
THE PRODIGAL JUDGE
(Commute! from rjage 3.)

Betty, in a voice tnat snooK in spue
ot her efforts ro cotitrol It.

"You must hurry, Dja'arn," urged
Slosson Impatiently.

"I won't move until I know where
you Intend taking me!" said Betty.
"If I am to die "

Mr. Slosson laughed loudly and In-

dulgently.
"You ain't. If you don't want to

walk, I'm man enough fo' to tote you.

We ain't far to go, and I've tackled
jobs I'd a heap less heart fo' in my

time," he concluded gallantly. Krom

the opiosite side of the carriage
Hunker swore nervpusly. He desired
to know 11 they were to stand there
talking all night. "Shut your filthy
mouth, Bunker, and see you keep tight
hold of that young said
Slosson. "He's a perfect eel I've
bad dealings with him afore!"

"You tried to kill my Uncle Bob

at the tavern, you and Captain Mur-rel- l.

I heard you, and I seen you drag
him to the river!" cried Hannibal.

Slosson gye a start of astonish-

ment at this.
"Why, ain't he hateful?" he ex-

claimed aghast. "See here, young
feller, that's no kind of a way fo' you

to talk to a man who has riz his
ten children!"

Again Bunker swore, while Jim told
Slosson to make haste. This popular
clamor served to recall the tavern-keepe- r

to a sense of duty.
"Ma'am, like I should tote you, or

will you walk?" he inquired, and
reaching out his hand took hold ot
Betty.

"I'll walk," said the girl quickly,
shrinking from the contact.

"Keep close at my heels. Bunker,
you tuck along after her with the
boy."

"What about this nigger?" asked
the fourth man.

"Fetch him along with us," said
Slosson. They turned from the road
while he was speaking and entered a
narrow path that led off through the
woods, apparently in the direction of
the river. A moment later Betty
heard the carriage drive away. They
went onward in silence for a little
time, then Slosson spoke over his
shoulder.

"Yes, ma'am, I've riz ten children,
but none of 'em was like him 1

trained 'em up to the minute!" Mr.
Slosson seemed to have passed com-

pletely under the spell of his domes-

tic recollections, for he continued
with just a touch of reminiscent sad-

ness in his tone. "There was all told
four Mrs. Slossons: two of 'em was
South Carolinians, one was from Geor-
gia, and the last was a widow lady
out of east Tennessee. She'd buried
three husbands, and I figured we
could start perfectly even." The In-

trinsic fairness of this start made Its
strong appeal. Mr. Slosson dwelt up-

on it with satisfaction. "She had
three to her credit, I had three to
mine; neither could crow none over
the other."

As they stumbled forward through
the thick obscurity he continued his
personal revelations, the present en-

terprise having roused whatever there
was of sentiment slumbering In his
soul. At last they came out on a
wide bayou; a white mist hung above
It, and on the low shore leaf and
branch were dripping with the night
dews. Keeping close to the water's
edge Slosson led the way to a point
where a skiff was drawn up on the
bank.

"Step in, ma'am," he said, when he
had launched it.

"I will go no farther!" said Betty
in desperation. She felt an over-
mastering fear, the full horror of the
unknown lay hold of her, and she gave
a piercing cry for help. Slosson swung
about on his heel and seized her. Kor
a moment she struggled to escape,

. but the man's big hand pinioned her.
"No more of that!" he warned, then

he recovered himself and laughed.
"You could yell till you was black In
the face, ma'am, and there'd be no
one to hear you."

"Where are you taking me?" and
Retty's voice faltered between the
sudden sobs that choked her.

"Just across to George Hicks's."
"For what purpose?"
"You'll know in plenty of time."

And Slosson leered at her through the
darkness.

"Hannibal is to go with me?" asked
Betty tremulously.

"Sure!" agreed Slosson affably.
"Your nigger, too quite a party."

Betty stepped into the skill. She
felt her hopes quicken she was think-
ing of Bess; whatever the girl's mo-

tives, she had wished her to escape.
She would wish it now more than
ever since the very thing she had
striven to prevent had happened.
Slosson seated himself and took up
the oars, Bunker followed with Han-
nibal and they pushed off. No word
was spoken until they disembarked on
the opposite shore, when Slosson ad-

dressed Bunker.
"I reckon I can manage that young

rip-stave- r; you go back after Sherrod
and the nigger," he said.

He conducted his captives up the
bank and they entered a clearing.
Looking across this Betty saw where
a cabin window framed a single
square of light. They advanced to-

ward this and presently the dark out-
line of the cabinet itself became dis-

tinguishable. A moment later Slos-
son paused, a door yielded to his
hand, and Betty and the boy were
thrust into the room where Murreli
had held his conference with Fentress
and Ware. The two women were now
its only occupants, and the mother,
gross and shapeless, turned an ex-

pressionless face on the intruders;
but the daughter shrank Into the

shadow, her burning glance fixed on
Betty.

"Here's yo' guests, old lady!" said
Mr. Slosson. Mrs. Hicks rose from
the three-legge- d stool on which she

as sitting.
nuuu mo we vhumic,

ordered.
At one side of the room was a steep

flight of stairs which gave access to
the loft overhead. Mrs. Hicks, by a
gesture, signified that Betty and Han-

nibal were to ascend these stairs;
they did so and found themselves on
a narrow landing inclosed by a par-

tition of rough planks; this partition
was pierced by a low door. Mrs.

Hicks, who had followed close at
their heels, handed the candle to Bet-

ty.
"In yonder!" she said briefly, nod-

ding toward the door.
"Wait!" cried Betty in p. whisper.
"No," said the woman with an al-

most masculine surliness of tone. "1

got nothing to say." She pushed them
into the attic, and, closing the door,
fastened it with a stout wooden bar.

Beyond that door, which seemed to
have closed on every hope, Betty held
the tallow dip aloft, and by its uncer-

tain and flickering light surveyed her
prison. The briefest glance sutliced.
The room contained two shake-dow- n

beds and a stool; there was a window
in the gable, but a piece of heavy
plank was spiked before it.

"Miss Betty, don't you be scared,"
whispered Hannibal. "When the judge
hears we're gone, him and Mr. Ma- -

"Here's Yo' Guests, Old Woman!"

haffy will try to find us. They'll go
right off to Belle Plain the judge is
always wanting to do that, only Air.
Mahaffy never lets htm but now he
won't be able to 6top him."

"Oh, Hannibal, Hannibal, what can
he do there what can any one do
there?" And a dead pallor over-

spread the girl's face. To speak or
the blind groping of her friends but
served to fix the horror of their situ-

ation in her mind.
"I don't know, Miss Betty, but the

judge is always thinking of things to
do; seems like they was mo?tly things
no one else would ever think of."

Betty had piiced the candle on the
stool and seated herself on one of the
beds. There was the murmur ot
voices in the room below; she won-

dered if her fate was under considera-
tion and what that fate was to be.
Hannibal, who had been examining
the window, returned to her side.

"Miss Betty, if we could just get
out of this loft we could steal their
skiff and row down to the river; .'

reckon they got just the one boat;
the only way they could get to us
would be to swim out, and if they
done that we could pound 'em over
the head with the oars the least lit-

tle thing sinks you when you're in
the water." But this murderous fancy
of his failed to interest Betty.

Presently they heard Sherrod and
Bunker come up from the shore with
George. Slosson joined them and
there was a brief discussion, then an
interval of silence, and the sound of
voices again as the three white men
moved back across the field in the
direction of the bayou. There suc-

ceeded a period of utter stillness,
both in the cabin and in the clear-
ing, a somber hush that plunged Bet-
ty yet deeper in despair. Wild
thoughts assailed her, thoughts against
which she struggled with all the
strength of her will.

In that hour of stress Hannibal was
sustained by his faith in the judge.
He saw his patron's powerful and
picturesque intelligence applied to
solving the mystery of their disap-
pearance from Belle Plain; it was in-

conceivable that this could prove
otherwise than disastrous to Mr. Slos-
son, and he endeavored to share the
confidence he was feeling with Betty,
but there was something so forced
and unnatural in the girl's voice and
manner when she discussed his con-

jectures that he quickly fell into an
awed silence. At last, and it must
have been some time after midnight,
troubled slumbers claimed him. No
moment of forgetfulness came to Bet-

ty. She was waiting for what she
did not know! The candle burnt low-

er and lower and finally went out and
she was left in darkness, but again
she was conscious of sounds from the
room below. At first it was only a
word or a sentence, then the guarded
speech became a steady monotone
that ran deep into the night. Even-
tually this ceased and Betty fancied
she beard sobs.

t

CHAPTER XX.

Murreli Shows Hit Hand.
At length points of light began to

show through chinks in the logs. Han-

nibal roused and sat up, rubbing bis

eyes with the backs of his hands.
"Wasn't you able to sleep none?" he

inquired. Betty shook her head. He
looked at her with an expression --Ot

troubled concern. "How soon do you

reckon the judge will know?" he
asked.

"Very soon now, dear." Hannibni
was greatly consoled by this opinion.

"Miss Betty, he will love to find

us"
"Hark! What was that?" for Betty

had caught the distant splash of oars.
Hannibal found a chink in the logs
through which by dint of much squint-lo-

he secured a partial view of the
bayou.

"They're fetching up a keel 1)oat to
the shore, Miss Betty it's a whoop-er!- "

he announced. Betty's heart
sank; she never doubted the purpose
lor which that boat was brought into
the bayou, or that it nearly concerued
herself.

Half an hour later Mrs. Hicks ap-

peared with their breakfast, it was
in vain that Betty attempted to en-

gage her in conversation. Either she
cherished some personal feeling of
dislike for her prisoner, or else the
situation in which she herself was
placed had little to recommend it,
even to her dull mind, and her dis-

satisfaction was expressed in her at-

titude toward the girl.
Betty passed the long hours of

morning in dreary speculation con-

cerning what was happening at Belle
Plain. In the end she realized that
the day could go by and her absence
occasion no alarm. Steve might rea-

sonably suppose George had driven
her into Raleigh or to the Bowens'
and that she had kept the carriage.
Finally all her hope centered on Judge
Price. He would expect Hannibal dur-

ing the morning; perhaps when the
boy did not arrive he would be tempt-
ed to go out to Belle Plain to dis-

cover the reason of his
She wondered what theories

would oifer themselves to his in
genious mind, for she sensed some
thing of that indomitable energ;.
which in the face of rebuffs and
laughter carried him into the thick oi
every sensation.

At noon Mrs. Hicks, as sullen as ir.

the morning, brought them their din-
ner. She had scarcely quitted the lolt
when a shrill whistle pierced the si-

lence that hung above the clearing.
It was twice repeated, and the two
women were heard to go from the
cabin. Perhaps half an hour elapsed,
then a step became audible on the
packed earth of the dooryard. Some
one entered the room below and be-

gan to ascend the narrow stairs, and
Betty's fingers closed convulsively
about Hannibal's. This was neither
Mrs. Hicks nor her daughter, nor
Slosson with his clumsy shuffle. There
was a brief pause when the landing
was reached, but it was only momen-
tary; a hand lifted the bar, the door
was thrown open, and its space
framed the figure of a man. It was
John Murreli.

Standing there he regarded Betty In
silence, but a deep-seate- d tire glowed
in his sunken eyes. The sense of pos-

session was raging through him, his
temples throbbed, a fever stirred His
blood. Love, such as it was, he un-

doubtedly felt for her, and even his
giant project, with all its monstrous
ramifications, was lost sight of for the
moment. She was the inspiration for

It all, the goal and reward for which
he struggled.

"Betty!" the single word fell softly
from his lips. He stepped into the
room, closing the door as he did so.

The girl's eyes were dilating with a

mute horror, for by some swift, In-

tuitive process of the mind, which
asked nothing of the logic of events,
but dealt only with conclusions, Mur
rell stood revealed as Norton's mur-

derer. Perhaps he read her thoughts,
but he had lived in his degenerate
ambitions until the common judg-- ,

ments or the understanding of them
no longer existed for him. That Bet-
ty had loved Norton seemed inconse-
quential even; it was a memory to
be swept away by the force of his
greater passion. So he watched her
smilingly, but back of the smile was
the menace of unleashed impulse.

"Can't you find some word of wel-

come for me, Betty?" he asked at
length, still softly, still with some-

thing of entreaty in his tone.
"Then it was you not Tom who

had me brought here!" She could
have thanked God had it been Tom,
whose hate was not to be feared as
she feared this man's love.

"Tom no!" and Murreli laughed.
"You didn't think I'd give you up? 1

am standing with a halter about my
neck, and all for your sake who'd

"Then It Wai You Not Tom Who
Had Me Brought Herel"

Live Merchants and Business Men
' The merchants and business men that advertise in this column ap-

preciate trade of country people, and are recommended by The
Jeffersonian.

Pure Bred
Barred Plymouth
Rock Eggs
For Hatching

Call or write'
P.. F. WHEELER

Cedar Springs Poultry Yard

BUECHEL, KY.

FL0WRS
properly arranged for any occasion

AUGUST R. BAUMER
Fl nPlQT M80NtC TEMPLE"VU-VtM- 4TH AND CHE8TNUT

LOUISVILLE, KY,
1J. O. Box 2i)5, Both Phones
Special attention to out of town orders.

Tarpaulins and Tents for
Rent or Sale.
i .A.. . . . . .IS 1'. A - dM i V -

Louisville Tent & Awning Co.

116 So. 3rd. St. LOUISVILLE, KY.

For Sale
The best $2.00 and $3.00

Straw Hats in the city at
406 West Jefferson Street.

Ask Tony before pur
chasing a hat.

risk as much for love of you?" He
seemed to expand With savage pride
that this was so, and took a step to-

ward her.
"Don't coma. near me!" cried Hetty.

Her eyes blazed, and she looked at
him with loathing.

"You'll learn to be kinder," he ex-

ulted. "You wouldn't see me at Helle
Plain; what was left for me but to
have you brought here?"

While Murreli was speaking the sig-

nal that had told of his own presence
on the opposite shore of the bayou
was heard again. This served to ar-

rest his attention. A look of uncer-
tainty passed over his face, then he
made an impatient gesture as if he
dismissed some thought that had
forced itself upon him, and turned
to Betty.

(To be continued.)

CLUBBING OFFERS

What is the use of subscribing
direct when you can get the Louis-

ville dailies, farm and other papers
from us at agent's rates'

Read how we can save vou
monev:

The Jeffersonian and CJ. C()
Louisville Times, both one year
The Jeffersonian one year aud 2 75
Timessix months
The Jeffersonian and Louisville 3 CQ
Post both one year
The Jeffersonian one year 2 60
and Post six months
The Jeffersonian and 3 2.5
Daily Herald, both one-yea- r

The Jeffersonian one year O 25Daily Herald six months
The Jeffersonian and 1 KQ
weekly Herald.both oneyear
The Jeffersonian and Daily A Ak
Courier-Journa- l. both oneyear... v
The Jeffersonian and weekly CQ
Courier-Journa- l, both one year..

All papers are to be sent by mail
only. Offers are not good to per-

sons who can get city papers from

carriers.
Write or call up for clubbing

rates on all farm papers and mag-

azines. We give agents' rates on
all of them. Let us help you to
save money it's just like finding
it. Send check, P. O. order or
money to

THE JEFFERSONIAN
JEFFE RiSONTO WN, KY.

KILLTHECOUGH
anoCUREtkelUNGS
MTHDR.IQEtG'S
NEWDISCOVERY
rnefoySKS Uct 50&$l.00
rvni4QLCS U TRIAL BOTTLE FREE

AND ALL THROAT AND LUMG TROUBLES

GCAPANT0 SATSFACTOtr
Off MONEY RCFVVVE-U- .

Why let your photographs and

unframed pictures lay around

(e can frame them at most rea-

sonable prices.

Large selection of Mouldings.

BACHMAN ART CO.
. Incorporated.

321 W. JEFFER80N 8T. : 10UI8VIUE, KY.

CALL AXD GIVE

The Drugstore
at the Loop

a Trial.
VOTTELER & CO.

Cut-Rat- e Druggists
Home Phone Cumb. Phone

Highland 17. E. 547.

Night Service.

LET'S FIGURE
There's a reason you should let me sell

vou wall paper. I handle tie best; have
a lanre line to select from and the prices
are risrht.

I guarantee all work. Paper hangin?
tfive.n prompt attention.

Cumb. phone 4i!--

G. A. HOKE, Jsffersontown

Bast
North

Home Phone 7550,

(7

PAINTS
OILS, VARNISHES
BRUSHES, GLASS

EDW. H. MARCUS
235-23- 7 E. MARKET ST.

LOUISVILLE, KY.

Both Phones 2000.

HOME PHONE 5G87. CUMB. MAIN 667.

Flowers for funerals and Weddings,
Bedding Plants, Hardy

Monthly Roses.

HENRY FUCHS
FLORIST

STOKE:
560 Fourth Ave. Oim. Post-Offic-

GREENHOUSES:
C'HAItr.KS AND TEXAS STUEETS.

OHAS. C. WHEELER
Auctioneer

BUECHEL, KY.

General auctioneeringfdone .

Sales conducted anywhere.
Satisfaction guaranteed.
Terms reasonable.

Cumb. phone E. 131-a- , E. 111--
31-- tf

Market Street
Preston and Floyd.

LOUISVILLE, KY

HOUSE CLEANING Tf MPFURNITURE BUYING" 1 liHC
A SPLENDID SELECTION OF

FURNITURE s HOUSEHOLD GOODS

CHAS. DECKEL & SON.
319-32- 1

Side Bet.

We Are Here to
Do Your Printing

We Have a Large Assortment
of Type Ready to Serve You

WE PRINT
What You Want,

The Way You Want It
And When You Want It

Dear Mr, Farmer:

Why don't you get
wise and build your
fences with concrete
posts? Cheaper than
wood. Don't rot lasts
forever.

Call us up.

CENTRAL CONCRETE CONSTRUCTION CO.
Incorporated.

961 Hamilton Ave., LOUISVILLE, KY.

Both Phones.
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