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JUDGE
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BYNOPSIS.

The weene at the opening of the story Is

faid In the lHbrary of an old  worn-out
southern plantation, known as the Har-
ny. The place Is to be sold, and Its
Istory and that of the owners, the

nintards, is the subfeet of discussion by
onathan Crenshaw, a buslness muan, n
stranger known as  DBladen, and  Bob
ancy, & farmer, whon Hannlbal Wayne
Inzard, & mysterious child of the old
vmllmrn fumily, makes his appeacance.
anoy tells how he adopled the boy, Na-
thaniel Ferris buys the Barony, but the

Quintnrds deny any knowled of the
)Y, Yuney 1o keep Hanniba Captain
urrell, & friend of the uulmarlla np-

poara nnd aska questlons nbout the Far-

ony. Trouble nt Boratch HUl, when Hans
nibal I8 kidonped by Inve ‘!luunl Cup-
Yuncy overtakes

%'Ill\ Murrell's agent
lount, ulwu hilin & linrnnhlnn and seclres
the boy, Yancy rpmm before Bquire
lialunm nnd I discharged with costs for
the plaintiff. Betty Malroy, s friend &f
the Ferrises, has an encountgr with Cap-
taln Murrell, who forces his attentions on
er, and is pesound by Bruce Carrington,
elly sets out for her Tennesses home,
arrington tnkes the same stage, Yancy
and Hannlbal disappear, with Murrell on
thelr trall, Hannibal arrives st the home
of Judge Blocum Price. The Judge reéco
nizes In the boy, the grandson of an o tl
time friend, uresll arrives nt Judge's
home., Cuveondish family on raft rescue
Yancy, who la apparently dead, Price
breaks jall. Betty and Carrington arrive
at Helle Pinin. Hannibal's rifle discloses
some startling things to the judge, Han-
wibal and Hetty meet again, Murrell ar-
rives in Belle Pluin, 1s playing for big
thken, anlt nwnkes from long dream-
eun nleep on n'ml the raft. Judge Price
aken nlnrtllnn discoverics In looking up
r‘ Utles, Charles Norton, # young
?llnlrr, who neslats thl 1mm-- In mys-
eriously nssaulted, Norton lnforms Cars
Elnnnn that Betty hoas Prum!m‘d to marry
im, Norton Is myster uualr shot, More
light on Hurullnrrlnt He plans upris-
Ln‘ of negroen, Judge Price, with Hanni-
vinits Betly, and she keeps the boy
as & companion. In a stroll tly tnkes
with Hannlbal they meet Beas Hicks,
daughter of the overseer, who warns
Belly of danger and counsels her to
leave Belle Plain at once. Hetty, terri-
fed, acts on Bess' advice, and on thelr
way thelr carringe It stopped by Slosson,
the tavern keeper, and & confederats, and
grilr and llmmﬂul are made prisoners.
he palr are taken to Hicks' eabin, In an
almost inacceasible spot, and there Mur-
rell viaits l‘luu.ﬁ and reveals his part in
the plot and his object. Betty spurns
hia proffered love and the Interview Is
ended by the arrival of Ware, terrified
atl poasible outcome of the crime,
Price
tion.

Judge
. hearing of the abduction, plans ac-
' The Judge takes charge of the
pituation, and search for the misslng ones
Is instituted. Carrington v:lltu the Judge
and alliss are discovered. Judge Price
yisita Colonel Fentress, where he mects
ancy and Cavendish, Becoming enraged,
rica dashes n ,luu of whisky Into the
colonel's face and a duel Is arranged. Mur-
F" ie arrested for ngm stealing and hia
ubble bursis. The Judge and Mahafty
dincuss the coming duel, Carrington
:‘k- frantlo search for Betty and the
Carrington finds Hetiy and Hannl-
, and a Nerce gun fNght follows. Ynnoy
(Ppllrl and assists in the rescus, Bruce
arrington and Betty come to an under-
standing. The Judge receives an Import-
ant letter. Bolomon Mahaffy's last ht.
Fights duel for the judge und Is killed,

CHAPTER XXXIl.—(Zontinued.)

Haunibal instantly sat erect and
looked up at the ‘udge, his blue eyes
wide with amazement at this extraor-
dinary statement.

"It 1= a very strange story, Hannt
bal, and its links are not all in my
hands, but 1 am sure becAuse of what
I already know. I, who thought that
not a drop of my blood flowed In any
veins but my own, live again in you.
Do you understand what I am telling
you?! You are my own dear little
grandson—" and the judge looked
down with no uncertain love and pride
into the small face upturned to his.

“lI am giad if you are my grand-
father, judge,” sald Hannibal very
gravely. I always llked you.”

“Thank you, dear lad,” responded
the judge with equal gravity, and then
as Hannibal nestled back in his grand.
father's arms & singie big tear drop-
ped from the end of that gentleman's
prominent nowe.

“There will be many and great
changes In store for us,” continued
the judge. “But as we met adversity
with dignity, 1 am sure we shall be
able to endure prosperity with squani.
mity—only unworthy natures are af-
fected by what is at best superticial
and accldental. 1 mean that the
blight of poverty is about to be lifted
from our lives"

“Do you mean we Ain't going to be
pore any longer, grandfather?” asked
Hannibal,

The judge regarded him with in-
finite tendetness of expression; he
waa profoundly moved.

“Would you mind saying that again,
dear lad?™

“Do you mean we ain't going to be
pore any longer, grandfather?’ re-
peated Hannibal,

“l shall enjoy an adequate compe-
tency which I am about to recover, It
will be sufMcient for the indulgence of
those simple and intellectual tastes i
propose t~ cultivate for the future.”
In spite of himself the judge sighed.
This was hardly in line with his
ideals, but the right to choose was no
longer his. “You will be very rich,
Hannibal. The Quintard lands—your
grandmother was a Quintard—will be
yours; they run up into the hundred
of thousands of acres hereabout; this
land will be yours as soon as 1 can

“Will Uncle Bob be rich too?™ in-
quired Hannibal,
“Certainly, How can he be poor
when we potsess wealth? answered
the judge.
“You reckon he will always live
with us, don't you, grandfather?™
“I would not bave it otherwise. |

heaven except that of fools, His treat-
ment of you has pinced me under
everlasting obligations; he shall share
what we have. My one bitter, un-
avalling regret is that Solomon Ma:
haffy will not be here to partake of
our altered fortunes.” And the judge
slghed deeply,

“Uncle Bob told me Mr, Mahafly
got hurt in a duel, grandfather?” sald
Hannibal.

“He wns as Inexperienced As &
child in the use of firearms, and he
had to deal with scoundrels who had
nelther merey nor geherous feellng—
but his courage was magnificent.”
Presently Hannibal was deep In his
account of those adventures he had
shared with Miss Detty,

“And Milss Malroy—where Is she
now?" asked the judge, in the first
pause of the boy's narrative.

“She’'s at Mr. Bowen's house. Mr.
Carrington and Mr. Cavendish are
here too. Mrs. Cavendish atayed
down yonder at the Bates' plantation.
Grandfather, It were Captain Murrell
who had me stole—do you reckon he
was going to take me back to Mr.
Bladen?"

“I will see Miss Malroy In the
morning. We must combine—our In-
terests are Identical, There should
be hemp In this for more than one
scoundrel! I can see now how crim-
inal my disinclination to push myself
to the front has been!”™ sald the judge,
with conviction. “"Never again will 1
ghrink from what 1 Imow to be a pub-
lle daty.™

A little later they went down-stairs,
where the judge had Yancy make up
a bed for himself and Hannibal on
the floor. He would watch alone be-
side Mahaffy, he was certain this
would have been the dead man's wish;
then he sald good night and mounted
heavily to the floor above to resume
his vigll and his musings.

CHAPTER XXXIII,

A Crisls at the Court-House,
Just at daybreak Yancy was roused
by the pressure of a hand on his
shoulder, and opening his eyes saw
that the judge was bending over him.
“Dress!” he sald briefly. "“There's
every prospect of trouble—get your
rifle and come with me!"

Yancy noted that this prospect of
trouble seemed to afford the judge a
plensurable sensation; indeed, he had
Quite lost his former alr of somber
and suppressed melancholy.

“I let you sleep, thinking you need-
ed the rest,” the judge went on. "But
ever slnce midnight we've been on the
verge of rlot and possible bloodshed.
They've arrested Johm Murrell—it's
clalmed he's planned a servile rebel
llon! A man named Hues, who had
wormed hils way into his confidence,
made the arrest. He carried Murrell
into Memphis, but the local magis-
trate, intimidated, most llkely, de-
clined to have anything to do with
holding him. In spite of this, Hues
managed to get his prisoner lodged In
jall, but along about nightfall the sit-
uation began to look serious. Folks
were swarming into town armed to
the teeth, and Hues fetched Murrell
aAcross country to Raleigh—"

“Yes,"” sald Yanoy.

“Well, the sherif has refused to
tuke Murrell into custody, Hued has
him down at the court-house, but
whether or not he Is golng to be able
to hold him s another matter!™

Yancy and Hannibal had dressed by
thia time, and the judge led the way
from the house. The Scratch Hiller
looked about him. Across the street
A group of men, the greater number of
whom were armed, stood In front of
Pegloe's tavern. Glancing In the di
rection of the court-house, he ob-
served that the square before it held
other groups. But what Impressed
him more was the ominous sllence
that was everywhere. At his elbow,
the judge was breathing deep.

“We are face to face with a wvery
deplorable condition, Mr, Yancy.
Court was to sit here today, but Judge
Morrow and the public prosecutor
have left town, and as you see, Mur-
rell's friends have gathered for a res-
cue. There's a sprinkling of the bet-
ter element—but o&nly a sprinkling.
1 saw Judge Morrow this morning at
four o'clock—1 told him I would ob-
ligate myself to present for his con-
sideration evidence of a striking and
sensational character, evidence which
would show conclusively that Murrell
should be held to awalt the actlon of
tne next grand jury—this was after a
conference with Hues—I guaranteed
his safety. BSir, the man refused to
listen to me! He showed himself ut-
terly devold of any feeling of pubiic
duty.” The bitter sense of [allure
and futllity was leaving the judge.
The situation made its demands on
that basic faith in his own powers
which remained Imbedded in his char.
acter.

They bad entered the court-house
square. On the steps of the bullding
Betts was arguing loudly with Hues,
who stood In the doorway, rifle in
hand.

“Maybe you don't know this is coun-
ty property?” the sheriff was saying.
“And that you have taken unlawful
pod#session of it for an unlawful pur
pose? 1 am going to open them doors
—a passel of strangers can't keep
folke out of & bullding theilr own
money has bought and pald for!™
While he was speaking, the judge bad
pushed his way through the crowd to
the foot of the steps.

“That was very nicely sald, Mr.
Detts,” observed the Jjudge. He
smiled widely and sweetly. The sher-
iff gave him a hostile glare. “Do you
know that Morrow has left townT?"
the judge went on.

“I ain’t got nothin’ to do with Judge
Morrow. It's my duty to see that
this bullding I8 ready for him when
he's & mind to open court In It."

“You are willing to assume the re-
sponsibility of throwing open these
doors?" inquired the judge affably.

“l shorely am,” sald Betts. “Why,
some of these folks are our leading
people!™

The judge turned to the crowd, and
spoke In & tone of excessive civility.
“Just & word, gentlemen!—the sher-
iff Is right; it is your court-house and
you should not be kept out of it. No
doubt thers are some of you whose
presence in this building will sooner
or later be urgently desired. We are
going to let all who wish to enter, but

admire Mr. Yancy—he s simple and
direct, and Ot for any eompany under
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1 beg you to remember that there will
be five men inslde whose prejudices
are all in favor of law and order.”
He pushed past Hues and entered the
court-house, followed by Yancy and
Hannibal, “We'll let ‘em In where i
can talk to ‘em,” he sald almost gally.
“Besldes, they'll came in anyhow when
they get ready, so there's no sense in
exciting them.”

In the court-house, Murrell, bound
hand and foot, was seated between
Carrington and the Earl of Lambeth
in the Mttle ralled-off space below the
judge's bench. Fear and suffering had
blanched his unshaven cheeks and
Biven a wild light to his deeply sunk-
en eyes. At sight of Yancy a smoth-
ered exclamation broke from his iips;
he had supposed this man dead these
many months!

Hues had abandoned bis post, and
the crowd, suddenly grown clamorous,
stormed the narrow entrance. One of
the doors, borne from its hinges, went
down with a crash. The judge., a
flerce light flashing from his eyes,
turned to Yancy.

“No matter what happens, this fel
low Murrell Is not to escapc—if he

is to be shbt!”

The hall was filling with swearing,
struggling men, the floor shook be
neath their heavy tread: then they
burst into the court-room and saluted
Murrell with a great shout. But Mur
rell, bound, In rags, and silent, his
lips frozen In & wolfish grin, was a
depressing sight, and the boldest felt
something of bis unrestrained lawless-
ness go from him.

Less nolsy now, the crowd spread
itself out among the benches or
swarmed up into the tiny gallery at
the back of the bullding. Man after
man had hurried forward, intent on
passing beyond the railing, but each
bhad encountered the judge, formida-
ble and forbldding, and had turned
aside. Gradually the many pairs of
eyes roving over the little group sur
rounding the outlaw focussed them-
selves on Blocum Price. It was in un-
consclous recognition of that moral
force which was his, a tribute to the
grim digunity of his unshaken courage;
what he would do seemed worth con-
sidering.

He was charmed to hear his name
pass In a whisper from Up to lip.
Woell, It was time they knew him! He
squared his ponderous shoulder and
made a gesture commanding silence,
‘Battered, shabby and debauched, he
was llke #some old war horse who
sniffs the odor of battle that the wind
incontinently bringe to his nostrils.

“Don't let him speak!”
voice, and a tumult succeeded.

Cool and indomitable the judge
waited for it to subside. He saw that
the color was stealing back Into Mur
rell's face. The outlaw was feeling
that he was a leader not overthrown;
these were his friends and followers,
his safety was their safety, too. In &
lull in the storm of sound the judge
attempted to make himself heard, but
his words were lost in the angry roar
that descended on him,

“Don't let him speak!
Kill him!*

A score of men sprang to their feet
and from all sides came the click of
rifie and pistol hammers as they were
drawn to the full cock. The Judge's
fate seomed to rest on a breath. He
swung about on his heel and gave a
curt nod to Yancy and Cavendish,
who, falling back a step, tossed thely
guns to their shoulders and covered
Murrell. A sudden hush grew up out
of the tumalt; the cries, angry and
jeering, dwindled to a murmur, and a
dead pall of silence rested on the
crowded room.

The very taste of triumph was in
the judge's mouth. Then camé a com.
motion at the back of the bullding.

A ripple of comment, and Colonel
Fentress elbowed his way through the
crowd. At sight of his enemy the
judge’'s face went from white to red,
while his eyes blazed; but for the mo-
ment the force of his emotions lert
him speechless. Here and there, as
he advanced, Fentress recognized a
friend and bowed cdolly to the right
and left.

1{TO BE CONTINUED.)

Kill him!

improved Spanking Maching.

. A spanking machine, operated by
electricity and warranted to cure un-
ruly youngsters, was exhibited at New
York recently. The electric spanker
is constructed somewhat simlilar to an
slectric vibrator. The preliminary
preparations for an electric spanking
are the same as !n the olden days
When the child Is ready the bard rub-
ber disk Is applled to the area under
treatment and the current turned on.
Bmall disks are provided for the
younger offenders. To add to the other
advaniages of lhe electric spankar, It
might be sald it does not pain the
pareat more than the child,

Wrong ideaof Education.
lllllbulohlntudnwu

calls on his Iriends to rescue him he !

cried »
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8. B. HARTMAN, M. D,

You are constipated. You have tak-
en Jaxatives a great many years, You
have tried to select a diet that would
keep your bowels regular. In this you
have falled and were obliged to go
back to your laxatives again. This, I
say, has been going on many years.

You also have a slight catarrh in the
head and throat. You never imagined
that the catarrh had anything to do
with the constipation. Buppose I were
to’ tell you that as long as you have
that catarrh you will never get better |,
of your constipation. Would you be-
lleve me? Well, whether you would
belleve me or not it is the truth.

For many years I have been wresb
ling with the problem of furnishing
the public an internal eatarrh remedy.
Peruna has been the remedy that I
bave devised and it has certalnly re-
lleved many thousand people, yes hune
Molmmotmplo.otehm
fe ecatarrh,

Constipation was my chief dificulty
in treating thess cases, [ often felt
that it would be better If a laxative
element were added to Peruna. 1
feared to do so, however, first because
of the number of catarrhal patients
who needed no laxative, and second I
was afrald of making such a radical
change in a remedy that was already
doing so well. Thus it was that T con-
tinued 4o prescribo with the Peruna a
bottle of Manalin to those who needed

& Iaxative, At last, under clreums
-uneu explained In my booklet, 1 was
constrained to add the laxative ele
ment to Peruna. This constitutes whas
is now known as the revised Peruna.

Now those who take Peruna wm
first, find themselves promptly
lleved of thelr constipation. seooul.
the eatarrh will gradually disappean
And once the eatarrh Is cured the cons
stipation leaves permanently. Then {§
you follow the advice given in my -
book, you will never have to take pilléd
any more. Cathartics and laxatives
you can fgnore. You will be permas
nently relleved of both your catarrh
and the constipation.

Peruna, Mana-lin and La-cu-pla
manufactured by the Peru-na Com-
pany, Columbus, Ohio, Bold at all
drug stores.

for lom ‘t‘hry wsnt

Peruna that thelr Fathers

to take. The old Perunas Il mm c.lled Ko
tarno. Tf your druggist or dul« does nod
keap It for Bale wrlu the Eatarno
Oolm:llv‘nl. Ohlo, and they will tell 3“
abou

More Bchoolboy “Howlers.”

“The Balle law is that you must
take everything with a grain of salt.”

“Julilus Caesar was renowned for
his great strength. He threw a bridge
across the Rhine.”

“The zodiac Is the zoo of the sky,
where llons, goats and other animals
g0 after they are dead.”

“The Pharisees were people who
llked to show off/their goodness by
praying to synonyms.”

“An abstract noun Is something
you can't see when you are looking
at 1t"

“Algebraical symbols are used when

you do not know what you are talking |

about."—Westminster Garzette,

BREAKING OUT ON LEG

Hilltop, Kan.—"About two years ago
I began to notice & breaking out on my
leg. At first it was very small but
soon it began to spread until it formed
large blotches. The itching was ter
rible and almost constant Many
nights I could not sleep at all, After
scratching it to relieve the itching it
would burm so dreadfully that 1
thought I could not stand it, For near
Iy & year I tried all kinds of salves
and ointment, but found no relief.
Bome salves seemed to make it worse
untll there were ugly sores, which
would break open and run.

“One day I saw an advertisement of
Cuticura Remedles. I got a sample of
the Cuticura Boap and Cuticura Olnt-
ment and began by washing the sores
with the Cuticura Soap, then applying
the Cuticura Ointment twice a day.
I noticed a change and got more Cutl-
cura Boap and Ointment and In a few
weeks 1 was cured. It has healed so
nicely that no scar remains.” (8igned)
Mrs. Anna A. Lew, Dec. 17, 1811,

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold
throughout the world. Sample of each
free, with 33-p. Bkin Book. Address
post-eard “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston."
ml

Ot Course.
“Her busband is a self-made man."
“She’s sure to insist on altera-
tions-"

YOU CAN CURE CATARRH
wlecuve renady. Al Gruggia, 18 aod 8. A4V,

17 well thou hast begun, go on. It
is the end that crowns us, not the
n_!ht.—l-larﬂcl.

Make the Liver
Do its Duty

Nebraslm Dlrectory
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