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four days more saw them at Perm.

» governor was at home and received
Gordon, the naifae being an open

dme anywhere in Russia. Mr. Gordon
nged at once into the matter of Vla-
lir's arrest.
That he was arrested, if the circum-

stances were suspicious, I grant, was
proper enough," said Mr. Gordon. "But
was there a fair trial? Pardon me if

1 speak plainly. Your institutions of
Justice here are quite different from
ours at home. I have known where men

hustled off to Siberia with no semb-

"But they are guilty," said the govern-
or, with a smile.

"Yes; I believe in all the instances
that cam© under my observation they
were.*'

"It was the same in this case. The
Paulpoffs had been using their isolated
position for base ends. A circle of the
brotherhood of nihilists congregated
there. Letters "were found upon them.
These letters were all signed by Vladimir

"Did he admit anything?"
"They never do. It is only when a

man is captured in the very act of as-
sassination, and he knows he cannot
escape the death penalty, that he ad-
mits his crime and glories in it. The
Paulpoffs denied everything, of course."

"Poor Vladimir: He was as innocent
as I am!" broke in Frances.

"Impossible. The letters were proof

"Are the letters here?"
"No; unfortunately, they were carried

away by one of the men who escaped."
"Then you did not see the letters?"
"So; I regret that I did not."
"What was said concerning them?"
"Their import was given by Inspector

Jansky and Prince Xeslerov, who found
them. Their testimony so pleased the min-
ister of justice that Jansky has been
promoted to be superintendent of the
police at Tomsk. You seem to think there

I
some doubt of the guilt of these peo-
," said the governor turning to Mr.
rdon.
For my part I am quite sure they are
ooent. My daughter has been inter-
ed in them since the railway ran
ough F*erm. It is not like them to
t. They are too simple and—ignor-

But Vladimir is not. He is shrewd
I intelligent. He has been a reader of

Yes: my daughter furnishes them."
I am not at all doubtful myself," said

governor, with a grim smile. "Were
would begin an open investigation <it

:e. But, you understand, the accuser
5 a prince and the governor of Tomsk,

and the minister of justice has set the
seal of his approval on the thing. It is
a delicate matter for me to reopen. But
I promise you this: I will guardedly look
into the thing, and if I see any chance
for doubt for your sake, I will do what
I can to helj> the Paulpoffs."

"Thank you. That is all we can ask,"
said Mr. Gordon. "We may se ethem at
Tomsk. I may say to them that your ex-
cellency is working to know the truth?"

"You may."
The interview ended, and Mr. Gordon

and Frances continued their journey.
The first person they saw when they

entered the train was Neslerov. The
mark made by Frances' bullet was still
there, but he had not, to all appearances,
been seriously injured-. He looked curi-
ously at the two travelers, as if wonder-
ing when the outbreak of wrath from
Gordon would come. But that gentleman
walked up to him and held out his hand.

"How do you do, your excellency?" he
said. "We are going to Tomsk together,
it seems."

Xeslerov was almost stunned, but he
took the hand. Was it possible that
Frances had not told her father of the
scene in Paulpoffs cottage?

Itwas so, and Frances hadi her own rea-
sons. She loved the liberty she had for
years been permitted to enjoy. But she
knew that if dangers and narrow escapes
came to her father's ears her liberty
would soon come to an end.

It was a long journey, and a weary one
as well. Day efter day they passed
through the same scenes, crossed rivers
on bridges that had been built by Jack
Denton, Frances' old playmate, and the
strong 'structures perhaps caused her to j
think of the hardworking young man who
built them and was now planning a very
large and excellent bridge across the Obi.
But whatever was in Frances' mind did
not find expression through her lips, for
her father and Neslerov smoked and chat-,
ted and played cards with two officers
going to garrisons on the border.

Frances said nothing more about the
prince, for in the place to which they
were going he was supreme, and to in-
voice her father with him in a quarrel
would have been to invite a disaster sim-
ilar to that which had overtaken the Paul-

Day after day Frances leaned her head
against the glass window and watched the
flitting scenes. At last they reached the
Irtish and crossed the border into that
province, which was almost as much Nes-
lerov's own as though he were a king.

There were but few passengers by that
time, for the road had not been finished,
and the train must stop at the Obi.
Frances, half dreaming, lay back, looking
at the great expanse of tundra, the new-
villages springing up, the old huts that
were now deserted and the waste of rail-
way supplies along the track.

The prince had asked her father to go
into another car and smoke. This left
her alone, and she closed her eyes and
dozed.

She woke up with a start. A hand was
on her shouldey. She saw .Neslerov bend-
ing over her. A smile of triumph was
on his face. Frightened she glanced out
of the window. The car was still. She
looked forward—the rest of the train had

• "What has happened?" she cried, leap-
ing to her feet. "Where is the train?
Where is my father?"

"Speeding toward the Obi, my dear,"
said Neslerov. "Unfortunately, at this
point the couplings between this car and
the next were broken, and the officers of
the train, not missing you or me—for I
had just come in with a cup of coffee for
you—left us and went on. We are in a
wild place, surrounded by various tribes |

I
the remarkable collection of savages i
r whom I am governor. But I am gov-
3r. and if you will obey me I promise
: you will reach Tomsk in safety."
ranees leaned back weakly and stared.
My father gone!" she cried, and as

she looked out at the savage faces that
passed and looked at the car in wonder
she shuddered.

"Unfortunately, your father was in a
forward car. It was with his consent 1
came to you with coffee. Fear nothing,
however, for, though we are in a wild
region, I am governor and will protect
you. I love you, and no harm shall come
to you—if you obey me."

CHAPTER VI.

AX AMERICAN GIRL'S PLUCK.
Another glance from the window showed

Frances that the car had come to a stop
near a new bridge over a branch of the
Irtish. Involuntarily she sighed for the
man who had built that bridge—Denton,
whose eye was keen and steady, whose
muscles were of iron.

But Denton was miles farther on, at the
Obi.

"Now," said Neslerov, as the girl sank
back in her seat, "let us face this situa-
tion, my dear. Let us realize the true
significance. We are practically alone,
you end I. Save for the poor wretches
in that village yonder, we are the only
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educate. The prince visits the- Paulpoff home, I
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made by Vladimir, also another one made
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by the old man that it was lost. The prince,
through Inspector Jansky, has the Paulpoffs
Bent to Siberia on the charge of being nihil-
ists. Frances pays a visit to the Paulpoff
forge and meets the governor, who- attempts
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CHAPTER V.

THE SUDDEN INTERRUPTION OF A
JOURNEY.

Mr. Gordon was beginning to feel
enxious. He knew just how long it took
to go to Perm and return. Frances had
often taken long journeys by herself, but
she was now three days overdue, and tho
engineer was eager to get to the Obi.

"Where can she be?" he asked himself.
"She must stop this racing all over the
world alone. Something will surely hap-
pen to her one of these fine days. I'll
stop it."

Frances arrived while he was making
the resolve.

"Where have you been?" asked Gor-
don.

"To Perm."
"To Perm! But you have been away

three days longer than was necessary. I
do not like this way you have of going off
by yourself."

"I fancy I can take care of myself. I've
been in Perm the three days."

"With the blacksmith and his people?"
"No. The blacksmith and his people!

Vladimir has been sent to Siberia."
"What! Not the ironworker Paulpoff?"
"Vladimir Paulpoff, Mama Paulpoff and

Papa Paulpoff are now on their way to j
Tomsk."

. "The devil!"
"Yes, the devil! That is just the in-

dividual who did it."
"What is his other name?"
"Prince iNeslerov."
"What! Neslerov sent Paulpoff to—

Come, tell me what you mean."
"A man like Xeslerov can do anything

he likes in Russia except marry an
American girl. Tell me just what conver-
sation you had with the prince a few-
days ago!"

"A few days! Oh, two weeks ago!"
'"I don't know when it was. But he

asked you for my hand, did he not?"
"Yes."
"You never told me."
Gordon laughed.
"I haven't told you the names of half

the men who have asked me that."
"But in Russia we should know, be-

cause there are tricks. Now, what was
It! Did he say much?"

"No, not much; said he was rich and
powerful and wanted you as an orna-
mental wife or something to that effect."

•"He told me the same thing."
"Told you! Where?"
"In Paulpoff'a house."
Gordon panted and sat down.
"I wish you would tell the whole

Btory," he said.
"I wish you would answer my ques-

tions first. What happened when Nesle-
rov was here? What did he say and what
did you answer?"

"He didn't say very much —the usual
thing. Said he loved you and was rich
and powerful and could give you a good
station in Russian society and the
"world."

'"And you said what?"
"Why, I said you wouldn't marry the

best man on earth unless you loved him.
I said if you would marry the man I
wanted you to you would long ago have
been the wife of Jack Denton, who —""Never mind Mr. Dentoji. We were
epeakiug of Neslerov."

—but the deuce! You pick your
old dad up so short! I am telling you
what I said. Don't you want to hear?"

"Yea," replied Frances, laughing and
kissing him. "Dear old dad, what did
you say?"

"Isaid I liked Jack Denton better than
any other man on earth and that you
hated him worst. But I wanted you to
marry him because he was good and noble
and a rising man, a brave man, and alto-
gether —"

"Hero and angel in one. What did the
prince say to that?"

"He only repeated what he had said
before."

"Then what?"
"I said—why— don't get angry at

your old dadl said you were a self-
willed- creature and acted on your own
whims."

"That is nothing to get angry about. I
do. But I fear that between us we have
Bent the Paulpoffs to their doom."

"For goodness sake, how?"
"Itwas natural .that "
"It wasn't natural at all. What did I

say—what have you done— cause Vladi-
mir Paulpoff to plot against the czar?"

"Heavens! Are you so blind? The
Paulpoffs are as innocent of this charge
as you or I. It was against Vladimir the
plot was laid."

"I begin .to catch your meaning. Who
was it—Neslerov?"

\u25a0 "It is impossible to say whether he did
or not, but I suspect him. You remember
the day he was here. I met him as I came
home from the bazaars, where I had been
buying books for Vladimir. I did not, of
course, suspect that he had been talking
with you about marrying me. Unwititngly
I .told him they were for Vladimir and
asked him to take an interest in him."

"I also told him of a blacksmith in
whom you were taking a great interest.
He has put that and your independence
together and has imagined Vladimir.
Well?"

"I had my fears that something was said
about Vladimir. It was so clearly a plot
that I knew the jealousy of Neslerov had
been aroused. When I learned what had
been done, I waited two days at Perm to
see Governor Guslav, but he was away,
and I could not see him. It was the super-
intendent of police who gave me the little
information I got. It seems that an in-
spector discovered— they say—that ni-
hilists were meeting in the forge. Let-
ters were found on them which implicated
Vladimir. There was a trial, so it was
claimed, and Vladimir was found guilty.
I am sure Vladimir would have sent to us
If he could."
"I don't want to get mixed up in any

nihilist scrape."
"But you will help Vladimir, will you

not?"
"What can I do?"
"You can at least stop at Perm and

see the governor. It will not delay us
long."

"I will do that, certainly; but I don't
fancy there is much use talking to Gus-
lav. He is a stern old soldier and has
no sympathy for lovers or plotters."

"But he is just and honorable."
""yes, I am sure of that."
"siien come. We will go to Perm to-

gether Od ccc him."
"Well, 1 suppose I must do as you say,

but we are about ready to start for the
Obi. We can stop at Perm for a day."

"That will do."
The preparations were hastily made,
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people on this earth just now. Can you
realize the fullness of that statement?
You are mine—absolutely and wholly
mine."

"Oh, you cur! You coward!" exclaimed
Frances. Her hand went as if by instinct
toward that pocket from which she had
drawn her revolver on a previous occa-
sion. . Neslerov saw her face turn whiter
still, and he laughed pleasantly.

"Of course I guarded against that," he
said. "I knew you wouldi, with your
American impulsiveness, try to shoot me
again. So. while you slept, I quietly took
your little toy pistol from your pocket.
1 have it here. This, I believe, deprives
you of the power to do me any more mis-
chief."

"Oh. you miserable coward! You
thief!" said Frances in a tense voice. "I
wish there was a good American fist here
to strike that grinning face of .yours!"

"Undoubtedly," said Neslerov, with an
exasperating coolness, "that would be
pleasant for you, but it would be unfor-
tunate for the American who owned the
list. One blow—peste! He would be torn
apart by my agreeable savages yonder."

She could not resist the temptation to
follow his finger as it pointed through tha
window on his side of the car. A short
distance, on the banks of the stream, she
saw a wretched, miserable village of rude
huts. Men and women, dressed in leather,
undressed skins, heavy cloihs from Mos-
cow merchants, stood in groups, all with
their faces toward the car.

"Were I to say the word," said Nesle-
rov, "these people would tear you limb
from limb and would perform the same
agreeable service for any fool who at-
tempted to interfere between us."

"Monster!" she gasped.
"Of course 1 am a monster to you," he

said. "AllRussians are monsters to those
who do not like us. We may have our
little peculiarities. One of them Is that
what we cannot get by fair means we get
some other way. 1 spoke to your father,
and I spoke to you. I offered the honest
love of a Russian prince. I was spurned.
But now the game is mine, and. I shall
win. You shall become my wife before
your father has time to return from the
Obi."

"Never! Iwould prefer to be torn apart
by your villagers."

"You believe that now while you are in
the heat of anger, but a short period of
rest and contemplation will show you the
folly of your refusal. Think of this. I
shall go out now and obtain some food.
We may remain here a week. Who
knows? Before I leave you I wish to tay

.that until you consent to have the priest
of that village make you my wife you
shall not be permitted to leave this car.
I much prefer, as would any man, a will-
ing bride; but, denied this, I will compel
you to obey. It will be the worse for you.
1 offered love—an affectionate embrace.
You refused. Now I command! Think
this matter settled only when we are mar-
ried."

"Never! You have my revolver and, I
suppose, one of your own. Shoo.t me i£
you will. I will not marry you!"

"It will not be you I shoot. What do you
think your father will do when he finds
you are left behind?"

"Without doubt he will obtain a special
train and come here after me. Then,

Prince Neslerov, beware!"
He smiled like a wolf and showed his

teeth.
"That is what I wanted you to say. If

when your father comes here you are not
my wife, I will shoot him dead."

"You dara not!" she gasped.
"I dare anything. No report of mine

would be discredited at St. Petersburg. I
could prove your father was a conspirator
against the government and was shot
while fighting my soldiers."

"There is a government of the United
States of^nerica!"

"True, but at a distance. I do not fear
it. But consider what I have said. I will
return with food."

He left the car, securing the doors to
prevent her escape. When she saw him
striding toward the village, she leaned
against the window and studied the rude
people.

"I am helpless—absolutely helpless!"

she moaned. "Oh, if he had not taken my
revolver I could nave shot him—or my-
self."

She looked about her for some method
whereby she could, if the need should
come, take her own life rather than sub-
mit to his demands. She knew that if
there were a priest in this squalid place
he would obey Neslerov, and mumble some
words perfectly meaningles to her, but
which would give Neslorov power over
her. She walked the length of her apart-

I ment like a caged lioness.
Women turned into their huts and came

out again. She saw Neslerov start back
toward the oar carying a wooden tray.
She shuddered again.

"God give me strength, courage, calm-
ness!" she murmured. "To lose con-
sciousness would be to fall a victim to
him."

She nerved herself to met him as his
footsteps sounded on the platform. The
door opened, and he entered with a bowl
of gruel, some steaming potatoes, roast
fowl, coffee and some coarse bread.

"It is not quite like our usual fare," he
said, "but it is better than being hun-
gry."

He set the dishes on a table he im-
provised out of the back of a seat. He j

had a large traveling bag with him, and
from it he took a bottle of wine.

"We will pledge each other," he said
with a laugh.

"I do not-wish any," said Frances.
"Come, don't be churlish! Let us get

over the unpleasant part. Drink a toast
to your future husband."

"I will not. I will not touch it!"
"Drink — drink my health!" he com-

manded.
"I will not!"
"I will make you!"
He held the cup in his right hand. With

his left he grasped her by the hair. He
bent back her head.

"Open your mouth. Swallow the wine, i
I will choke you!" he cried.

With a powerful effort she wrenched
herself free and to her feet, and the wine
went to the floor with a smash.

Her eyes were glaring with desperation.
She clinched her first and rained blow j
upon blow upon his face. 'Curses deep and terrible burst from |
him. He clutched her round the waist and j
struggled with her. She exerted all her j
strength. She was like a ferocious tig- |
ress. Her nails scratched his face and !
tore her hair. Her blows cut his lips on !
his teeth. But he was a powerful man
and used his strength against this captive
woman. With a gasp she succumbed and j
sank helpless and exhausted almost in his
arms.

"Curse you!" he spluttered between his
swollen lips. "I have wasted my kind-
ness on you! I should have starved you.
But I will delay no longer. I'll drag you
to the priest, and in ten.minutes you will
be the Princess Neslerov—and my slave
for life. I'll break your heart, you devil!"

He closed his arms tightly about, her
and dragged her from the car. The vil-
lagers stared in astonishment as they
saw him coming toward them with his
burden.

"What means this strange happening,
little father?" asked a woman of an
older man of the village. "Is the man
killing her?"

"Let be!" growled the man. '"Use your
eyes in your house, but meddle not with
others. The man's gold is good. He will
not hurt her. She is probably his wife."

Russian wives are accustomed to cru-
elty from their husbands. A beating is
but part of their demonstrations of au-
thority as head of the house. The women
looked on with apathy, while the men
smiled.

"He has married a Tartar," they said
amons themselves.

"Help! Save me from this man!"
gasped Frances as Neslerov half dragged
half carried her into the nearest group.

"Where is your priest?" Neslerov de-
manded. "Get him at once. Not only he,
but all in the place, will receive pay.
Call the priest at once!"

"Save me! I am an American! Gordon
—the man who built—the road—is my
father!" cried Frances, struggling again.

A bent old man was seen shambling
toward them.

"Come," said Neslerov roughly. "This
young woman and I are to be married.
Hurry. We have been left behind in that
car, and to save her good name she must
become my wife. Proceed!"

"No! For pity's sake, do not!" cried
Frances. "My father will pay you well!

Do not compel me to marry him! I hate
him!"

"I command you to marry us!" shouted
Neslerov.

A tall man about middle age stepped
from the crowd.

"It is wrong," he said. "Who you are
I know not, but it is not the way to win
a wife. Release the young woman. Let
us hear what she has to say."

"What she lhas to say! Curse you!"
howled Neslerov. He did release her for a
moment and sprang forward. His fist shot
out against the man's face. Without un
effort in Ills own behalf he fell.

"I tun Neslerov, governor of Tomsk!"
shouted the prince, now perfectly fren-
zied. "I command you, old dotard, tosay the words that will make this girl my
wife."

"Please do not!" cried Frances. "He
has stolen me from my father! He is a
cruel monster! I cannot marry him!"

"He is his excellency, the governor,"
muttered the old man. "We must obey."

Neslerov seized her by the wrist and
swung her toward the priest. The vil-
lagers crowded round, awestricken at tha
great name they bad heard. They well
knew the governor. Many of them had
felt the knout at his command.

"It must be done," again muttered thepriest.
"No, no!" cried Frances, trying to

wrench away from Neslerov.
A boy slid quietly away from the crowd

and ran.
"Stand there, curse you!" said Nesle-rov, grasping Frances by the hair. The

pain of his rude hand on her lovely hair
i made Frances cry out In terror, pain and
shame. "I'll kill you ifyou move again!"

There was the sound of a quick and
stealthy tread. There was a swish in the
air. There was a gasp, a murmur from the
crowd, which fell back in consternation.

A heavy Russian riding whip swung
through the air in an arc and, descending,
cut the skin across the face of Neslerov.

"Cure you!" said a hearty American
voice. "I'll have your life for this!"

"Jack! Oh, Jack!" cried Frances, and
then, the last vestige of her strength de-
serting iier, she fell unconscious into
Jack Denton's outstretched arms.

CHAPTER VII.

ft DUEL.
Neslerov recoiled, and the writhing of

his face in pain and fury, together with
the long red cut made by the whip, gave
him the expression of a demon.

"You! You!" he gasped.
"Yes, I!" said Denton. "Fortunately, I

arrived in time to foil this dastardly at-
tempt of yours to take advantage of a de-
fenseless girl. I have been riding alcng
the railway from stream to stream exam-
ining the bridges. I reached this place on
my horse a moment ago. A boy saw me
coming and hurried to tell me what was
going on. I had no idea I should find a
frienit in need of help. But, thank God, I
was in time."

"You will never leave this place alive!"
said Neslerov.

He plucked a revolver from his pocket
and aimed at Denton.

A woman standing near held out .her
hands and caught the form of Frances and
bore it into her house. Denton, with
flashing eyes, leaped forward and closed
with Neslerov.

"It is a battle to the death between
giants!" cried a man in the crowd.

The pistol fell from the grasp of Nesle-
rov, and the whip before wielded by Den-
ton dropped) to the ground.

The iron fingers of Denton would close
on the throat of Neslerov, and it seemed
as though the struggle would end that
moment, but Neslerov would wrench him-
self free and leap at his enemy with a
curse and growl.

"It is you or I! One of us must die!"
cried Neslerov.

A swinging, crashing blow from the
American's right hand sent the governor
to the ground, where he lay as if stunned.

"Take care of him, somebody," said
Denton in Russian. "I don't want to kill
him."

He turned without a look at the fallen
man and started toward the hut. into
which Frances had been carried.

"Look out!"' cried a woman.
At the cry, which was echoed in the

crowd, Denton turned suddenly. The
dastardly Neslerov had feigned. He had
risen to his feet, and was creeping upon
his enemy with a dagger drawn.

"Oh, you are ;an assassin, eh?" said
Denton as he drew his revolver. "Let me
see if we can't settle you once for all."

While it might be that not one of the
villagers sympathized with Neslerov, yet
his act was not a crime to them. With
their sordid understanding of women, hav-
ing no rights, no freedom, no liberties
save what their lords and masters gave
them, the men of this place looked upon
the eagerness of Neslerov to be married
to so beautiful a girl as natural.

One of them, realizing that the gov-
ernor's safety was necessary to their cnvn,
sprang upon Denton and drove a knife
through the fleshy part of his arm.

The pistol fell to the earth near that of
Neslerov and two villagers picked them
up and hid them.

Like a flash Neslerov was upon his un-
armed foe, and his knife was raised to
strike, but Denton, with a quicker move-
ment, drew a knife from his belt. He had
ridden too often over the tundra to go
unprepared for enemies, human and other-
wise.

And now began a duel the like of
which the banks of the Irtish or its
branches will probably never see again.

Steel flashed on steel.
The blood from the wound in Denton's

arm was flung over the face and clothing
of Neslerov, while that from the bruises
on the governor's face grew thick and
dark, making him truly hideous.

With a grasp of iron Denton seized the
hand of Neslerov that held the dagger,
but with a wrench the governor get it
away and cut to the bone half the length
of Denton's finger.

But the American scarcely felt the i

wound. He was not fighting now for life,
nor for vengeance. He was fighting for
that girl who lay in the hut. He knew
that if Neslerov killed him and was not
killed himself, her life would be made such
a hell in the power of this monster of bru-
tality that death would be preferable.

A year ago she had told him she did
not and never could love him. It had I
been a quarrel. She didn't want to get j
married, and he asked her if his rough
exterior, the result of years of hard work,
in rude and dangerous places, was dis-
agreeable to her. He -said there were
fine gentlemen at Paris, New York, Lon-
don and St. Petersburg. She had an-
swered that she knew it. She preferred
their company to boors. They parted
then and had not met till now. |

Denton and Neslerov kept fighting on, j
the villagers too much aghast to step I
between or utter a word.

Neslerov felt his right arm getting
weaker. Denton's knife had slashed :
through the sleeve of his coat and found j
the bone near the elbow. An artery must j
have been cut, for the blood was thrown
from the end ot the sleeve. Made dcs- !
perate, he gathered all his strength for a j
final 'effort and sprang boldly upon his j
foe.

Denton, seeing an opportunity, and
knowing that nothing but a death blow i

seemed likely to end the fight, met the
plunge and drove his knife into Nesle-
rov's side.

With another curse, a spluttering of
blood and a groan the governor of Tomsk
sank to the ground at the foot of his ad-
versary, unconscious.

"Take care of him, you fellows; no need
to let him die," said Denton, examining
the wound. '"His lung is not touched.
Nothing fatal here, I am glad to say.
Here, you!"

The old priest came mumbling toward
him.

"You know more about surgery than the
rest. Get some water, bathe these wounds,
take a few stitches in the long cuts and
bandage him up."

"Yes, little father," said the priest,
trembling. "But what of you?"

"I can take care of myself."
He strode to the bank of the stream,

over which he had but a few months be-
fore built a bridge, and bathed his wounds.
Then he went into the hut to see Frances,
as if nothing had happened.

(To be continued.)
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The Brownlow and Henderson quarrel had
risen to bitter heights when Nelly Henderson
came home from the east. She threw herself
impetuously into her father's side of it and
told herself thut she hated young Brownlow,
whom she had known so well before the days
of the misunderstanding.

She was riding down a rocky defile. Her
face was flushed, her arms weary, for she
carried her pet lamb, Billy, an obstreperous
favorite, who ran away on every possible oc-
casion.

rus that the lamb was born on the Henderson
place, where he had been a favorite from his
birth.

They triumphantly retired, and Herbert
came forward.

"The lamb," he said quietly, "was also a
favorite ot mine from his birth, so much so
that you will find my brand under his
throat."

There was a ripple of excitement. Billy
\u25a0was examined. There ehome the brand with
startling distinctness.

Billywas seasick and rebellious, and when
she stooped over her gate latch he wriggled
out of her lap and jumped to the ground.

With an exclamation of impatience she
dismounted and began a livelybut vain chase.
She was in despair when a tall figure ap-
peared on the rocks above, and, taking him
for one of the ranchmen, she called peremp-
torily for aid.

"May it please the court," said the county
clerk, "that there brand could have been
stuck on any time while the crtetur was run-
nln' round, which it did frequently."

"Shut up, Jim!" said the court, brusquely.
'\u25a0'Who you reckon is runnln' this case? No'v,
Mr. Brown low, who seen you brand thai
sheep in your own yard?"

A Brownlow ranchman came forward. Un-
fortunately he was known for a liar, and the
court, who had been impressed by the brand,
looked puzzled.

The newcomer darted down. A brisk, un-
dignified scramble ensued, and Billy was
placed, kicking and struggling, in her arms,
while she herself faced Herbert Brownlow.

"I beg your pardon," she said coldly. "If
I had recognized you, I would never havegiven you this trouble."

"Don't apologize," returned her compan-
ion cheerfully. "I am very glad to havecome to the rescue."

"There's no question of rescue," said Miss
Henderson ungraciously. "Iwould soon havehad him. Billy is always easy to catch.""Very easy," murmured the other, glanc-
ing at his scratched hands and frayed
trousers.

"And please understand one thing," she
continued, "if you ever hear me call for
help, it doesn't mean you. It's bad enough
to live close to people who steal from you
under cover of the law—"

Here such an ominous expression came over
his face that she stopped, rather frightened.

"Will you go on? I should like to hear the
rest of the catalogue." *."Then you shall!" the girl cried reckless-
ly. "You have stolen a tract of our land.
Your men have cut our fences and branded
our strays."

(<

"Are you aware," said Herbert calmly,
"that the man from whom your father pur-
chased that tract never owned it; that we
paid hard money for it to the true possessor;
that it was so proved in court? Your other
charges are equally unfounded. In fact, the
only instance round here of seizing other peo,-
ple's property has been the case of a certain
pet lamb born on my father's ranch."

Miss Henderson clasped the outraged Billy
cloLely.

"Have you tjbe assurance to say. my lambwas stolen from you?"

! "I could prove it if I chose. But don't be
alarmed. You are welcome to him, only it
might make you a little more generous inyour remarks about others."

"I never heard of anything so impertinent!"
gasped Miss Henderson. "You think because
I am a girl you can call mo a thief, but you
shan't get off as easily as you imagine."

Two days later a man presented Herbert
with a very dirty note which ran as follows:
Mr. Herbert browulow

you are.Herbey summoned to attend justice
court on the Seventeenth instant to answer
for defamin the Character of miss Nelly
Henderson the Case rests on the onership ofone white lam the complainant has been ac-cused of stealin the said lam to the greatInjury of her feelins and Reputation. If you 'Have any Witnesses bring Those.[Signed] FOSTER CAMPBELL J P

Foster Campbell represented all that Clark
county know of law. He owned a large copy
of the code, in which he could not read a
word, but this did not trouble him, as an old
cripple whom he had -befriended and who was
termed clerk read his patron to sleep on the
intricacies of the law every nisht.

The two principals in the trial reached the
court, which was situated on the justice's
piazza, at exactly the same time.

Miss Henderson looked with dismay at a
large crowd of spectators. It dawned on her '•that it was Saturday and that every ranch-
man within fifty miles had taken a half day
to see the trial,

"What are these horrid men doing here?"
she exclaimed wrathfullyas the justice helped
her to alight. "I thought there'd be just
you and me, the witnesses, and—and Mr.
Brownlcw. I'll wait.

"Kain't do that," said the justice decidedly.
I Brownlow stepped forward.
I "I told Miss Henderson she could have the
lamb. She may drop the whole affair if she
chooses.'' •;

"She kain't," said the justice firmly. "Nei-
ther of you . kin .go nolle . prossln' things
around here like that. What begins in my
court finishes."

"I intend to finish," said Miss Henderson,
sweeping past Brownlow and taking the chair
reserved fcr her.

The justice cleared his throat.
"The first case on docket is Miss Henderson

versus Mr. Erownlow. Mr. Brownlow has ag-
grieved the complainants feelin's by oallin'
her a thief "
.."That I never did," said Herbert angrily.

"This court is not used to interruptions,"
sp.W the justice irritably. "This case will be
determined by the lamb. If it proves to be
Miss Henderson's, Mr. Brownlow will pay

jwhat damages the court sees fit. Is the lamb
here?" .........\

| One of the Henderson ranchmen brought
i Billyforward.
! "Miss Henderson," pursued the court, "will
! state her grounds for belie the lamb
hers." , .

The girl rose. She. made so pretty a picture
in her dark habit that. Brownlow secretly
cursed hiimself and Bill*'.

f '"Three weeks ago," she said clearly, "I
wanted a pet lamb. As we "have a few ewes
on our place, I asked these, men. who are
trusted employes of my father, to get one for

1me. They brought me that lamb from one of
our own ewe's." . •

The two "trusted employes" referred to |

ilooked Innocently around. They remembered j
j—yes—but they now swore In unshaken cho- I

"Ain't there no more witnesses?" he de-
manded wearily, and when a negative en-
sued he sat thinking.

The clerk spoke out boldly:
"May it please the court, I kin tell all

present how old Judge Rafferty established
a precedent in sich a case as this way back
when I was a youngster."

" Twas almost ezzaetly like this," wheezed
the clerk, "only 'twas a sorrel colt 'stead of
a sheep. The parties had knowed each other
for some time. 'Twas Ann Hatfleld au' Sam-
uel liassey as claimed the colt, an' there they
stood, the girl lookin' as sassy as you please
at Massey. She were a pretty girl, though
not so much so as Miss—"

"Go on," said the court, much relieved.

"Keep to your argiment," said the court
abruptly.

"Well, Rafferty he couldn't decide, an' says
he, 'No common law kin p'lnt on this mat-
ter,' says he. 'I kin turn to the Bible,' says
he, 'which is a mighty good code in itself,'
says he "an' follow the example of Jeremiah,'
says he —'or was it Isaiah?' —who cut that
unfornit baby in two,' says he. 'I'll just
slice the colt in two,' says he, 'an' give you
each half.'

"At that Ann she gave a scream, an' her
big blue eyes filled up pitifully. -You hain't
do that,' says he.

" 'Then,' says Rafferty. 'we'll do my way—
I'll marry you both out of hand, right here,'
says he, 'an' there needn't be no more dis-
putes over the lamb—colt, I mean—never no
more.' "

A faint cheer arose. Miss Henderson sprang
up.

' I'm going home," she declared, chokingly.
"I don't care 'what becomes of the lamb.
I'll never touch him again. There's my
purse," she added, flinging it into the jus-
tice's lap before he could rise. "If I owe
anything, pay it."

She was in the saddle and galloping down
the road before the court had time to re-
cover.

"She's done spilt a real interestin' case,"
said the clerk, regretfully. "It's goin' to be
thrown out, after all. Here's the bill of costs,
your honor. Mr. Brownlow will want to pay
his share."

"Who's gain' to take the darned lamb?"
cried the court. "Mr. Brownlow, you mout
as well have him."

"I don't wamt him," said Herbert, with
nearly as much repressed fury as Miss Hen-
derson had shown.

"I kain't have .him. here, protested the
alarmed justice. "It ain't legal to leave
things on the court's hands, an', besides, he'll
cat all my garden sass. Blast ycu:" he added
to the clerk. "It's all your fault. She didn't
like what you said about that old fool Raf-
frrty."

A swift impulse decided Herbert to t".ke
the fat little creature and drop him in the
Henderson yard.

Meantime Miss Henderson rode homeward,
quite unconscious that she was an object
of interest to two villp.inous looking horsemen
who were passing that way after leaving the
last town by request.

Not till their hands were en her reins did
she realize her peril, and, strange to say,
her cry for help was in Herbert's name.
Riding just above her in the defile where he
had first captured Billy, he heard her voice
and came down on the marauders.

Before the impetus of Brownlow's horse
the nearest thief went down, broncho nnd all.
The other showed fight, and a brisk exchange
of shots took place, but when the fallen one
regained his horse and fled the braver rogue
followed suit.

Sobbing with relief, Miss Henderson turned
gratefully to her rescuer, who sat stiffly in
his saddle, now clasping Billy across his
broad chest.

"How generous and brave!" she cried
eigerly. "I have been horrid to you. I just
wanted to make you uncomfortable and"—

"Very well." said her escort hoarsely and
curtly. "Shall we ride on?"

Miss Henderson complied. Under the influ-
ence of his abstracted and almost ungracious
manner she felt her old grievance returning
and held herself stiffly.

They rode on in sconce until she perceived
a great spot of crimson soaking through the
wool of the patient Billy.

She cried out in pity.
"He's hurt. Let me take him.". "Yes, take him," said Brownlow indistinct-

ly, and as she drew the lamb on her lap her
escort pitched forward on his horse's neck
with barely the strength to cling there blind-
ly, and the horrified girl understood.

Billy was dropped with a swiftness that
dazed him, and he stood holplessly gazing
after the strange pair, for Mies Henderson
had her arms around her enemy's shoulders
and was desperately trying to hold him in
the saddle until they could reach her father's
ranchhouse.

But, even this ride home was not so hard
as facing the county clerk six months after-
ward and being congratulated that, after all,
the case had been settled in "Rafferty's way."

A FIGHTING DOG
\u25a0Every dog has his day, but Slats, the

fighting bull terrier of Billy Sampson, c
North Side barkeeper, had a whole week
condensed into fifty seconds yesterday
afternoon. Incidentally he put out of ac-
tive service for a time the 1,200-pound
horse, belonging to an expressman, which
started the sequence of happenings that
made life interesting to Slats and a small
crowd at the corner of Oak and Wells
streets.

Slats was working off a surplus pressure
of animal spirits by leaping up in front
of passing horses, barking joyously the
while. The expressman's horse failed to
soe the joke; with a cleverly directed side
kick he bowled Slats over into the current
of Wells street's liquid mud. The bull
terrier countered with a mouth grip on
the right hind leg of the horse, and the
next instant was flying through the air

over the car tracks to the opposite curb
line. A passing hearse caught Slats on
the rebound and tossed him onto the
resilient tender cf a southbound Lincoln
avenue grip car; the recoil of the springs
shot Slats back into the funeral proces-
sion, and the horses of the carriage fol-
lowing the hearse walked ail over the
yelping dog. Slats managed to escape the
carriage wheels, and gathering himself
together loped on three legs down Wells
street for the side door of his horne 1 sa-
loon.

Sampson and the expressman had al-
most reached the bare-knuckle point of
their argument as to whether the dog or
the horse was the practical joker, when
Slats' yelps of pain and surprise, the
frenzied clanging of the grip-car bell and
the warning shouts of the onlookers broke
the thread of the debate. Sampson hur-
ried after Slats, and the expressman tore
a blanket to bandage his horse's wounded
leg.
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IT IS IMPORTAWT.

To Know What You Are TaUinti
When Loins Catarrh Medicines.

Catarrh is the short route to consump-
tion, and the importance of early and ju-
dicious treatment of catarrh, whether lo*
cated in the head, throat or bronchial
tubes, cannot be too strongly empha-
sized.

The list of catarrh cures is as long as
the moral law and the forms in which
they are administered, numerous and con-
fusing, from sprays, inhalers, washes,
ointments, and salves to powders, liquids,
and tablets.

The tablet form is undoubtedly the
most convenient and the most effective,
but with nearly all advertised catarrh
remedies it is almost entirely a matter
of guess work as to what you are taking
into your system, as the proprietors,
while making all sorts of claims as to
what their medicines will do, always
keep it a close secret as to what they
are.

The success and popularity of the new
catarrh cure, Stuart's Catarrh Tablets, is
largely because it not only cures catarrh
but because catarrh sufferers who use
these tablets know what they are taking
into their systems. Stuart's Catarrh
Tablets, are composed of Red Gum, Blood
Root and similar valuable and antiseptic
ingredients, and are pleasant to the
taste and being dissolved in the moutU
they take immediate effect upon the
mucous lining of the throat, nasal pas-
sages and whole respiratory tract.

The cures that Stuart's Catarrh Tablets
have accomplished in old chronic cases of
catarrh are little short of remarkable,
and the advantage of knowing what you
are putting into your stomach is of para-
mount importance when it is remembered
that the cocaine or morphine habit has
been frequently contracted as the re-
sult of using secret catarrh remedies.

Stuart's Catarrh Tablets meet with cor-
dial approval from physicians, because
their antiseptic character renders them
perfectly safe for the general public tduse and their composition makes them a
common sense cure for all forms of ca-
tarrhal troubles.

All druggists sell them at 50 cents for
full sized packages.
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