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J BROOK IIL
CHAPTER Viii—{Centinued).
B WASH our clothes in the river,
on who hoa corn, dlg In a gar-
Land wanh olothea, sam the whole-
& Broad of lle,
ay Paul brought the Arst bluebelis
. and put them ix water for
¥ oo wers buda; and when they

S out he snid, “God haa blenwed
0! "
Wb% nurse the sick. The good-
S of (hesa ploncer woman is unfalling.
Y the areat and kind friendship
\sa Du Chaumonis. They help me
of Cousin Philippe.
meditated today, I don't want
the Father's fesllngn. 1 don’t
BS to say He was greedy and made
iter  place for Himself in hoaven
He made for us down here. - I
Just bocause He I there?"
he iy & man I am golng to tell
L apd say: 'But 1 have bullt my’
S mot wrecked it I have been yours,
» .ma such stories ax this: "'Onoce
ix A lime lhers Wwns such = loving
) came down. And they ran a siring
nis stomach and bung him on
FSall.  He never whined o m‘l‘."h
¢ in this country, which s
o ml are nearly wl' bound. Those
Jack money as we do cannot go
they pleans, or live an they would
g that freedom?
egol autumn night, when the fire
the ten children of the settie-
ting or agreelng, come running
houses like hens. 'Wao sit on
y in front of the hearth, and I
y the oft - repeated martydom of
he re Pig." Thia tale. invented once
as | could talk, | hive been
d to repeat until I dread the shades

::l'l;lnn bunch thelr heads to-
or: thelr lips part, as soon as I be-
i

Ty ,::’m that glowing spot in the
btt of the conls? That is the house of
s Fire Plg. One day the Fire Pig
ad he had no more corn, and he was
v hun . Bo he jumped out o’tl his
e and ran down the road till he
to a farmer'a field, ,
sd morning, Mr. Farmer,” sald the
“Have you any corn for me

y, who are you? sald the farmer.
a little Fire Pig*
1 haven't any corn for a Fire

ran on till he came to another
r's fleld,
morning, Mr. Farmer, have you
 garny for me today T
yo AT ' sald the farmer,
Oh, I'm the little Fire Pig."
sn't know,” sald the farmer. *1
give you n great bagful if you
kill the snake which comes every
fand steals my cattle.”
thought, “How ecan I kill that
* but he was 8o hungry he knew
auld sturve without corn, so he sald
d try. The farmer told him to go
in the fleld, where the snake came
at night with ite head reared high
Sir. The pig wont down into the mead-
f ind the firnt creature he siw was a

,"' #* gald the sheep. That was |is
iy of saying 'How do you do?" *““Who

r
tl'n lttle Fire Plg."
hat are you doing here?"
X come o kill the great snake that
is the farmer's cattle.”
very glad,” mald the sheep, “for
my lambs. How are you golng
nr
don't know." waald the pig: "can’'t
p me™
[l give you some of my wool.”
.thanked the sheap, and went &
o r and. met & horse. /'He-ae-
Fsald tha horse. That wns his way of
ri “How do you do?' *“Who are

Ml in the little Fire Pig.”
fWhat are you «doing here?
) come to kill the gresat snake that
Mis the farmer's oattle.”
glad of that,'” maid the horse;
b It steals my colts, How are you
glng to do (t?”
pn't know,” salil the plg. “Can't
i Belp me T
glve you some of the long hairs
L my tail.” sald the horse.
SR plg took them and thanked the
. And when he went a littls farther
& cow,
' sald the cow. That was her
mying, "How do you do?" ““Who
r.

ey

the litlle Fire Pig."
it are. you doing here?"’
B come to kill the great snake that
farmer's cattle."”
glad of thut, for It eteals my
How are you golng to do It?
know, Can't you help me?"
SElve you one of my sharp horns,"

ocow.
4 pig took it and thanked bher.
. spun and he twisted, and he
W twisted, and made s strong
of the sheep's wool, And he
id he bralded, and he wove and he
And made m cunning mnare of
rEe's tall. And he whetted and
ide & keen dart of the cow's horn.
= =—— Now when tho Mlttle pig
Ml bis materials ready, and secs the
L flake come gllding, gliding—I turn
tulttion over to the children. What
with the rope, the snare and
MT They work it out each in his

Y, There Is a mighty wranging
und tha hewrth.
W never really like another,

MetmE 80,

betng used to the sight of the

8L Lake George makes It lm-
for me to imagine what the set-
A, and that ls an attack. We

g around by forests, In primlt:;!

b much time and strength go to the
of food that we can think of

TR

M bad to slave st work as o
it plessure. But God may forgive
. cannot help.

% I8 & very 0ld woman among the
Whom they call Granny. Weoflten
" '\ Bhe cannot get a gourd
her nose and chin when ahe

Al has forgotten mhe ever had
Hhe does mot expect much; but
W one t she contends for, and

kuee!
Chaumont would be angry If
Jhlugn. 1o weave, for in-
“would nibt

be algry. That

i

By MARY HARTWELL CATHERWOOD

and he whetted und sharpened,

The “Broad Highway" is the
title of & new serinl story
which will begin in the
EVENING LEDGER on Bep-
tember 14, 1915. The story is
unique. In England it has had
an unusual vogue, not merely
because it is & well-written
story, but because it describes
with a truly vivid power the
deeds and ners of a pic-
turesque

The story begins in
the September 14th issue
of the EVENING LED-
GER amd will be continued
therein daily. September
14 is the EVENING LED-
GER'S first anniversary.

The isvue of that day will be

full of good things. Midst the
mass, see that you do not over-
look the great new serial,

“THE BROAD HIGHWAY”

By JEFFERY FARNOL

In a bubble of oy, But If you have kept
it, It speaks to you every day.

The children love to have me dance
Eavoltes for them. Home of thelr mothers
consider It levity, Bl they feel the
nesd of a lttle levitys themselves.

CHAPTER IX.
¥ GODI What had she seen In me to
love? T sat up end held the book
against my hosom. Its cry out of her past
filled the world from horizon to horizon

Punctusted by years, bursting from
eternities of suppression, it brought an
acoumulated foroe that swept the soul
out of my hody.

All that had not been written in ths
book wus ns emsily rend as what was
met down. [ saw the monotony of her
life, and her glldipg of Ita rudenoss, the
pastimes she thought out for children;
1 saw her nuralng the helplessnsss which
leaned upon her, and turning aside the
contempt of ploneer women who passion-
ately admired strong men. 1 saw her}ru
walting on the distant laggard “who
stupldly pursued his own affairs until it
was too late to protect her. 1 read the
entries over and over. When day broke
it seemed to mo the morning nfter my
own death, such knowing and experiencing
had passed through me. I could not ses
her again until I had command of myself.

Bo I dressed and went silently down
ftalrs, Often when I open my eyes at
dawn I hear music far off that makes
my heart swell, It Is the waking dream
of a king marching with drums and
bugles,

The ferryman lived near the old stock-
ade. Bome time always passed after he
saw  the slgnals before the deliberate
Frenchman responded. 1 led my horss
upon the unwieldly craft propelled by two
huge oars, which the ferryman managed,
running from one to another according to
the awing of the current. It waas broad
day when we reached the other shore:
one of those days, gray overhead, when
moisture breaks upward through the

ground, Instead of descending. Many,
light clouds—flitted under the grayness. |

The grass showed with a kind of green
blush through its old brown fleece

I saw the first salling vessel of spring
coming to anchor, from #he straits of the
great Iankes, Once I would have hailed
thiat vessel as possible bearer of news.
Now it could bring me nothing of any
Importance. o

The trall along the Fox river lod over
rolling land, dipping into coves and rising
over hills. The Fox, steel bluoe in shade,
becomeae tawny ag Its namesake when Ite
fur of rough waves is combed to redness
in the sunlight. Under grayness, with a
soft wind blowing, the Fox showed his
blue coat.

It was certain I was not to marry. And
being without breakfast and unstimulated
by the sky, I began to think also what
unstable material 1 had taken In hand
when 1 undertook to work with Indlana
Instinetively 1 knew then what a young
southern statesman named Jefferson Davis
whom [ first met ns a commandant of the
fort at Green Bay—afterward told me In
Washington: “No commonwealth in &
republic will stand with Interests apart
from the federated whole” White men,
who have exclalmed from the beginning
against injustice done the red man, and
who keep on pitying und exterminating
him, made a federnted whole with inter-
ests apart from his.

Again when 1 looked back I saw the
figure, but it was afoot, and I soon lost
it in & cove. :

My house had been left undisturbed by
hunters and Indians through the winger.
I ted the horse to a gallery post and un-
fastened the door. A pile of refuse tim-
bers offored wood for a fire, and I carried
in several loads of it, and lighted the
virgin chimney. Then I brought water
from the spring and ate breskfast, sitting
before the fire and thinking a little wear-
fly and bitterly of my prospect in life.

Having fed my horse, | covered the fire,
leaving a good store of tuel by the hearth,
and rode awiy toward the Menominee and
Winnebago lands,

Tho day was a hard one, and when i
cnme back toward nightfall 1 was gind
1o stop with the ofcers of Lhe stockade
end share thelr mess.

“You looked fagged,” sald one g! them,

““T'he horse paths are heavy,” I an-
sgwered, “and 1 have been as far ae the

d.-l.
m!dl;:d l;nun as far as that remote time
when Eagle was not a Cloud-Mother, Te
croes the river and sea hor pmiling In
meaningless happliess seemed more thun
1 could do. N

Yel ahe might notios my absence. We
had been housed togethor ever wince she
kad discovered me. Our walks and ridens,
our fireside tallkn and evening dwmlmgl
wers never ssparate. At Plerre Grignon's
the family flocked In companies. Wl::r‘:
the padiocked book senl me out of
house I forgot thati ahe was used to my
sbsence and might be disturbed by &n
abasence no one could expiain, o2

“The firet selling venael ll- in from

" the lisutenant.
“"#:: I-::d- her comae to anchor ke 1
rode out this morning.” -

“She hrou;hfi a pamﬂl:;'-'

™ of lmportan

“:rrmrum. no, " At sscond blush,
Y Why me' st mt“umupr;“ \

- he in only a .

“On u.: t, haughty officer! Are
eiviligne u:ﬂe:unhnm dirt under army
foot ™

The lieutensnt grinned

n

Whe e A nullmlrz priest
Mlo’::nlmalﬂ of Capadians, he
doesn't seem Quite imporiant as &

Freat man lke this one will be certainly
quartersd with them."

"What s he lke?
“A smooth und eany gentieman.”
“In a cassock?’

"Tell & poor posat lleutenant what a
cansock 18"

“The long-skirted black coat reaching
to the heeln.™

"Our misslonary priests don't wear It
here. ¥a has the bands and broad hat
and general appearance of m priest, but
his coat lan't very long."

“Then he has lald aside the cassock
while travellng throukh this country.” *

The prelate from Ghent, no doubl a
common priest, that the lHeutenant under-
took to dignify, silpped direcily out of
my mind.

Madame Ursule was walling for me, on
the gallory with fluted pillars at the
front of the house.

“M'a'r Willlams, where s Madelelne?’

Her anxiety vibrated through the dark-
ness,

"“Bhe has not been seen today."

We astood In silence, then began to
speak together,

“Hul, madame——"

“Ms'r Willlams a

"1 went awnuy earl e

“When I heard from the Pawnees that
you had gone off on horseback so early 1
thought it posaible you might have taken
hor with you.™

“Madame, how could 1 do that?"

"Of courss you wouldn't have done that.
But we can't find her. We've Inquired
ail over La Baye. BEhe left the houss
when no one saw her, 8he was never out
after nightfall before."

"Bul, madame, she must be here!"

"Oh, m'e'r, my hope was that you knew
whera she Is—she has followed you about
so! The poor child may be at the bottom
of the river!

“She can't ba at the bottom of the
river!”™ 1 retorted,

The girls ran out. They were dresssd
for & dance, and drew gauzy scarfs
around thelr anxious faces., Thoe house
had been searched from ground to attle
more than once. They were sure she
must be hidden from them.

I remembered the figure that appeared
to me on the trall. My heart stopped, [
could not humiliste my Cloud-Mother by
placing her befora them in the aet of
tracking me like a dog. I could not tell
any one about it, but asked for Bkene-
donk.

The Indlan had been out on the river
In i canoe. He came sllently, and stood
near me. The book was betwoen us. [
had it In the breast of my coat and he
had it on his conscience.

“Bring out your horse and get me a
fresh one,”™ T sald.

"Where shall 1 find opa?’

“"Plerre will glve yvou one of ourn,' aald
Madame Ursule. *“But you must eat.'

“I had my supper with the ofMicers of
the fort, madame. I would have mnade a
briefer stay If T had known what had
happened on thia slde of the river.'*

‘T forgot to tell you, M's'r Willlams,
there Is an abbe here from Europe. Ha
nrked for you.'

“T cannot see him fonight.'*

Skenedonk drew near me to speak, but
I was Impatient of any delay, We went
into the house, and Madame Ursuls sald
ahe would bring a blanket and some fobd
to strap behind my saddle. The girla
helped her. There was a hush through the
Jolly house. The master bustied out of
the family room. [ saw behind him,
standing as he had stood at Mittau, a
priest of fine and sweet presence, walting
for Plerre Grignon to speak the words of
Introduction,

“It Is like seelng France again!'' ox-
clnimed the master of the house, “Abbe
Edgeworth, this ls M'a'r Willlamas."

“Monnleur,” sald the abbe to me with
perfect courtesy, ‘‘beliove me, I am gina
to ses you."

“Monsleur,” T anawered., glving him as
brief notice as he had given me in Mittau,
yet without rancor,—there was no room
in me for that. “You have unerringly
found the best house In the Illinols Ter-
thry:. and I leave you to the enjoyment
of it."

““You are leaving the house, monsieur?"

“I find I am obliged to make a short
journey."

“1 have made a long one, monsieur. It
may be best to tell you that I come
charged with & message for you. "

I thought of Madame d'Angouleme. The
slster whe had been mine for a few
minutes, and from whom this priest ha-+
cast me out, declaring that God haa
smitten the protender when my eclipse
lnid me at his feet—-remembered me in her
second exile, perhape balleved In me still
Women put wonderful restralnts upon
themapelves

Abbes Edgeworih and [ looked steadlly
at each other,

“I hope Madame 4"Angouleme is well?™*

“Bhe In well, and is still the comforter
of his Majesty's misfortune.*

“Monsleur the Abbe, & message would
need 1o be very urgent to be listensd to
tonight. I will give you audience In the
morning. or whon I return*

(CONTINUED MONDAY.)

P. R. R. SUES TO GET 34 CENTS

Traveler Who Insisted on' Riding
From This City on Old Ticket

vanis
fta kind In the world, will be
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. Bob's Wisdom

Gersldine stood on the poreh until her
aunt's oarriame turned the corner of the
village stresl. Then she went back Into
the house. Bhe wan now sole mistress of
!

I wondler \f IU's ungralsfol in me to
fesl mioh Joy oved my rew Infepénd-
enca ™ sha wendersd, an she wandered
from reem o reem. "“Aunt Alice Was a
darlthe to come heres after mother's
death, and stay here #o long. 1 really do
appreciate that. Yel—"

8he really couM not repress the hap-
piness that surged through her at the
realimation that she was al lanst suprems
manager of herself and the houss, Therae
had been times when Aunt Alloe seemed
to forget that she had reached her
tovenithon, A girl of 31 wan mors than cap-
able of running & houme, It had been a
birsming that Aunt Alice suddenly decided
to marry.

“I might have deteriorated into a jelly
fish, If ehe hadn't,” smiled Geraldine.

Out of sheor joy, abe ™mn up the hroad
stalrease, and danced Into the large front
bedroom. Thin was the room thint Aunt
Alloe had had. Now It belonged to the
new mistresa. In a fever of happiness,
ahe flew luto the amall back room which
she had occupled, and began taking the
things out of her bureau drawer in prep-
aration for moving them

“1 declare, i's like a pisce of fetlon,’
she thought aa she worked. ““Now ml
that's Incking is the hero.”

Then her brow clouded, She dropped
the armful of things on the bed, Rest-
leanly, she walked to the window and
stood looking down on tha smooth lawn.

For in her heart shs knew that the
hero woae not at all Iacking, No, Indeed.
Ther: was 8 hero—but—

“He's not the kind of a hero I want'"”
she murmured stormily. “"Haven't [ just
escaped from one reilgn of tyranny?
Dota he suppose I'm golng to step into
another? No, sir. Bob Hartly has a na-
ture even more domineering than Aunt
Allce’'s. Why, he's noted for his pug-
nacity,”

Indeed, Bob Hartly was noted for his
fighting blood. In business, in politics, In
club {ife, hoe was distinguished for hias
ruthiess acts,

“It's not Il temper,"” people sald of
him. “It's just that he's made that way
—strong-willed. He walks over every
one, rough-shod.”

“And that's the man who has done
everything in his power to moake me
fall In love with him,” sald Geraldine,
resentfully. "“"Well, he can’t ‘o it—not
with all his offers of good times and his
flowers and books and candy. I'd like
him If it weren't for that famous pug-
nacity. Does he actually think I haven't
heard about It? Does he think any girl
wonld have him—with such a nature as
that

That afternoon, when he called, she
floated down the stairs a little more cool-
1y than usual,

“How do you do, Mr. Hartly?" ahe
smiled indifferently.

Bob Hartly's face fell He had rath-
er expected to find her In u less formal
mood after the excltement of her aunt's
departure and the realization of becoming
sole mintress of the large house. He had
come to take advantage of this moment
of excitement.

“"Which Iz decidedly falr—considering
that I've bean oourting her for two
vears,” he had vindleated himself.

“Well how do you llke belng mistreas
of this blg place? he asked, studying
her as he seated himself bahind the green
vines of the porch, “1 wonder If wyou
order the servants around haughtily—the
way I did when I returned from coliege?
1 wonder If you'rs experiencing the sama
sort of thing 1 experienced then—the re-
allgation that | was my own boss™"

Accldemtally he had founfl the very thing
that would make her drop her barrier of
formallty. Like n flash she sat forward:
Her oyes anapped.

“I guees 1 am!" she cried happily. “Ian't
it & wonderful feeling? [ suppose most
men have an opportunity to experience
that, but some women never do, If Aunt
Allce hadn't married I might never have.
It's just a wonderful glow of Indepen-
dence that you'll never let go of when
you've onck experienced I’

Bob Hartley sat up. He looked at her
keenly, What he saw In her face made
his own eyes narrow a lttle A slight
emile passed his lips

“No," he answered swiftly; *“that's
right. Don't let go of 1t! You just hang
on to that independence. He careful in
forming any new alllunces with rela-
tives. Don't put yourself in close com-
pany with any ons who'll try to manage
you. 1 tell you, the state of single
blessedness lu the best one.'

Shortly after this he left, As Geraldine
watched himn disappesr down the street
It meemed to her that his step had an
eager quality, as though he had forgot-
ten someothing and had rushed off to at-
tend to it. When she thought It over It
onme back to her that he had left rather
abruptly. Indeed, he had never befure
made po short a cull

“Which really doesn't matter In the
lenst," she told herself loftily,

Later that evening, however, she wps
not so lofty in her thoughts about Bob
Hartly. As she walked in her garden,
after dinner, she said to her stablemun:

“Did you get Miss Devon's trunk off on
time, Tom "

“Yes, Miss Geraldine,” he answered.
“And I can tell you she's married a
good man, your auntle has,. What did
he do but help me lft It off the car-
riage. Thete was Mr. Hartlly standing
right there, miss, but he didn't offer
He was just calling proud-ltke to know
it the train would be on time™

“Mr. Hartly there!” Geraldine knitted
her brows. Mr. Hartly had not men-
tioned being at the station at the time
of her aunt's departure. *“"Do you mean
that Mr. Hartly was there to seo them
off ™" phe asked the man,

The answer was rather a shocok,

“No, Misa Geraldine. He was thore
waltin® for some girl that was comin’ on
the traln. I hoard him ask the statiop
agent If she got off*™

“Ah, yeo" said Geranldine disinterest.
edly, turning back to the houss

But when she found herself in the pri-
vicy of the great front room wshe no
longer affected diainterest. In nervous
resllessness, she walked up and down.
All at once she felt suffocated—aick.

“1 don't love him, I dan't!" she vowed
ta herself. “it's ridiculous to act this
way."

Suddenly the memory of his hasty de-
parture came over her and ahe knew
why he had left so hurriedly,

““The 4 traln. 1 remember hearing
the whistie!' she sald.

‘Then she started. Her oyes fixed them.
:v‘:‘ on ;;Mhil‘ll I.hrtm:.h ht.hl front

n LE ore, passing t Ouse, Was
Bob Hartly—with & girl.

O course, she was the pretticat girl
Gornldine had ever seen, and. of course,
she was amiing up inlo bis fece with &
confidence that bespoke
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1
4000 Chicago School Teachers on Strike

Chicago's public school teachers were ordered to annul their mem-
bership in the Teachers' Federation within 30 days! They refused
and a fight is now on. Parents and pupils are taking sides. The
controversy is of nation-wide importance. Its union labor possibil-
ities and the manner in which it may affect the training of Young
America are points yet to be decided.

Il
An American’s Heroism in Stricken Se. .ia
The noble work of Doctor Ryan in caring for typhus patients and
wounded soldiers in Belgrade is one of the high lights in the latest
foreign letter of Fullerton L. Waldo. The author paints a won-

dcrfu! picture of the horrors of war and the Scranton physician's
devotion to duty in the shadow of death.

I11
Ancient Pueblo Life in Philadelphia
Mrs. Lucy Wilson has excavated many important Indian relics
in New Mexico for the Philadelphia Commercial Museum. Her
expedition has been most successful in securing many genuine

rarities. Along with the fascinating history of the Aborigines are
interesting photos.

IV
Romance and Reward of American Songs
A noted Philadelphia music publisher takes Joseph Jackson behind
the scenes and shows the secrets of how songs are produced, popular-

ized, circularized and published. Mr. Jackson gives many interesting
instances of the manner in which ballads are accepted by the public.

\'4
“The City of Pleasure”

By ARNOLD BENNETT _
The fourth instalment of this wonderful tale of mystery. The char-
acters aré¢ all introduced and the settings prepared for intcresting
episodes to follow. Mr. Bennett is one of the most popular an
widely read of living novelists.

VI

The Dangers and Benefits of Exercise
By WOODS HUTCHINSON, A. M., M. D.
How to take exercise with profit; the exercise that builds up and that
which actually reduces bodily vigor are given in detail. Some health
hints that are practical for the average person and scientific from the
phvsician's standpoint.

VII

Women’s Interests
M. _unstine Frederick's “The Vacuum Cleaner.”
types and kinds suited to each household duty.
“Start Your Easter Lilies Now,” by Jane Leslie Kift.
“Observation Classes for Home Makers,” by Virginia Earle.
“Welfare Work for Women,” by Eleanor Gilbert.
“Child Mortality the Result of Ignorance,” by Louise Hogan
Peggy Shippen’s society page.

The different

VIII
Sports Magazine
“The Weight Juggling Mistake of the New American Boxing Asso-
ciation,” by Wm. H. Rocap.
“The Innocent Victim of an Incomplete A. A. U: Investigation,” by
E. R. Bushnell.

“The ‘Lead-Offf Man Who ‘Gets On’ Wins the Ball Games,” by
Geo. M. Young.

“The Managerial Fight in the American League,” by Stoney
McLinn.

“Fitchburg Just Knew Pat Would Get There,” by James M.
Guilfogle.

“Ten Women Exchange Shots,” by F. W. Wilson.

“Making Motorboat Champions Under Present Rules,” by E. H,
Rosenberger. X

Intaglio Section
The New Idea in Naval War- Marine Pictures of Marines and
fare. “The Screen Makers.”

: Feats of Engineering.
gizr;ﬂ:iﬁlsm:!;:"“ Who Need ;o0 War iutorysu Told by

the Camera.
Autumn in the Poconos. shury Park Carnival.
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