sound had no joy In
it. “Threatened ' If you think
threats are common up here, you are
a greener tenderfoot than ever [ took
you for. Bruce, the law up here Is
the law of force. The strongest wins
The weakest dies. Walt till you see
Simon. Youll understand then—and
you'll shake In your shoes™

The words grated upon him, yet he
didn't resent them. “I've seen Si

babyhood, “you've come to Linda” ' mon” he told ber. _

| forests
With | tectly.

not so I[gnorant as many mountain
| people, and they were ‘killers. Per
haps that's a word you don't know
Perhaps you didn't know it existed. A
killer is A man that has killed other
men. It Isn't a hard thing to do at
all, Bruce, after you are used to It
These people were used to it. And
because they wanted these great lands
—my own father's home—they began
to kill the Rosses,
“At first they made no war on the
Folgers. The Folgers, you must know, |
Perhaps the Faintest Flicker of Ad | were good people, too, honest to the |
miration Came Into Her Eyes. last penny. They were connected, by |
marriage only, to the Ross famlily,
They were on our side clear through.
At the beginning of the feud the head |
| of the Folger family was just a young
And he had a

Mt s ¢ 2 1)

her. Perhaps the faintest flicker of
admiration came into her eyes.

“He tried to stop you, did he? (
course he would. And you came, any-| .. newly married
way. May heaven bless you for It, son Ill'lw a while. ’

Bruce!" S8he leaned toward him, ap- " |
: “The new rs called
pealing. “And forgive me what I § BHpieIS chaes B e |

v But It wasn't a feud—It was simply |
sald. |
murder. Oh, yes, we killed some of |

Bruce stared at her In amazement.

them, Folger and my father and all
He could hardly realize that this was| pis kin united “n“n: them m:lln:a
the same volee that had f

been so torn great clan—but they were nothing In |
with passion & moment before. In an strength compared to the usurpers

instant all her hardness was gone,| Simon himself was just & boy when |
and the tenderness of a sweet and it began. But he grew to be the great.
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wholesome nature had taken !ts place. | oo power, the leader of the enemy

He felt a curlons warmth steallng | ¢jan hefore he was twenty-one, .
over him, {

“They meant what they sald, Bruce.

own father held the land. But he was

Belleve me, If those men can do No | g4 generous that his brothers who
| other thing, they can keep thelr word. | helped him farm it hardly

They didn't Judst threaten death to |

me. I could have run the risk of that. | father was a dead shot. It took &

Badly as I wanted to make them pay
before I died, I would have gladly
run that risk.

“You are amazed at the free way I | depth of feeling.
speak of death, The girls you know,
In the city, don't even know the word.
They don't know what It means. They
don't understand the sudden end of
the light—the darkness—the cold—
the awful fear that It Is! It's a real-
Ity here, something to fight against
every hour of every day. There are
just three things to do In the moun-
talns—to llve and love and hate,
There's no softness. There's no mid-

long time bhefore they could kill him.”
The coldness that had come over

She gazed moodily
Into the darkness and spoke almost In
A monotone,

“But Simon—just a boy then—and
Dave, his brother, and the others of
them kept after usg llke so many
wolves, There was no escape. The
only thing we could do was to fight
back—and that was the way we
learned to hate. A man ecan hate,
Bruce, when he Is fighting for hia
home. He can learn {t very wall when
dle ground.” She smiled grimly. he sees his brother fall dead, or his

“I've lived with death, and TI've | father—or a stray bullet hit his wife.
heard of it, and I've seen It all my | A woman can learn it, too, as old BA-
life. If there hadn't been any other | mira did, when she finds her son's
way, | would have seen It In the dra- | body In the dead leaves. There was
mas of the wild ereatures that go on | no law here to stop It. The little sem-
around me all the time. You'll get | blance of law that was in the valleys
down to cases here, Bruce—or else | below regarded It as a blood-feud, and
you'll run -away. These men sald | didn't bother itself about it, Besldes—
they'd do worse things to me than | at first we were too proud to call for
kill me—and 1 dido't dare take the | help. And after our numbers were
risk. few, the tralls were watched—and

“But once or twice I was able to | those who tried to go down Into the
get word to old Elmira—the only ally | valleys—never got there.

I had left. She was of the true breed, “One after another the Rosses were
Bruce. You'll eall her a hag, but | killed, and I needn't make It any
she's & woman to be reckoned with, | worse ‘for you than I can help—by
She could hate too—worse than a | telling of each killing. Enough tp say
she-rattlesnake hates the man that | that at last no one was left except
killed her mate—and hating Is all | 8 few old men whose eyes were too

that's kept her alive. You shrink dim to shoot straight. and my own
when I say the word., Maybe you | father. And I was a baby then—just
won't shrink when I'm done, | born,

“This old woman tried to get In| “Then one night my father—seeing
communication with every stranger | the fate that was coming down upon |
that visited the hills. You see Bruce | them—took the last course to defeat
she couldn't write, herself. And the | them. Matthew Folzer—a connection
one time I managed to get a written | by marringe—wnas still allve, ﬂlmlon‘l'
message down to her, telling her to | ¢lan hadn't attacked him yet. He had
give It to the first stranger to mall— | DO share In the land, but Instead lived
one of my enemles got It away from [0 this house I llve In now. He had
a few cattle and some pasture land

her. I expected to dle that night. 1

wasn't golng to be alive when the | fArther down the Divide. There had
clan came, The only reason I didn't | Peen no purpose In killing him. He
wans because Simon—the greatest of | hadn’t been worth the extra bullet

“One night my father left me asleep |

them all and the one [ hate the most—
and stole through the forests to talk,

kept his clan from ecoming. He had
his own ressons. to him. They made an agreement. 1
“From then on she had to depend have pleced It out. a little at  tiMe
on word of mouth. But at last—just | MY father deeded all his land to Fol- |
a few weeks ago—she found a man | ¥€T -
that knew you. And It Is your story I can understend now. The enemy
from now -..n". clan pretended It was a blood-feud
They W&rkl‘?i“ a little while. Bruce only—and that It was fair war to kil |
ariod ‘ahd Ih‘n-w rnn-re ool .nn the the Rosses, Although my futher knew
fire thelr real alm was to obtuln the land
- . he didn’t think they would dare kill
“It's only the beginning,” he sald, ' 5 i ’
“And you want me to tell you all?” | Matthew Folger to get It. He knew
that he himself would fall, sooner or

she asked hesitantly
“Of course. Why did | come here?"
“You won't belleve me when 1 say
that I'm almost sorry [ sent for you.”

Iater, but he thought that te kill Fol-
ger would show their cards—and that
would he too much, even for Simon's

people. But he didn't know, He
She spoke almost breathlesaly. “I w
didn’t know that It would be like this. :;:; :ﬂ“,"’“’" to what lengthe they
That you would come with a smile on Srece leaned forward. “So they

your face and a light In your eyes,
looking for happiness. And instead
of bhapplness—to find all this!™

She stretched out her arms to the
Bruce understood her per-
She d4id not mean the woods
in the literal sense. She meant the
primal emotions that were their spirit,
“To know the rest, you ve got to go
back a whole generntion. Bruce, have
you heard of the territle blood-feuds
that the mountain familles sometimes
have?”

“Of course. Many times.™

“These mountains of Trall's End
have heen the scene of as deadly a
blood-feud as was éver known in the
West. And for once, the wrong was

killed—Matthew Folger? he asked
He didn't know that his face had
gone suddenly stark white, and that
A carious glitter had come to his eyes
He spoke breathlessly. For the name
—~—Matthew Folger—called up vague
memories that seemed (v reveal great
truths to him. The girl smiled grimly
“Let me go on. My father deeded
Folger the land. The deed was (o
go on record so that all the world
would know that Folger owned it, and
If the clan killed him it was plainly
| for the purposes of greed alone. Hut
thers was als0o & secret agreement—
drawn up I black and white and to
be kept hidden for twenty-one years
In this agreement, Folger promised to
all on one side. return to me—the omnly living heir of
“A few miles from here tHere I8 8 | the Rosses—the lands acquired hy the
wonderful walley, where a stream  geed In reality, he was enly holding
flows. There Is not much tillable land

in these meuntains, Bruce, but there, | 15

— -

“You must know, Bruce, that my _:
|

% : 1 - -
that possession was in his nun::a.nlf::lg!Dlnner ls Se[ved

| her words did not In the least hide her | 8al—tender roasts, deliclous vegeta-
bles served in the most appitizing
Ways, creamy,
plquant salads and dainty deserts.
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i

them (n trust for me, and was to re |
them when [ was twenly-one. |
' along that little stream. therg are al ' In case of my Cether's death. Folger
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dinner with us. You'll be
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lent food, the quick per-
vice, unfalling esourtesy
and unusally reasomable
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She glanced toward him quickly, most five sectiol " -
- W W W “ i . (4] sections—tl OuUSan(
OO XOOOOCCIN X CHAPTER IX and it was entirely plain that the | scveboot &k non la o ‘thoumnd
w. K ; : f as rich lahd as was ever
W Sl s '— LAl quiet rone Iin hig volee had surprised plowed. That tract of land was ac-
s: .,I‘|. b .." |1.|}|_.-._ |‘.u\|-II to coals quired long ago by a family named
e c. 1 ‘u l--r,n‘.« wheeled through the Rosg, and they got it through some
:'::. ‘,."."I ;Ilm\;l__hllt_i'”{ sLory Fhe two kind of grant. 1 can't be definite as
:.:'. rl1 II-I.-m »-;‘“t "-.‘.I. .r.'. ..II the soft grass | | to the legal aspects of all this story. |
' en e e ey Rt a4 They don't matter anyway—only the |
:.: : ~“- '!\\ -t‘:! ”'i. il Inda’s face as she results remaln
M Bl e o - gaied very Ww_at Srw “These Ross men were frontiersmen

o | indeed there wius no need for lous -y £ L : 2
K libion The whol - of the first order. They were virtuous

e | e SIS WELGOOMES werl men too—trusting every one, and oh!
| Was heavy with silence, and a whis what strength they had! With

[ :’: per carrled far. Besides, Bruce was wn h;mr;; hthe\' t:;11!‘1:‘:1 way tﬂ.\ ";"“'
- ' I eside @ i ~hing - - .r.l % § £ - r cvass
$ARR ::. I""I'l_ :” i ! \“ T, f“ at "rli-'*- her wirl est and put the land into rich pasture The KOHLER
MATFFOW e eves Orge ) A
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R ; story. erds of cattle and had flocks of sheep
By 1SO ?: “I've waited a long time to tell you Bowi of sheeg and LIGHT Plant
Author of | this,” she told him, “Of course. when “It was :
| e, 1 then that 4 1 = &
--|h¢Volef|h.w ’:'; we were bables together in the or ) : l.l!l’i._dtl_\! he‘“r' gy s .no .t“.-te -

K : s i L | to come. Another family—headed by 'or power and light L i) . : i‘ s
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[lustrations by Irwin Myers | { . alls; most of them I tricts of Oklahoma. But they were — has a capacity ol 1500 watts or -h d
got from my aunt, old Elmira, whom horsepower purchased,

One ‘““Ton-Tested” Tube
of corresponding size

The Extra Thickness of the Vacuum Cup Tread
plus the Extra plies of highest quality fabric and
the good-measure tread of hundreds of sturdy
nonskid Vacuum Cups, make Vacuum Cup
Tires, at prevailing prices, the biggest value on
the market.

Come in and get a copy of the latest price
schedule—you will be agreeably surprised. Get
your season’s tire equipment Today and A
FREE TUBE with every tire purchased.

Williams & Williams

Tillamook, Oregon.

DON'T BE IN A HURRY

t{About buying your peaches to can, the big crop
is still to come, Give your fruit orders to your
"store and not to peddlers; you will be money &
quality ahead.

Some groceries are cheaper than they were. You
can now get—
5 Ib. box best Macaroni.....§ .50
3 lbs. best bulk Maccaroni... .25
13 Ibs. best bulk Maccaroni.. 1.00
Seeded and Seedless Raisins,
best grade were 30¢, now 20c
That famous Albany Jinn Butter
now soc¢ per 1b., $1 per 2-1b. square
Jelly Glasses soc and 65¢ per doz
Cold pack Jar Rings 1oc per doz

We have the Fruit Jars that you need.

THE SATISFACTION STORE

E. G. ANDERSON
(The store without baits or rebates)

FIX AND FIT SHOP

George J. Burckard, Manager
Sheet Metal and Plumbing Work
of all descriptions

Hot Water and Steam Heating

Pipe and Pipeless Furnaces

We Repair Radiators and

Do Guarantee Them

“QUALITY AND SERVICE” OUR MOTTO

Great Westem Transportat’n Co.

PORTLAND—TILLAMOOK

Two Trucks Daily

gpecial rates on household goods and bulky commodities

Rate: 55¢ per hundred John Mathers, Agt.
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