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The scene at the opening of the story In
mid In the lbrary of an old wrrn-out
southern plantation, known as the Bar-

JUDGE

( Sy VAUGHAN KESTER

Jesvsrramons By D Meeviee

Comomnr 19v, Bep Bosn) Mooy Comemmny

The judge, Yancy and Mahafly,
sprang from their chairs. Mr. Ma-
haffy was plainly shocked at the spec-
tacle of Mr. Cavendish's lawless vio-
lence,
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e Mard Bolled—Pried Potatoss Do you feel &
Add Zest to Meal, sharp pain after

A veal loaf {s always appetizing In
the woods. An excellent recipe Is:
Three pounds and a half of finely
chopped veal—the leg Is best—mixed
with thee well-beaten eggs, into which
s stirred a grated nutmeg, & tables
spoon each of black pepper, thyme and
salt, a teaspoonful of onlon julce an
a dash of cayenne. Add three table-
spoonfuls of cream and three water
orackers rolled fine. Mix In a long
loaf, dot with butter and bake about

bending over?
When the kid-
neys seem sore
and the action
frregular, u s o
Doan's Kidney
Pills, which have
cured thousanda,

M. H. Davis, 208 Commereial Bt
Danville, 1ll., says: *“I was enmplot-'
I‘ lald up w}th kidney troubls and
rheumatism. I spent several weeks In
the hospital but was not holped., Aw a
last resort, W“ using Doan's Kid.

w
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. " I, and It Yancy was disturbed, too, but | an hour in a moderate oven, bast | | ney Pills an entirely cured. i
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Jec ROUNE d A
ety gt i B g WA i man, & he was doubtful as (o how his friend's | Veal loaf may be sliced thin and | | Get Doan's at any Drug Store, S0¢. & Box

stranger known as  Bladen, and
Yuney, a farmer, whon Hannlbal “a)m-]n
Huzard, a mysterious child of the ol
outhern family, makes his appearanice.
ancy tells how %e andopted the boy, Na-
thaniel Ferrls vuys the Barony, but the
Quintards deny uny knowledge of the
poy.  Yuney to keep Hannibal, Captlain
Murrell, n friend of the Quintards, ap-
penes and axks questions about the Bare
ony. Trouble M'h'rnh-h Hill, when Han-
nibal In kKldnaped by Dave Blount, Cap-
lnin Murrell's agent. Yaney overtakes
Blount, gives him u thrashing and secures
he boy. Yancy nppears Lefore Squire
Talanm, and I dischurged with costa for
the plafntiff, Betty Mairoy, a friend of
the Forrines, has an encounter with Coap
tain Murrell, who forces his atientlons on
1oF, and Is rescu by Bruce Carrington
jetly wetm out for her Tennessee home
Carrington takes the samo n:uim Yuney
and Hannibal disappenr, with Murrell on
their trall,. Hannibnl arrives at the homie
of Judge Blocum Price. The Judge recos-
nizes In the boy, the grandson of an ol
time friend, Murrell arrives at Judge's
home, Cavendish family on raft recue
Yancy, who ls apparently dead, Price
breaks Jull, Beity and Carrington arrlve

act would appeal to the judge. He
need not have been distressed on that
Ecore, since the judge's one Idea waa
to profit by it. With his hands on his
kneea he was now bending above the
two men,

“What do you want to Kknow,
Judge?” cried Cavendish, panting from
his exertiona, "I'll learn this parrot
to talk up!”

“Hicks,” sald the judge, "It 1s In
your power to tell up a few things we
are here to find out.” Hicks looked
up into the judge's face and closed
his lipa grimly., "“Mr. Cavendish,

kindly let him have the polint of that.

large knife where he'll feel it most!”
ordered the judge,

“Talk quick!", eald Cavendish, with
a feroclous scowl. "Talk—or what's

packed In paraffin paper In a flat box,
but drles out less If taken to the ple
nic whole, Carry a sharp carving
knife, as thick slices are nnappetizing

Deviled eggs are usunily more pop
ular than plain hard bolled ones. Roll
the egga fully half an hour, throw
at once into cold water and d¢ nol
shell until chilled. Cut the egxe in
half lengthwige, run the yolk througk
n sleve and mix to a paste with »
exlt spoon of mustard, cayenne pep
per, salt and a tablespoonful of finely
chopped parsley to a dozen cges. Cl
or melted butter can be used for mix
ing the paste.

Devlled egga carry better If bott
halves are filled, them put togethe
and each egg wrapped In waxed pa
per. Or they can be put in a shallow

Ridney
Pills

BEYOND LIMIT OF PATIENCE
Users of the Telephone Will Be Apt

te Condone Mr, Busiman's Brlef
* Loss of Temper.

Doan’s

He was just about exasperated with
the telephone, was Mr, Busiman,

Ten times that morning he had
tried to get on toa number, and each
time something had prevented him
from speaking. Either it was “num
ber engaged,” or the person he want:
ed to speak to was out, or else he
had been suddenly cut off. At last
he got through.
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' at Belle Plalo. Hannibal's ritle discloscs to hinder me slicing open your wooZ- | {in box, with waxed paper between the “Hallo!" gald he. “Is Mr. X. there?" 4
; Rioal and Hetty. et fgain: “Murrell ar- en?” and he pressed the biade of kis | jayers, On hot days keep the hox |  “Yes,” replied a volce. “Do you .
rive In Helle Plaln, s playing for big knife ngainst the overseer's throat, near the ice on reaching the picnlc | want to speak to him?"
Ivan sleep on boari the vufh, Judigs 1'ride “l don’t know anything about Miss | grounds. That was the last siraw. Dack
mikes HPI.PJHIH' dlu.-uwr_h*a'ln looking up Detty,” sald Hicks In a sullen whis- If each one brings a certain allot | came the reply In ley tones:
"?321#“':'|m ";:L".ﬂ':': nﬁ-orj'nf.?.&nnuyﬁﬂ'"-'f rer. ted portlon, one could taks fresh egs: “Oh, no! Nothing of the sort. |
ﬁ-:-mml'ylnu?'uurd.l Normn lim‘tﬁ;lm l..‘nr,; “Maybe you don’t, but whntk:o you.| for scrambling—allow three for each | merely rung up to hand him a cigar!® .
[l:5ton thRt Hetly has promined (0 mAce know about the boy?" Hicks Was | pergon—a small preserve glass of but
v ‘le 4 ol. Mo
ﬂ:ﬂ:: :1:;:0Tl\:lut::'r’trll"lllurl:liu‘-':.lm;i? p'l":“i" uplr"l:f sllent, but he was grateful for the | ter, galt and pepper and a skillet or Awful,
S e B Bt AL {"‘L"I"' ‘I“‘?;“"ﬂ- F““'m T“'lnt“’"' ho 'a chafing dish, whichever Is mort| A West End woman called the atten '
us & companion. Ln a sirell Hetty takes 1ad learned of Fentress' interest Ia | conveniont. tion of her husband to a little baby
| b oo Hannibal they o S e B the bhoy. Why should he shelter the | Nothing fs better than fresh scram | which was trying to sleep on the porch
; u:_a'nts.;n:‘r ?JL:};‘:P: KA ot Wl v colonel at *risk of himself? “It you | bled oggs at a picnie, unless It 15 | of its home on the opposite slde of
g cave Delle Plaln st once, Beity, ln';“-?n: Dleage, Mr. Cavendish!"™ sald the | friad potatoes. Boll the potatoes n! | the street. J
i Wey LhaIt Sarriame th ariermed by Blosuon, judge, ﬂlot:‘dlnx toward the :""9- home—in thelr jackets—and take & | “It's lylng on the bare boards, isn't
the luvern keeper, ind a contederate, and “You didn't ask me about him,” said | good supply of butter for frying. A [it?" he observed. -
!Ii;;['t{mll‘ll'“llll‘!th::llzl.-lnl:llunIr.I.I-'Il:.n‘ll'llll'.ulr:l.rt:";:ll‘ ai Hicks qulckly. pound can be carried in a tin kettle “Yes, they haven't even placed a
ulimost Innecessible spot, and there Mur “l do now,” said the judge. with lee packed around ft. Have ¢ | rug for the little chap to rest his head
1 {u:l ;::llmaulrllm .tum"‘luhr:-'.‘l(.‘"11!;:’13'? I:'p":l'llll': “He wns hero yesterday.” sharp knife for slicing and a for! | on”
' his nroffered love and the Intervicw s “Mr. Cavendish—" ngain the Judge | or ghort cake turner for stirring. The husband took another look.
4 g8 R s LD B 8 Rl glanced toward the knife. Leftover cold chicken or veal make: | “And what do you think of that?"
' \ Price, ivaring of the abduction, Dhl}ul 8o “Wait!" crled Hicks. “You go to | ap excellent hot dish for a plenfe. Cut | he ejaculated. “They haven't eve
| :“‘::'qu?;:'."r..ﬂi“ﬂff;u'f.' tor Ain fn'fl';si::g ones C".!"“e' Fentrees." . ) . | the meat Into small cubes at homc | painted the boards."—Youngstow 15
In Instituted, Carrington visits the judge Let him up, Mr, Cavendieh; that's | anqd wrap In waxed paper. Make & | (O.) Telegram.
G IR (Giproveres) N ‘ " all we want to know,” sald the judge. | white sauce from a tablespoonful but )
Poor Little Lad!" He Muttered. AR ter and one of flour to every polnt c! Their Feeling. 4
CHAPTER XXIil. (Continued.) B L CHAPTER XXIV e 0 fos o ah {
“And General Quintard bever saw No, It wa'n't,” objected Hicks|then | went to supper,” Hicks vouch- > § milk. This is the allowance for 'Well, old sport, how do you feely y
him—never manifested any Interest| auickly, “But I sald she had been | safed (o explain. quart of meat. Season highly Witll | I've just eaten a bow! of ox-tail soup !
In him?"* the words cume slowly from | Rctin' like she was plumb distracted “And no one saw or heard the team Colonel Fentress. salt, pepper and a little onlon julce, | anqd feel bully.” !
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the judge's lips; he ecemed to Rulp
down sowething that ruse In his
throat. “Poor little Ilad!" he mut-
tered, and again, “Poor little Iad!"
“Never once, eir. He told the
slaves to keep him out of his sight.
We-all wondered, fo' you know how
niggers will tnlk. We thought maybe

ever slnce Charley Nort¥a got shot—"

“How ?" inquired the judge, arching
his eyebrows. Hicks was plalnly dis
turbed by the question,

“Sort of out of her head. Mr. Ware
koen it, too—"

“He spoke of 1t?

“Yes, sir; him and me discussed It

drive Inp"

“Not as [ know of,” sald Hicks,

“Mas'r Ca'ington's done gone off to
Ect a pack of dawgs—he ‘lows hit's
might' important to find what's come
of George,” sald Bteve,

Hicks started violently at this plece
of news.

The judge had not forgotten his
ghost, the ghost he had seen in Mr.
Saul's office that day he went to the
court house on business for Charley
Norton. Working or 1dling—principal.
ly the latter—drunk or sober—prin-
clpally the former—the ghost, other
wise Colonel Fentress, had preserved

An appetizing eandwich for a plcnh.i
is made from slices of brown bread o
which is spread n mixture of chopre:]
green peppers, to which Is added g
can of sweet peppers or pimentos, a
little minced parsley, bound together
with a highly seasnoned mayonnalse.

Where a hot sandwich is llked for

"I've just eaten a plate of hash anqd
feel like everything'—New Orleans
Times-Democrat.

Trouble's Way.
“He always climbed a tree when he

| saw trouble coming.”

“And what did trouble do?"

" o . lace In his thoughts, and now as fenie, have two thin slices of . .
he was some kin to the Quintards, | lORether. I reckon he'll have to travel a|® P & Ppicnic, “Set fire to the tree and smoked

but we couldn't figure out %“.. The| The judge regarded Hicks long and | right smart distance to find a pack of | 1@ moved stolidly up the drive toward | white bread buttered; spread oma |y out again.”

old general never had but one chila | Intently and In stlence. His magnifi- | dogs," he muttered. I don't know ot | F'éRtress’ big white house on the bill | with g 1fttle chutney, the other with ;
and she had been dead f0' years, The | Cent mind was at work. It Betty had | none this side of Colonel Bates' down | With Mahafty, Cavendish and Yancy | grated Parmesan cheese. Fry an ef. | Some men's Igpa of luck Is to owe |

child couldn’t have been hers no-how.”
Yancy paused,

The judge drummed idly on the
desk,

“What implacable hate—what iron
pride!” he murmured, and swept his
hand across his eyes. Absorbed and
nloof, be was busy with his thoughts
that spanned the waste of years—
Years that seemed to glide before him
fn review, ench bitter with its hideous
memorles of shame and defeat. Then
from the smoke of these lost battles
emerged the lopnely figure of the child
as he had seen him that June night.
His ponderous arm stiffened where It
rested on the desk, he straightened up
in his chalr and his face assumed Its
customary exprgssion of battered dig-
nity, while a smile at once wistful and
tender hovered about his lips.

“One other quention,” he sald. “Un-
til this man Murrell appeared you
had no trouble with Biaden? He was
content that you should keep the
chlld—your right to Hannlbal waa
never challenged?"”

“Never, gir. All my troubles began
about that time.”

“Murrell belongs in these parts”
eald the judge.

“I'd admire fo' to meet him,” said
Yancy quietly,

The judge grinned.

"l place my professional rervices at

" .. smiled, then he leaned forward across essence—which you serve in a tum: “Postum,’ I said, ‘or water, and )
:;:;:- dcl:::':g" relll:n::::' a“::;:r: 18 81 stable this mo'ning and lookin' mighty | the desk. “What were you doing up | bowed. “Allow me," the judge con-| pler, having added the necessary salt | am well’ They did not know whai™
“No, it ain't, gir—1 look at u.‘ this-a- nigh done up with hard driving.” here early this morning—hasn't a hog tinued. “Colonel Fentross—Mr. Ma- | and with a tiny triangle of toast—doet | Postum was, but my cousin had stom J—

ways; it's a clear case of my giving
bim the damndest sort of & body beat-
ing!" -

“8ir," sald the judge, “I'll hold your
bat while you are about it!"

Hicks had taken his time In re-
sponding to the judge's summons, but
now his step sounded In the hall and
throwing open the door he entered
the room. Whether consclously or
not he had acquired something of that
surly, forbldding manner which was
characteristic of his employer, A curt
nod of the hend was bis only greet.

been distraught he had not observed
any sign of it the previous day. If
Ware were better inforined as to her
true mental state why had he chosen
this time to go to Memphis?

“l suppose Mr. Ware asked you to
keep an eye on Miss Malroy while he
was away from home?" said the judge,
Hicks, suspiclous of the drift of his
questioning, made no answer: *I sup
pose you told the house servants to
keep her under observation?’ contin-
ued the judge.

*“I don't talk to no niggers,” replied
Hicks, “except to give 'em my on
ders”

"Well, did you give them that or
der?”

“No, I didn't.”

The sudden and hurried entrance of
big Bteve brought the judge's exame
Ination of Mr. Hicks to a standstill.

“Mns'r, you know dat 'ar coachman
George—the big black fellow dat took
you Into town las' evenin'? | jes’ been
down at Bhanty Hill whar Milly, his
wife, Is carryin’' on something scan-
dalous 'cause George ain't never come
home!” BSteve was Iaboring under in-
tenge exclitement, but he Ignored the
presence of the overseer and ad:
dressed himsell to Slocum Price:

“"Well, what of that?" cried Hicks
quickly.

“Thar warn't no George, mind you,
Mas'r, but dar was his team in de

“Yen,” Interrupted Hicks uneastly;
“put a palr of lines In a nigger's
hands and be'll run any team off Its
lega!"

“An' the kerriage all scratched up
from bein' thrashed through the
bushes,” ndded Bteve.

“"There's a nigger for you!" sald
Hicka, “She took the rascal out of
the fieid, dressed bim like he was a
gentleman and pampered him up, and
now firgt chance he gets he ruus om!”

“Ah!" gald the Judge softly. “T'hen
you knew this?"

"Of course 1 Knew—wa'n't it my

below QGirard.”

The judge was lost in thought. He
permitted an Interval of silence to
elapse In which Hicke' glance slid
round In a furtive circle. s

“When did Mr. Ware set out for
Memphis?” asked the judge at length.

“HEarly yesterday. He goes there
pretty often on business.,”

“You talked with Mr. Ware before
he left?" Hicks shook his head, “Did
he speak of Miss Malroy?' Iicks
shook his head. “Did you see her dur.
ing the afternoon?"

“No—maybe you think these nig-
gers ain't enough to keep & man stir
ring?" sald Hicks uneasily and with a
scowl. The judge noticed both the
uneasiness and the scowl.

“l should imagine they would ab-
sorb every moment of your time, Mr.
Hicks,"” he agreed affably.

“A man's got to be a hog for work
to hold a job llke mine," said Hicks
gourly,

“But It came to your notice that
Miss Malroy has been in a disturbed
mental state ever mince Mr. Norton’s
murder? 1 am Interested in this point,
Mr. Hicks, because your experlence Is
20 enllrely at varlance with my own.
It wus my privilego to see and speak
with her yesterday afternoon; | was
profoundly Impressed Ly her natural-
ness and composure,” The fudge

for work llke you got any business of
his own at that hour? The judge's
tone was suddenly offensive,

“Look here, what right have you
got to try and pump me?" cried Hicks,

For no discernible renson Mr, Cay-
endish spat on his palma.

“Mr. Hicks,” said the judge, urbane
and gracious, “I belleve in frankness,”

“Sure,” ngreed Hicks, mollited by
the judge's altered tone.

*Therefore 1 do not hesitate to BAY
that | conslder you & dumned scoun-
drel!” concluded the judge,

Mr. Cavendish, accepting the judge's

iralling In hig wake, memorles of what
had once been living and vital crowd-
ed In upcn him, Some sense of ths
wreck that littered the long years, and
the shame of the open shame that had
swept away pride and eself-respect,
came back to him out of the past.

He only paused when he stood on
the portico before Fentress' open
door. He glanced about him at the
wide flelds, bounded by the distant
timber lands that hid gloomy bottoms,
at the great log barns in the hollow to
his right; at the huddle of white-
washed cabing beyond; then with his
big fist he reached In and pounded on
the door. The blows echoed loudly
through the silent house, and an in-
stant later Fentress’ tall, spare figure
was feen ndvancing from the far end
of the hall,

“Who (s it? he asked.

*"Judge Price—Colonel
sald the judge.

“Judge Price,” uncertainly, and still
advancing.

*“l had flattered myself that you
must have heard of me,” sald the
Judge,

“l think I have,”
pausing now,

“He thinks he has!” muttered the
Jjudge under his breath,

“WiIill you come In?" it was more A
question than an invitation,

“If you mre at liberty.” The colonel

Fentress,*

sald Fentress,

hafly, Mr. Yancy and Mr. Cavendish.”
Agaln the colonel bowed.
“Will you step Into the llbrary?”
“Very good,” and the judge followed
the colonel briskly down the ball,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Women Win High Henors

Once more women have trlumphed
at the Royal academy. For the see-
ond time In three years the gold medal
bas been won by a female student,
while o! the fourteen prizes offered
no less than ten have been carried
off by women, In presenting these

with cold soda or aerated water. Or a

place it on the cheese, and press the
other half well over it.

ICED BEEF TEA IS EXCELLEN?

During Hot Weather It Will Be Found
More Acceptable Than the Hot
Beverage.

Where beef-tea {8 required on a hot
summer day it is.sometimes more ac
ceptable to the Invalld if served iced,
and in condensed form. Prepared as
follows it is quite palatable: Cut up
a pound of lean, julcy sirloin steak in-
to pleces of about two inches square.
Grease & clean pan with butter and
put it on a fire of red-hot coals, and
as soon as ever the pan Is hot toss
the pleces of steak in it, turning them
rapidly this way and that way with a
fork until seared on every side, ;

Bee that not a drop of juice is In the
pan, and that ench separate square
of beef is thoroughly heated through
before you finish your work. !

Take the pleces now, one by one,
and squeeze through a wooden lemon
squeezer which has been standing in
bolling water into a cold bowl. Ex:
tract all the julce froin the plece, and
you will have the finest beef essence.
Bet the bowl in o pan filled with
cracked ice. The coldness of the beel

not affect its qualitles,

Refreshing Beverages.
Any fresh fruit makes a delliclous
drink when the juice, squeezed from
it, is strained, sweetened and filled

syrup can be made to be kept on hand
by bolling the julco with sugar. To
make the drinks use a few spoonfuls
of this syrup and fill the glass with
water, plain or carbonated. :

The most deliclious lemonade or
limeade can be had at a moment's no:

more than they can pay.

FAMILY RUNT

Kansas Man Says Coffes Made Him
That.

“Coffee has been used in our family
of eleven—father, mother, five soni
and four daugiters—for thirty yeara
I am the eldest of the hoys and have
always been considered the runt of the
family and a coffee toper.

“I continued to drink it for years un
til T grew to be & man, and then 1
found I had stomach trouble, nervous
headaches, poor circulation, was um-
able to do a full day's work, took medi-
cine for this, that and the other thing,
without the least benefit. In fact 1
only weighed 116 when I was 28.

“Then I changed from coffee to Poe
tum, being the first one in our family
to do so, I noticed, as dld the rest of
the family, that I was surely gainia
strength and flesh. Bhortly after
was visiting my cousin who said, "You
look so much better—you're getting
fat’ :

“At breakfast his wife passed mae
a cup of coffee, as she knew I was &l
ways such a coffee drinker, but I sald
*No, thank you.'

“ "What!" sald my cousin, ‘you gull
coffee? What do you drink?

ach trouble and could not sleep at
night from drinking coffée three times
a day. He was glad to learn abdhi
Postum, but sald be never knew cof
fee would hurt anyone.” (Tea I8 just
a9 Injurious ns coffee because it con-
tains caffeine, tho same drug found
in coffes.)

“After understanding my condition
and how I got well he knew what to
do for himself. He discovered that
coffee was the cause of his trouble as
he never used tobacco or anything else
of the kind, You should see the change
in him now. We both belleve that if

'-"f.'wm 2ou Sk SEPe T hkad b business to know? 1 reckon he was | ultimatumn as something which must | 8nd congratulating Miss Margaret Wil :’:.h::u;h::ljx“::.w‘::h“:u::ru“tg.t::ti;. ?emnl l:ho mﬂ‘nrﬂtmm ;2!.1’00 dlt'ihnk-
* e vlarking, ! debar Hle g | on her brilllant achlevement th e +| Ing would atop And use tum they
judge. Hicks signilied by anotho oft skylarking, avd when he'd seen | debar Hicks trom all further consia-| lams ¢ a e It is simplictly itself to-pour water

movement of the head that he would
not. “Thls 18 a very dreadful busi-
peas!"” began the judge softly.

“Aln't 17" agreed Hicks. “Whnt
you get to eay to me?" he added
petulantly. o

the mess he'd mede, the trifling fool
took to the woods. Well, he catches
It when 1 Iay hapds on him!"

“Do you know when and under
what circumstances the team was
stabled, Mr. Hicks?' Inquired the

eration, and being, as he war, excoed-
ingly active and energetic by nature,
if one passed over the varlous forms
of gainful industry, uttered a loud
whoop and threw himself on the over-
scer. There was a brief etruggle and

president of the Royal academy pald
high tribute to the perseverance and
the talent of women artlsts: but agaln,
we ask, why {a It not recognized by
the Royal Academy of Arts In the ob
vicus way? In every way women

over thia and the drink Is ready.

Mashed Potato Doughnuts.
Take two tablespoonfuls of butter
one cup of mashed potatoes, one and

could build back fo health and happl-
ness.” Name given by Postum Co,
Battle Creek, Mich., :
“There's a reason.” Read the littls
book, “The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs,
Ever read the above letter. A new

e

* judge, Hicks went down with the Earl of [ sbow their fitness 1o compete With | onehalf cups of s ar, one cup ol | ON® appears from time to time. They

_Hn:'fg You started to drag the| “No, I don't, but | reckon it must| Lambeth astride of him; then from | men for the honor of admission to as sweet mllk.p.tour n:'u of llour.’two are genulne, true, and full of human i
o A MEted (he judge. Hicks | have been long atter dark,” said Hicks | his boot leg that knightly soul fiashed | sociateship and to election among the eggs well beaten, with a little salt, | Interest,
:hd:}ml |t|'-| Was your idea’" sug: | unwillingly, “I seen to the feeding|a horn-handled tickler of formidable | forty, yet still they staad without the ‘wo teaspoons of baking powder And | o n'er read the akeve lefter? A
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just after sundown llke 1 aiways do,

dimeunsionas,
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gate.~Lady's Plctorial.
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ry lu hot lard. These are delicious.
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