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JUDGE

By VAUGHAN

Comwmapary D g LOpns Meode i Comaary

SYNOPSIS.

The ocwrne 2! *te ppen'ng 2f The story i
g in the Mhwary of an old worn-out
onutberr plantation. kuswn as the Bar-
SRy, The s o be sold
" that of the owners, the
t:“ s the subject of dincussion by

ban Cresstas, & business man, &
Miranger koows a8 Bladen and Bobd
Yasry. a farmer when Hannihel Wayoe
& mysterious chlid of the old
Saythern Tamiuy mskes bis spprarance
Yancy tells how he adopied the boy. Na-

!

thawle! Ferris buves the Harony but the
Quintards deny any knowiedge of the
By Yascy to & MHansibal Captain

Murreli, & friend of the Quintards, ap-
Py and asis gquesiions sbour the

ony ¢ Seralck Hill when Han-
mihal b kidnap=! by Dave Biount. Cap
tadn Musrciis agent Yamcy overtakes
Ploust goves Yim o thras!ing and secures

the boy Yancy appessw before Bquire
Balassm. snd i» & bharged with costs for
Betty Malroy, a friend of
the Forriows. bas an escounter with Cap
tais Morre mhe forces his aftentions on
Pez. and s rescued by Brauce Carrington
Beity sris oul Tor ber Tetinessee home

mrring takes Lhe sase siunge Yancy
ond Jfcoel dsappear, with Murrell on
therif wre Hann'bal srrives a! The home
of Julgs Siocum Price. The Judge recog
plaes i the boy the grandson of an old
g friemd Murrell srvives atl Judge's

Cavendish Taglly an rafl rescue
Yancy, whoe s apparently dead Price
treaks jail Hetty amd Carrington arrive
ol Belie Fan Haanoibal's rifie discioses
Soir » a1 £ things o the juige Han

el and Beity meowt agen  Murreil ar
Fives in Belie Plain. Is playing for big
kes. Yancy awakes from long dream
seep on board tbe raft. Judge Price
mabkes s artber diecp.crtes In loowing up
land thies. Charley Narton, & Yyoung
planter, whe assisis the judge. is mys-
terbously sssaulted Nosrtsa nforms Car
ringien tha! Betty has promuised (o marry
Norwen s mysisriously shot
light on Murreil's plol. He plans upris
'la of negross  Jodge Price, with Hannl-
. vislis Hetty, and ahe keeps the boy
a8 A compa=ion In a stroll Betty takes
otk jHaonka! they mest Beas Hicks
jer of the oversssr. who Warns

ity of danger and her to
e Belle Fiain atl ones HBerty, terri-
way bhew rriage M stopped Ly Slosson
Bl acts ou Hess' advice, and on thelr
taver hewlet and a confedernle, and
and Hant bal are » le prisofers
Paly are this o Hirks abin in an
[ 10, 2 scvessible agpdt, and Lthere Mur
2 ltty and reveals i part In
ety spurns
interview s
terrified
Judge
plans ac

el

i
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. and Mis obhiect
praflervd love and the
etaded ¢ the arrival of Ware
e of e crimme

Price, bearing of the abduction,

CHAPTER XXl
The Judge Takes Charge.

All work om the plantation bad
Sloapped,. 20d the bundreds Of slaves—
mes, wigoet and chlidren -—-were gald.
ered about the bouse Among these
moved the members of 'he domipant
race The judge would have attached
Eimsel! 10 the firsl group., but he
bheard a wbhispered qQueslion, abd the
ADSWeT

“Miss Malroy's lawyer

Clearly #t was pot lfor him to mix
Wil these outsiders, these curtosity
seshkers. Hoe crossed the lawn (o the
bouse and mounted the steps  In the
doorway was big Steve, while groups
of mea stood sbout In the hall the
humss of busy purposeless talk pervad
fag the place The judge Ifrowned.
This was all wrong

“Has Mr Ware returned (rom Mem-
phils ™ be asked of Sieve

“So, sab: not yet ™

“Then show me into the ibrary,”
sald the judge with hiand authority,
surrendering bis bat to the DbDutler
*"Come along, MNMabafty'™ be added
They entered the lbrary, and the
Judge motioned Steve 1o close the
s “Now, boy. you'll kindly ask
those people to withdraw—vyou may
say it is Judge Price’'s orders. Alliow
Bo one o edter lhe bouse ubiess they
bave business with wme, or as | send
for them—you understand? After you
have cleared the house, you may
bring me a decanter of cOrn whisky—
Stop & bil—you may ask the sbenft
o step bere”™

“Yes, ah ™ And Steve withdrew

The judge drew an easy-chair up to
the fSattopped desk that stood 1n the
cenler of the room, and seated Dim-
.elf

The door opened, and the sherift
slouched into the room. He was chew-
fng a long wheat straw, and bis whole
Sppearance was voe of troulled weak
Dewy

“Séorning.” be sald briefy

“Sit down, sheriff” and the judge
Indicated a8 meek seat for the official
1o & distant corner. “Have you learned
acything™" be asked

The sberi¥ sbook his head

“What you turniug all these neigh-
bors out of doors lor™ he guentioned

*We don't want people tracZing mn
and out the bouse, Eheri. Imporiant
evidence may be destroyed. | propose
examining the slaves first—does that
meet with your approval”™

“0Ob, I've talked with them; they
don’t know nothing.™ said the sheriff.
*No one dout know nothing ™

“Flease God. we may yet put our
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fingers on some villain who does,”
eald the judge.

Outside it was noised about that
Judge Price had taken matters in
band—he was the old fellow who had
been warned to keep his mouth shut,
and who had pever stopped talking
since. A crowd collected beyond the
library windows and feasted its eyes
on the back of this hero's bald head.

One by one the house servants were
ushered Into the judge's presence.
First he Interrogated little Steve, who
had gone to Miss Betty's door that
morning to rouse her, as was his cus-
tom. Next he examined Betty's maid;
then the cook, and various house serv.
ants, who had nothing especial to tell,
but told it at considerable length; and
lastly blg Steve

“Stop a bit,” the judge suddenly in-
terrupted the butler in the midst of
bis narrative. “Does the overseer al-
ways come up to the house the first
thing in the morning?”

“Why, not exactly, sah, but he come
up this mo'ning, sah. He was talking
to me at the back of the house, when
the women run out with the word that
Missy was done gone away.”

“He joined in the search?”

“Yes, sah.”

“He reckons she throwed herself in,
and the boy tried to drag her out, like
he naturally would, and got drawed
"

“Humph! I'll trouble Mr. Hicks to
step here,” said the judge quietly.

“There's Mr. Carrington and a
couple of strangers outside who've
been asking about Miss Malroy and
the boy; seems like the strangers
knowed her and him back yonder in
No'th Carolina,” said the sheriff as he
turned away.

“T'll see them.” The sheriff went
from the room and the judge dismissed
the servants.

“Well, what do you think, Price?”
asked Mahaffy anxiously when they
were alone. i

“Rubbish! Take my word for It,
Solomon, this blow is leveled at me.
I have been too forward in my at-
tempts to, suppress the carnival of
crime that Is raging through west
Tennessee. You'll observe that -Miss
Malroy disappeared at a moment
when the public is disposed to think
she has retained me as her legal ad-
viser; probably she will be set at lib-
erty when she agrees to drop the mat-
ter of Norton's murder. As for the
boy, they'll use him to compel my si-
lence and inaction.” The judge took
a long breath, “Yet there remains one
point where the boy is concerned that
completely bafiles me. If we knew
just a little more of his antecedents
it might cause me to make a startling
and radical move.”

Mahaffy was clearly not impressed
by the vague generalities in which

the judge was dealing, l

“There you go, Price, as usual, try- |
ing to convince yourself that you arei
the center of everything!” he said, In
a tone of much exasperation. “Let’s |
get down to business! What does this
man Hicks mean by hinting at sul-
cide? You saw Miss Malroy yester-
day?

“You bhave put your finger on a
point of some significance,” sald the
judge. *“She bore evidence of the
shock and loss she had sustained;

&

“Hicks Says Miss Malroy's Been Acting Queer Since Charley Nortan
Was Shot” =

“When was Miss Malroy seen last?” |
asked the judge. !

“She and the young gemman.you |
fotched heah were seen In the gyar- |
den along about sundown. |1 seen them !
myself.”

“Tkey had had supper?”

“Yes, sah.”

“Who sleeps here?”

“Just little Steve and three of the
women; they sleeps at the back of |
the house, sah.™

“No sounds were heard during the |
night?”

“No, sah.” i

“I'll see the overseer—what's his
name?—Hicks? Suppose you go for |
him'" said the judge, addressing the |
sheriff.

The sheriff was gobe from the room
only a few moments, and returned
with the information that Hicks. was
down at the bayou, which was to bel
dragged.

“Why?" inquired the judge.

“Hicks says Miss Malroy's been act-
ing mighty queer ever since Charley
Norton was shot—distracted like! He
says he noticed 1t,and that Tom Ware
noticed "

“How does he explain the boy's dis-
appearance ™

| ance in a manner that can compro-

aside from that she was quite as she
has alwaye been.”

“Well, what do you want to see
Hicks for? What do you expect to
learn from him?"

“l domn’t like his Insistence on the
idea that Miss Malroy is mentally un-

balanced. It's a gquestion of some
delicacy—the law, sir, fully recog-
nizes that. It seems to me he Is over-

anxious to account for her disappear-

mise no one.”

CHAPTER XXIH.
The Judge Finds Allies.

They were interrupted by the open-
ing of the door, and big Steve admit-
ted Carrington and the two men of
whom the sheriff had spoken.

“A shocking condition of -.affairs,
Mr. Carrington!"” sald the judge by
way of greeting.

“Yes,” said Carrington shortly.

“You left these parts some time ago,
I believe?” continued the judge.

“The day before Norton was shot.
I bad started home for Kentucky. 1
heard of his death when 1 reached
Randolph on the second biluff,” ex-
plained Carrington, from whose cheeks

the weather-beaten bloom had faded.
He rested his hand on the edge of
the desk and turned to the men who
had followed him into the room. “This
is the gentleman you wish to see,” he
said, and stepped to one of the win-
dows: It overlooked the terraces
where he bad said good-by to Betty
scarcely a week before.

The two men had paused by the
door. They now advanced. One was
gaunt and haggard, his Tace distigured
by a great red scar; the other was &
shock-headed individual who moved
with a shambling gait. Both carried
rifles and both were dressed in coarse
homespun.

“Morning, sir,” said the man with
the scar. “Yancy's my name, and
this gentleman ‘lows he'd rather be
known now as Mr. Cavendish.”

The judge started to his feet

“Bob Yancy?" he cried.

“Yes, sir, that's me.” The judge
passed nimbly around the desk and
shook the Scratch Hiller warmly by
the hand. “Where's my nevvy, sir?—
what's all this about him and Miss
Betty?" Yancy's soft drawl was sud-
denly eager. :

“Please God we'll
soon!"” said the judge.

By the window Carrington moved
impatiently. No harm could come to
the "boy, but Betiy—a shudder went
through him.

“They've stolen him.” Yancy spoke
with conviction. “1 reckon they've
started back to No'th Carolina with
him—only that don’t explain what's
come of Miss Betty, does it?" and he
dropped rather helplessly into a chair.

“HBob are just getting off a sick bed.
He's been powerful porely in conse-
quence of having his head laid open
and then being throwed into the EIlEK
river, where | fished him out,” ex-
plained Cavendish, who still contin
ued to regard the judge with unmixed
astonishment, first cocking his shaggy
head on one side and then on the
other, his bleached eyes narrowed to a
slit. Now and then he favored the
austere Mahaffy with a feeting
glance. He seemed intuitively to un-
derstand the comradeship of their
degradation.

“Mr. Cavendish fetched me here on
his raft. We tied up to the sho’ this
morning. It was there we met Mr.
Carrington—I'd knowed him slightly
back yonder in No'th Carolina,” con-
tinued Yancy. “He said I'd find Hanp-
nibal with you. | was counting a heap
on seeing my nevvy.”

Carrington, no longer able to cob-
trol himself, swung about on his heel

recover him

“What's been done?” he asked, with |
| side.

fierce repression. “What's going to be
done? Don't you know that every
second Is precious?”

“l am about to conciude my inves-

WING ORNAMENTS

Wings, large and small (but mostly
emall), have been made for late sum-
mer and early fall millinery and the
manufacturer has considered their
mounting in nearly every case. The
base of the wing is set in a little dish
of feathers or a raised band or some
other device that will adjust itself to
the brim or crown of shapes. This is
sewed to the hat and the wings spring
from it at all sorts of odd angles and
in many novel positions.

Among the prettiest wings are those
that show two colors, one on the upper
and a contrasting color on the under
That is, the wing is lined
with small feathers in a contrasting
color. Most of these two-toned wings
are large and used on long velvet tur-

tigations, sir,” sald the judge with | Dans of white they form the only deg-

dignity.

Carrington stepped to the door.
After all, what was there to expect of
these men? \Whatever their interest,
it was plainly centered in the boy. He
passed out into the hall.

As the door closed on him the judge
turned again to the Scratch Hiller.

“Mr. Yancy, Mr. Mahafly and 1 hold
yvour nephew in the tenderest regard;
he has been our constant companion

oration and all that is needed.
Wide-brimmed shapes with small
wings poised on the brim edge or
crown suggest to the mind butterfly
bedecked hats. Some of the wings are
very like huge butterflies. The man-

HANDSOME BLOUSE.

ever since you were lost to him. In
this crisis you may rely upon us; we
are  committed to his recovery., RO
matter what it involves.” The judge's |
tone was one of unalterable resolu-
tion.

“I reckon you-all have been mighty
good and kind to him,” sald Yancy
huskily,

“We have éndeavored to be, Mr.
Yancy—indeed 1 had formed the reso-
lution legally to adopt him should you
not come to claim him. I should bave
given him my name, and made him
my heir. His education has already
begun under my supervision,” and the
judge, remembering the high use to
which he bad dedicated one of Peg-
loe's trade labels, fairly glowed with
philanthropic fervor.

“Think of that!” murmured Yancy
softly. He was deeply moved. So was
Mr. Cavendish, who was gifted with
a wealth of ready sympathy. He
thrust out a hardened hand to the
judge.

“Shake!” he said. “You're a heap
better than you look.” A thin ﬂpple]'
of laughter escaped Mahaffy, but the|
judge accepted Chills and Fever's
proffered hand. He understood that |
here was a simple genuine soul. |

“Price, isn’t it important for us to |
know why Mr. Yancy thinks the boy
has been taken back to North Caro-
lina?” said Mahafly.

“Just what kin is Hannibal to you,
Mr. Yancy?' asked the judge resum-
ing his seat.

“Strictly speaking, he ain't none.
That he come to live with me 1s all |
owing to Mr. Crenshaw, who's a good
man when left to himself, but he's
got a wife, s0 a body may say he never
is left to himself,” began Yancy; and
then briefly he told the story of the
woman and the child much as he had
told it to Bladen at the Barony the
day of General Quintard’s funeral.

The judge, his back to the light and
his face in shadow, rested his left el-
bow on the desk amd with his chin
sunk in his palm, followed the Scratch
Hiller’s narrative with the closest at-
tention.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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field of his own. He doesn't use the
fiddle, but he plays the guitar and
sings better then any troubadour of

3

Anastasia was his third or fourth’
queen. She has just turned twenty
and is a full-fledged Gypsy. She is a
beauty of the first water. All St
Petersburg calls her diva or queen,
but since she attalned popularity and

peck, for Anastasia has the eye of an
eagle and is as suspicious as a Turk.

Westminster's ideal.

The Westminster's willingness to
give up home, peighbors and old as-
sociations for the sake of a claim on
the prairie is not sordid. His stern
preoccupation with getting ahead is a
part of his inherited passion for per-
sonal independence. 1 have seen a
gray hue steal over the face of the
settler when speaking of some one
who had lost his farm and bad to go
out by the day. For the wage-earn-
er's lot the true-born Westerner feels
a dread quite incomprehensible to cit-
fes and to old communities. If he
ruthlessly sacrifices comforts and cul-
ture, it is that he may win a footing
of his own and so call no man master.

Sarcasm That Must Have Hurt
Henry W. Paine, the eminent Bos-
ton lawyer, once went to one of the

The drawing pictures a handsome
blouse of sand-colored chiffon over taf-
feta in a slightly deeper shade. A
cluster of small tucks on the shoul-
der contributes a slight fullness to the
front and a vest of brown taffeta with
upper part of sand-colored taffeta give

1 an effective depth of tone to the color

scheme. There are tiny revers of col-
ored shadow lace. Turning back
from either side of the vest opening is
& length of brown lace edging. Worn
with a handsome brown tailor-made,
this waist would be most effective.

Length of Skirts. 7

Hems out! ¢

Several inches longer.

Away with chopped ones.

Two inches and two and a half

Is the proper height from the
ground.

The shoe top will now go into re-
tirement.

Skirts may be any wider,

But they are longer—which helps
gome,

Some folks may drop their ham-
mers now.

Usually there is another up their
sleeve for the next change of fashion.

Heigh-ho! but busybodies cannot be
expected to neglect their jobs.

New Hats Artistic.

The grotesque, and in reality “bad”
style of shape of hats worn in recent
years seems to have given place to
artistic developments. Most of them
are modifications of a past period, we
see the "Watteau” shape in different
sizes, with wreaths of flowers and rib-
bons, or ribbon velvet streamers,

ner of poising the wings in nearly
every case suggests a bird or butterfly
just ready for flight, a matter of per
gonal arrangement.

Wings have come to stay for some
time. As they are made now, they are
for more durable than in past seasons.
The feathers are sewed to a founda-
tion, and considering the time and ex-
perience necessary to make them, it
is a wonder they can be sold so
cheaply.

Next to the wing for street hats,
standing brushes promise to make the
best impression. These are manufac-
tured, also, with ornamental stem
mountings of feathers. They may be
sewed to the hat without the use of
an ornament of any kind. Neverthe-
less small flat bows and other bows
are often used with them. As the
season advances other ornaments may
increase in favor, for they are new
and already well launched upon a re-
vival.

JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

ODD MATERIAL AND DESIGN

Gown of Moonlight Blue Satin Some-
thing of a Novelty in Sar-
torial Affairs.

A beautiful gown for a recent occa-
sion was made in a shade of moon-
light blue satin of the softest con-
sistency, known as peau de suede.
The gown opened over a petticoat of
the mousseline de sole, while one
side of the corsage was likewise of
the filmy fabric relieved with trim-
mings of dull gold.

Another gown for the same occa-
sion was in a supple and beautiful
gold tissue shot with flageolet green.
The front of the gown was draped
with a spoon-shaped panel of flower
patterned Brussels lace, veiled with
a shadowy drapery of fiageolet green
tulle illusion, while the tissue was
left uncovered at the back. The cor-
sage i f was hidden under a soft
fichu d ry of Brussels lace, show-
ing a little gathered tucker of pure |
white chiffon, while over it was the |
same soft shadow veiling of green
tulle illusion, the drapery entirely hid-
ing the sleeves.,

Lounge Pillow Cover.

New in lounge pillow covers is a
square of huckaback toweling in nat-
ural linen shade. Its entire surface is
decorated with a bold design in purple
clematis done with coarse silk floss,
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THOUGHT HE KNEW THE SIGNS

Aged Darkey Could See Nothing to
His Passenger Except a Man
Instituting Lodges.

Bob Hull, the champion story tell-
er of Savannah, had occasion lately
to take a business trip into interior
Georgia. He took his golf clubs with
him, intending to stop on his way for
a match on the famous links at
Augusta,

He dropped off the train at his
business destination—a small town on
a branch road—and carrying his lug-
gage climbed into an ancient hack
and bade the driver, who was an old
negro man, take him to the local
hotel.

The negro eyed the queer-looking
yellow leather bag that his passenger
carried with the peculiar-looking
sticks in it. His curiosity got the
best of him finally,

“Boss,” he began, “please, suh,
‘'scuse me—but mout I ax you a ques-
tion?”

“Go ahead and ask,” said Mr. Hull

“Whut kind of a lodge is you insti-
tutin'?"—Saturday Evening Post,

WISE YOUTH.

:

The White Boy—Humph! Why don't
you fight?

The Moke—'Cause I draws de white
line, dat's why.

His Modest Req: est.

“You handle large sums of money
in this play—million br more in every
act.”

“I see,” said Yorick Hamm.

“And you must handle it like you
were used to it.”

“I see. Could you let me have a $2
bill to rehearse with?"

Important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

Bears the
Signature of
In Use For Over 30 Years.

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

The Anxious Seat.
Father—Johnny, go fetch me my
elippers.
Johnny (nervously)—Do you want
both of them or only one, dad?—Ex-
change.

. Not Successful.

Mrs. Knicker—Why don't
to the market yourself?

Mrs. Bocker—No, indeed; that's just
the way Jack told me he lost his
money.

you go

Precaution.
Chimmie—Hey, Maggie, hold dis
bag o' peanuts fer me fer a minute—
here comes a poor relation o’ mine!—
Life. !

The Language.
“I'm going to whip that child.”
“No, you're not! It's my child
Now, beat it!”

If you vannot afford 10c cigars, smokse
LEWIS' Single Binder straight 5c—made
of extra quality tobacco Adv.

People who are crippled in the head
get less sympathy than any other erip-
ples.

Red Cross Ball Blue. all blue, best bluing
value in the whole world, makes the laun-
dress smile. Adv,

The principal difference between a
cur dog and a thoroughbred is that
the cur can pick up his own living.
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the background being afterward filled
in with pale green linen thread run in
darning stitch. The back of the cover
is of silk in a shade matching the cle-
matis floss and the heavy cordage
which finishes the seams of the four
sides. Equally charming is a cover of
white Irish linen. This is embroidered
in a conventional lotus design with an
Oriental mixture of colors in wash-
able flosses and done in a long, heavy
stitch. The.back is of the plain Irish
linen and its only trimming is the scal-
loped button-hole edging worked with
dull red floss and ‘matching the finish
of the embroidered side of the cover.

Good Form in Dress.

Few women know how to put on
their clothes. This sounds like a very
startling statement, but let us stop
and think over the matter quietly,

How frequently we see women with
dainty, well-made and even wellcut
clothes, and yet how few appreciate
the beauty of the garment, and why?
Because the blouse is not pulled down
tightly at the walst line and fastened
in place either by hooks and loops or
safety pins. Then, too, the collar is
probably not carefully boned so that
it will fit the neck =snugly. Each
woman should study the shape of her
own neck (not some one else’s) and
find just where the bones must be
Mell in order to make the collar fit
well.

Of Black and Sapphire,
A lovely aftermoon gown which
would prove an' immensely valuable
acquisition to the autumn wardrobe is
of black meteore patterned with

bands and great flat bows of black
satin.

The mixture of soft satin and taf-
fetas silk in a gown shows with the
petticoat of one material and the pan-

nler overdress of amother.

“A confession
of faith”

If you have trouble with

your Stomach, Liver or Bowels,
feel run-down and in need of
a fonic, we-urge a ftrial of

HOSTETTER’S
STOMACH BITTERS

Your faith in this medicine
will not be misplaced, It
will surely help you. Be
convinced today, All Drug-
gists and Dealers,
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FREE TO ALL SUFFERER

I¥ rou feel “ount of sorts"—*run down™
Em-.“luﬁrnu-m _ 2
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