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TAKEN UP

On August 8th, one bay horse
about eight years old brand
on left shoulder, and wei
about 1,000, Also one light color
sorrel, with stripe in face and hind
legs white, brand n left
choulder. Age abou or 13
and weight about 900 or 1,000. If
not called for in 30 days they will

Al
be turned loo s NNIS MURPHY,

Ridgelawn. Mont.
Inguire of Mr. Rood, land com-
missioner. 25
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L. R. BABNETT

This iz my brand—

‘' So round up your
watches that are outof

Don’t forget that the Monitor Of-
fice always has a full supply of jus-
tice court blanks. ’'Phone 120.

and make to measure,

YOUR WEDDING SUIT.

Or any other garment that you may require.

It will be satisfaction to you to have your
CLOTHES CORRECTLY FITTED.

Call and look over the Line and get my
prices for an up-to-date suit or overcoat.
Repairing And Cleamng of Ladies’ And Gents Garments

Specialty.

right here at home.

G. C.

THE TAILOR.

A NEW DEPARTURE

Having just received a Nobby Line of Suit-
ings from the East, I am now prepared to cut

L EE.

The Newlon Store

Carries a complete line of

Gents Fu

And what about that STOVE you were talking of? Let us figure with
Hoping to solicit a share of your patronage

O’BRIEN

you at once.

JOHN

GENERAL
MERCHANDISE

rnishings
@ SONS,

Newlon, Mont.

THE P RYST AL PALALCE

Is Headquarters For=

E —— =

HARPER WHlSKEY

The Purest and Best Whiskey Made.
LIQUORS and CIGARS.

Geo. W. Burkholder,Prop.

WINES,
HAMM’S BEER.

O C- AT~ IA W C~0
E. C. LEONARD 3

Real Estate, insurance, Live Stock

Office in
« Basement of Revine’s Toggery

egawwwuuuwo

Glendive, Mont.

TRY A TON

OF

BEAR CREER CTOAL

And You Will

Adidland Coal and Lumber Co.
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RIVERSIDE SALOON

J. A. MORSE, Proprietor.

Use No Other

SUNNY BROOK WHISKEY is
Choice Wines and Liquors of

tic Cigars. HAMM'’S BEER always on tap.

parlor in the ceuntv.

our leader. IT HAS NO EQUAL
all kinds. Imported and Domes-
The cosiest

FRANK SHELTON,

V4 THE Vg

CAPITOL

SHELTON &

Fine Wines and Choice Liquors always 1n stock. We carry the
celebrated MCBRAYER and NONPAREIL Brands of Whiskies.

Imported and Domestic Cigars.

We wlli treat you nght and solicit a share of your patronage.

WM. RYAN

RYAN, Props.
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W. F. STUTZ, Prop.
BUT THE B_EST mns HANDLED
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CHAPTER VIIL
The County Attorney,

“I too am going to Wind City,” said
& pleasant voice at her side. “You will
let me help you with your ghings, will
you noi?

The slender girl standing before the
ticket window, stuffing change into
her cein purse, turned quickly.

“Why, Mr. Gordon,” she said, hold-
ing out a small hand with frank pleas-
ure. *How very nice! Thank you, will
you take my rain-coat? It has been
such a bother. I would bring it right,
in the face of Uncle Hammond's ob-
Jections. He said it never rained out
this way. But I surely have suffered a
plenty for my waywardness. Don't you
think so?”

“It behooves a tenderfoot like you
to sit and diligently learn of such ex-
perienced and toughened old-timerg as
we are, rather than flaunt your un-
tried ideas in our faces, responded
Gordon, with a smile that transformed
the keen gray eyes of this man of
much labor, much lofty ambition, and
much sorrow, so that they seemed
for the moment strangely young,
laughing, untroubled; as ciear of taint
of evil knowledge as the source of a
stream leaping joyously into the gun-
light from some mountain solitude, It
was a revelation to Louise.

“I will iry to be a good and dil-
gent seeker after knowledge of this
strange land of yours,” she answered,
with a little laugh, half of embarass-
ment, half of enjoyment of this play
of nonsense, and leading the way to
her suit-case and Mary outgide. “When
I make mistakes, will you tell me
about them? Down east, you know,
our feet travel in the ancient, pre-
scribed cireles of our forefathers, and
they are apt to go somewhat uncer-
tainly if thrust inte new paths.”

And this laughing, clever girl had
ctied with homesickness! Well, no
wonder. The worst of it was, she
could never hope to be arciimated.
She was not—their kind. Sooner or
later she must go back to God’s coun-
try.

To her surprise, Gordon, though he
laughed softly for a moment, answor
ed rather gravely.

“If my somewhat niggardly fate
should grant me that good fortune,
that I may do something for you, I
ask that you be not afraid to trust to
my help. It would not be hailf-hearted
—I assure you.”

She looked up at him gratefully.

1

His shoulders, slightly stooped, betok- |

ening the grind at college and the bur-

den-bearing in later years, instead of |

suggesting any inherent weakness in
th'e man, rather inspired her with an
intuitive faith in their quiet, unswerv-
ing, utter trusthworthiness.

“Thank you,” she said, simply. “I
am so glad they did not hurt you
much that day in the court-room. We
worried—Mary and 1.”

“Thank you. There was not the
least danger. They were merely vent:
ing their spite on me. They would not
have dared more.”

“There's my brakeman,' said Louise,

use all -ner woman's wit to draw him
out. She did not know yet that he

“#] Shall Send Jessie Black Over—"

was starved for sympathy—for under-
standing. She could not kmow yet
that two affinities had drifted through
space—near together.. A feather
zephyr, blowing where it listed, might
widen the space between to an infinity
of distance so that they might never
know how nearly they had once mei;
or it might, as its whim dictated, blow
them together so that for weal or for
woe they would know each the other.

“Mrs. Higgins, at the Bon Ami,” she
continued, smiling. “I was so hungry
when we got to Velpen, though I had
eaten a tremendous breakfast at the
Lazy 8. But § o'clock is an unholy
hour at which to eat one's breakfast,
isn't it, and I just couldn’t help get-
ting hungry all over again. So I per-
suaded Mary to stop for another eup
of coffee. It is ridiculous the way I
eat In your country.”

“It is a good country,” he said, sob-
erly.

“It must be—if you can say so.”

“Because I have failed, shall I ery
out that law cannot be eaforced in
Kemah county? Sometimes—may it
be soon—there will come a man lig
enough to make the law triumghant.
He will not be 1"

He was still smarting from his
many set-backs. He had worked hard
and had accomplished nothing. At
the last term of court, thongh many
cases were iried, he had not secured
one conviction.

“We shall see,” said Louise, softly.
Her look, straight into his eyes, was a
glint of sunshine in dark places. Then
she laughed.

“Mrs. Higging said to me: ‘Jimmie
Mac hain’t got the sense he was born
with. His little, dried-up brain 'd rattle

| 'round in a mustard seed and he's get-
| tin' shet o’ that little so fast it makes

my head swim.” She was telling about

| times when he hadn’'t acted just fair

when she and Gordon bhad found a |

seat near the rear. Mary had gone and
a brakeman had swung onto the last
car as it glided past the platform, and
came down the aisle with a grin of
recognition for his “little white lamb.”

“How nice it all seems, just as if

|
|
|
E

I had been gone -months instead of |

days and was coming home again. It
would be funny if I should be home-
sick for the range when I get to
Wind City, wouldn't it?”

“Let us pray assiduously that it
may be so0,”” answered Gordon, with
one of his rare smiles. He busied
himself a moment in stowing away
her belongings to the best advantage.
“It gets in one’s bloed—how or when,
one never knows.”

They rode in silence for a while.

“Tell me about your big fight,” said
Louise, presently. The roadbed was
fairly good, and they were spinning
along on a down grade. He must needs
bend closer to hear her.

She was good to look at, fair and
sweet, and it had been weary years
since women had come close to Gor-
aon's life. In the old college days, be-
fore this hard, disappointing, unequal
fight against the dominant forces of
greed, against tolerance of might over-
coming right, had begun to sap his
vitality, he had gone too deeply into
his studies to have much time left
for the gayeties and gallantries of the
soclal side in university life. He had
not been popular with women. They
did not know him. Yet, though
dubbed a “dig” by his fellow colleg-
ians, the mean liked him. They liked
him for his trustworthiness, admired
him for his ruggcd honesty, desired Lis
friendship for the !nsph'ntltm of his
high ideals.

“Whet shall I talk ahoat, Miss Dale?
It is all very prosaic and unteresting,
I'm afrald; shockingly primitive, glar-
ingly new.”

“I breakfasted with a stanch friend
of yours this morning,” answered
Louise, somewhat irrelevantly. She
had =z feeling—a woman’s feeling—that
this earnest, hard-working, reserved

'-mwouMm ‘blurt out thirss

about himself with the bland self-
demen. Shemst

to ycu. [ am glad—from all T hear—
that his was taken out of his hands.”

“l gan count my friends, the real
vnes, on ons hand, I'm afraid,” said
Gordsn, with a good-humored smile;
“and Mpes. Higgins surely is the
thumbp.”

“l am glad you smiled,” said [..oulse
“Thzet weounld have sounded so bitter
if yoy had not.”

“1 qoulsn’t help smiling. You—you

! have sucn a way, Miss Dale.”

It was blunt but it rang true.

“It is true, though, about my friends.
1f I couid ceonviet—Jesse Black, for
instance--a million friends would eall
me Ljessed. But I can’t do it alone.
They wilt not do it; they will not help
me du it; they despise me because 1
ran't Jo 1%, and swear at me becanse I
try ta do it—-and there you have the
whole siruation in a nutshell, Miss
Dale,”

The sup struck across her face. He
reached uver and lowered the blind.

“Tuank you. But it is “vantage in’
now, :5 it ngf? You will get justice
befara Uucle Hammond.”

Unconsciously his
straigntened.

“Yes, Miss Dale, it is “vantage in.
One of two things will come to pass.
I shall sead Yesse Black over or——"
he paused. His eyes, unseeing, were
fixed on the gliding landscape as it
appeared tn rectangular spots through

shoulders

‘the window im front of them.

“Yas. Or——"
snftly.

“Never mitd. It is of no conse-
quence,” he said, abruptly. “No fear
of Judge Dale. Juries are iny Water-
loo.”

“Is it, then, such a nest of cow-
ards?" eried Louise, intense scorn in
her clear voice. %

“Yes,” deliberately. “Men are
afraid of retaliation—thoze who are
not actually blood-guiliv. as you
might say. And who can say who is
and who is not? But he wil] be sent
over this time. Paul Langford is on
his trail. Give me two men like Lang-
ford and that anachronism——an hon-
est man west of the river--Williston,

srompted Louise,

and!oncanhnwthemt,lbeﬂﬂmd
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“Hr._vgll_uatan-—ho has been unfo
tunate. has he not? He is such a

gentleman, and a scholar, surely.”

“Surely, He is one of the finest
fellows I know. A man of the most
sensitive honor. If such a thing can
be, I should say he is too honest, for
his own good. A man can be, you
know. There is nothing in the world
that cannot be overdone.”

She looked at him earnestly. His
eyes did not shift. She was satisfied.

“Your work belies your words,” she
said gquietly.

Dust and cinders drified in between
the slats of the closed blind. Putting
her handkerchief to her lips, Louise
looked at the dark streaks on it with
reproach,

“Your South Dakota dirt iz so—
blagk,” she said, whimsically.

“Better black than yellow,” he re-
torted. “It looks cleaner, now, doesn't
it?”

' “Maybe you think my home a fit
dwelling place for John Chinaman,”
pouted Louise.

“Yes—if that will persuade you that
South Dakota is infinitely better. Are
you epen to conviction?”

“Never! I should die if I had to
stay here.”

“You will be going back—soon?”

“Some day, sure! Soon? Maybe.
Oh, I wish I could. That part of me
which is like Uncle Hammond says,
‘Stay." But that other part of me
which is like the rest of us, says,
‘What's the use? Go back to your

kind. You're happier there. Why
should you want to be different?
What does it all amount to? 1 am

afraid I shall be weak enough and
foolish enough to go back and—stay.”

There was a stir in the forward
part of the car. A man, hitherto sit-
ting quietly by the side of an alert

| wiry little fellow who sat mext the

aisle, had attempted to bolt the car
by springing over the empty seat in
front of him and making a dash for
the door. It was daring, but in vain.
His coripanion, as agile as he, had
seized him and forced him again into
his place before the rest of the pas-
sengers fully understcod that the at-
tempt had really been made.

‘Is he crazy? Are they taking him
to Yankton?” asked Louise, the pretty
color all gone from her face. “Did he
think to jump off the train?”

“That's John Yellow Wolf, a young
half-breed. He's wanted up in the
Hills for cattle-rustling—United States
court case. That's Johnson with him,
deputy United States marshal.”

“Poor fellow,” said Louise, pityinsly.

“Don't waste your sympathy on such
as he. They are degenerates—many
of these half-breeds. They will awear
to anything. They inherit all the
evils of the two races. Good never
mixes. Yellow Wolf would swear him-
self into everlasting torment for a pint
of whiskey. You see my cause of
complaint? But never think, Miss
Dale, that these poor chaps of half-
breeds, who are hardly responsible,
are the only ones who are willing to
swear to damnable lies.” There was
a tang of bitterness in his voice. “Per-
jury, Miss Dale, perjury through fear

~of bribery or self-interest, God knows

what, it is there I must break, I sup-
pose, until the day of judgment, un-
less—I run away.”

Louise, through all the working of
his smart and sting, felt the quiet re-
serve strength of this man beside her,
and, with a quick rush of lomging to
do her part, her woman’s part of com-
forting and healing, she put her hand,
small, vngloved, on his rough coat
gleeve,

“Is that what you meant a while
ago? But you don’t mean it, do you?
It is bitter and you do not mean it.
Tell me that you do not mean it, Mr.
Gordon, piease,” she sald, impulsively.

Smothering a wild impulse to keep
the hand where it had lain such a
brief, palpitating while, Gordon re-
mained silent. God only knows what
human longing he crushed down, what
intense discouragement, what sick de-
sire to lay down his thankless task
and flee to the utiermost parts of the
world tc be away from the erying
need he yet could not still. Then he
answered simply, “I did not mean it,
Miss Dale.”

And then there did not seem to be
anything to say between them for a
long while. The half-breed had set-
tled down with stolid indifference.
People bad resumed their newspapers
and maguzines and day dreams after
the fleeting excitement. It was very
warm. Louise tried to create a little
breeze by flicking her somewhat be-
grimed handkerchief in front of her
face. Gordon took a newspaper from
his pocket, folded it and fanned her
gently. He was not used to the little
graces of life, perhaps, but he did this
well. An honest man and a kindly
never goes far wrong in any direction.

“You must not think, Miss Dale,” he
said, seriously, “that it is all bad up
hsre. I am only selfish. I have been
harping on my own little corner of
wickedness all the while. It is a good
land. It will be better before long.”

“When?" asked Lonise.

“When we convict Jesse Black and
when our Indian npeighbors get over
their mania for divorce,” he answered,
laughing softly.

Louise laughed merrily, and so the
journey ended as it had begun, with a
langh and a jest.

In the judge's runabout, Louise held
out her hand.

“m alwoest homesick,” she cried,
smiling,

TO BE CONTINUED

ESTRAYED
From Sidney, Mont, about August

12, 1907, one chestnut sorrel horse
branded on left thigh. $25.00
reward if brought to livery
hgrn or $15.00 for information lead-

to recovery.
Pat McHale,
Fairview, Mont,
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goats or preacherings.
Hair cuts of g
willies to ring
your ears wit
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your son

Dr. A"thur A Bal

Ker,
DENTAL SURGEON,
UIhu-_ in ‘,‘-__»-l_. \
Office Phone, 25-2 Rj
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GLENDIVE,
E. F. FISHER,
LAWYER,
Practice in all courts and hofin
U. 8. Land 0ff ce. =5
WIBA L‘X - - M( INT ANA
hptti'] attention given to con

Dr. R. A, Morrill,

PHYSICIAN AND SURG Ei_,‘\
Phone Sidney Bank.
SIDNEY, . MONT.

U. 8. Commisgioner Nota

GUY L. ROOD,

Ridgelawn T
Filings, final proofs
contests attended to.

lande on file. Deeds, mortgag
drawn and executed.

Hotel Jordan
Barber Shop

WILLIAM RIEBE, Manager

A First-Class Tonsorial |
with U,a-‘fn-l'late Workm:

Two Chairs Make Short 1\

ou’re next for a luxur
or a stylish hair cut.

F.J. MATOUSHEK

ATTORNEY AT LAW.
General practice of law, prol
matters, U. 8. Land Office practc

collections.
SIDNEY,
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MONTANA.

JET\“& RIVENES,
ATTOENEY- AT-1

Office upstairs in Ma » Ann
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