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A Tale of 19th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance
By JEFFERY FARNOL
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“That Is a gquestion open to argument,
Donald,'* sald 1: “onn anyone piky real
musle on n bagpipe, think you ™

By roturned the Hoeot, setting down
the empty flask and frowning darkly at
the fire, “the pipea I8 the king of a
mnnumpmu. s the awsatest, the trussl,
the oloest. whateffer'™

Hoot toot! the man tatks like n muokie
fide,” maid Donald, nodding to the fAre

“For Instance,” I continusd, “thers can
be no comparison betwesn a bagpipe und
n—=llddie, nay "

A Nddls™ axolalmed
oants of withering
dresaing ths fire

Donald, in aeé-
peorn, and =till ad-
Ye oan Julst tell him

_= q’;’m‘u .‘,'m:l,'."m':ﬁ?"h,':: e gAng tae the de'll wi' his Addle.”
proves ta only A Beotshman, Music is, 1 take it, the expression of
_ one'm mood or thought, A dream trans.
OMAPTER XXII1, inted into mound.” mald 1 thoughtfully,
“ HO are you?™ sald L, in no very | therefore.
geanils tons. Hae yo over heard the plpeat™

“Dnt_lll‘t my name, #ir, an' If ys had
An #'a for the tartan; ye'd ken I was a

Btuart,”

YAnd what de you want hers, Donald
Stuart ™

e verra question ahe'd askin' ye'sel’
~what" gars ya the come Fowkin' an'
aplerin’' aboot here at sle an hour?

“It I» my Intentlon to live here, for
the future.” eald 1

“Hoot toot! wye'll ba no meanin’ I

“PBut 1 do mean It mald 1

*“¥ih, man! but ye maun ken the place
s mo oanny, what wi' pixies, an’ war-
jocka, an' kelples, forbye—*

“Indeed, they told me It was haunted,
but T determined to ses for myseif.”

Weel T

*Well, I am glad to find It haunted by
nothing worss than a wandering Scota
IIW-"

The Highlander smiled hin wry amile,
and taking out & snuffhox, inhaled &
ploch, regarding me the while.

"“Ye're the first an aver stayed—after
they'd heard the fAret bt squenkis, tae
find out if 't wers a real bogls or no."

“But how in the world 4ld you maks
puch awful sounds?’

“I'm thinkin' it's the bit aqueakis }-e'ul

be meanin'™ he ingquired.

"“Yea; how 4id you do 7

“Oh, it's Julst the pipen!" he anawered,
patting them affectionataly, “will T show
¥e the noo?™

“Pray 40" enld 1. Hersupon he ast
the mouthpaleca to his lips, Infated the
bag. stopped the vents with his fingers
and Immediately the alr vibrated with
thoe bubbling stream 1| have already mt-
tempted to describe

“Oh, man!' he exclaimed. laving the

, still groaning Instrument genily aslde,
“oh, man! i» It no Julst won'erful™”

“But what has boen wyour object In
terrifying people out of thelr wita in this
mannar™’

‘Sir, It's &' on account o' the

“Snuff!’'" I repeated

Julst that!" hs nodded.

“Snuff,” msald [ agaln
- meanT"

The piper smiled

saufr*

“what do you

again—a slow asmile,
that seemingly dawned only to wvanish
again; It was, indeed, If 1 may so ex-
prean It, & grave and solemn smile, and
By nearest approach to mirth, for not
& ande In the days which followed did 1
S gvar aee him give vent to a laugh.
The piper smiled, then, and, unwind-
L Ing the plald from his shoulder, spread
n the floor and sat fown
“Yeo maun Ken,” he began, “that T hae
muckle love for the snuff, an’ snuff Is

unce expensseve In thess parts.”
“Well™' mnid 1

“Ye maun ken, In the second place,
that ma brither Alan canna' ablde the
snufr,”

“Your brother Alan!” mald 1 wonder-
ing.

he nodded gravely
what has he to do

“Mn brither Alan*

“But what of him,
with—""

“Mnan, bide a wee.

*Go on. then.'” said 1.

I'm comin' the that
“I'm latening

*Weel, 1'd nae Yo tao keh I'm & braw,
bonnle plper, an’ ma brither Alan, he's &
bonnle plper, too—no sic o falr graund
piper ns me, hein' somewhat uncertain
wi' his ‘warblers,’ ye ken, but a bonnle
plper, whateffer Aweel, maebhbe, a yYear
ayne. I fell In love wi' n lassle, which
wad ha' been o ht if mu brither Alan
hadna' fallen Lo love wi' her, too, so
that she, pulr lasaie, didoa’ ken which
the tak' ‘Domal, says Alan, 'ean ¥& no
love anither Insele; she ¢an no marry the
twa o us, that's sure!’ “Phen Alan,'
eayn 1, ‘we'll Julst play for her' Which
1 think ve'll own wans A greund ideo,
only the lassle oouldna’ julst mak’ up her
mind which o' us piped the best, Bo the
end of it was we agresd, ma brither
Alan an' I to plpe oor way through
Fingland for a year, an’ the man wha
came back wi' the mnaist wsiller should
wad the Inmnle.”

“and a very falr proposal,” sald 1,
ut—"

“*Wheont, man! Just here's whore wa

to the asnuff, for, look ye, every

ime 1 bought a paper o' snuff I minded
ne that ma brither Alan, not takkin® it
himself, was so much siller tas the gude—
an'—oh, man! it used tne grieve me sulr—
L, one dny, 1 lighted on this bit hoosie. '
Well™' sald T

“What, d've no pee It

“No, Indesd,” 1 answered

“Eh, man! ma brither Alan doesna’
buy the snulf, but he must has & rool tas
sheiter him an' a bed tas lie in o' nights,
sn' pay for It, too, ye ken, fourpence,
or & bawhee, or a shillln’, an the cuse
may be, whiles hore I hae baith for the
takkin'. An‘, oh, man! many’'s the nicht
1've alept tho sweater for thinkin' o that
saxpence or shillin' that Alan's a-partin’

for & bed little better than mine. 8o,
fu' tas keep this bit hoosie tae my-

nel—saein’ 't was haunted as they ea’ It
T Julst kep’ up the fllusion on aceount o
trampers, wanderin’ gipsles, an' sic-like
dirty tykes. Eh' but “twas falr graund
tae see ‘o rvinain' awa’ as If the de't)
wate after them, splerin’ back o'er Lhelr

phoulders, an' &' by reason of a bit
squeakis o' the plpes, here. An' so, air,
¥& has 1t

f now proceedec t} butld and rellght

the fir during which the Beot drew a
packet of bLwread and choose from his
aporran, togelher with a fAask which,

having uncurked, he held out to me with
the ome word, “Whuskey!"
“Thank you. Donald, but 1 rarely drink
puything stronger than sle’ satd I
“hwesl!" sald he, “If ye winna', ye
winpa', an’ there's but & wee drapple left,
the be spure. Whereupon, after two or
geperous gulpa, he sddressed him-
to bis bread and chesws, and I, foi-
his cammple, ook out the edibles
m provided

.m bida here, yu tell

yo're minded
'h’ nogulred, after o while,

1 nodded, "'but th:: -.I\.: not
fere with Wo can live here as
an one, mow that I bave hnd
st you, I think we might get

well together ™
he, solemaly, "my race is
Stuart—hare's a Stuart's
reached out his hand (e
hearih with & gesture that
reposelul diguity. Indeed.
1o have sean Donseid

dignified.
dn you Oad it these parts?”

"Why, yes, but long ago."

“Thon,” sald Donald, “ye shall fuist
hear ‘am again.” Bo saying, he wiped his
mouth, took up his Instrument, and bogan
alowly nflating it

Then, nall at onoe, from drones and
chanter there rushed forth sueh a fAood
of melody an seemed 1o awesp Mme away
upon ita tide,

“Donnid,” sald I, after a little,
ald, 1 will never speak against the plpes
nEnin; they are Indeed the king of all In-
struments—playsd as you piay them.*

“Ou Ay, I'm a bonnla piper, I'll no deny
It he answered. "U'm glad yo like It
for, Bassennch though ye be, It proves yw
hae the music, *T in a bit pibroch | made
tan Wullle Walince—him as the damned
Samwenach murdered—Ylack be their fa',
Awesl! 't wan done afore your timn or
mine—ao—gude-nict tas ye, Southeron!™
Eaying which, he rose, saluted me sy,
hnd stalleed majestically to bed,

CHAPTER XXIV

TH'F: world waa full
bilthe mong of birls, and the aweed,

pure breath of waking fMowers an | rose
next morning, and, coming 1o the stream,
threw myself down beslds It and plunged
my hands and arms and head
limpld water whoss contact seemed to fill
me with a wondrous gindness In koeplng
with the world about me.

in n Httle while [ ro with the water
dripping from me and having made shift
to dry myself upon my neckeloth, nothing
tlss belng avallable, returned to the cot-
tage

Above

of sunshine, the

into the

&

my head 1 could hene »
round rislhg and falling with w rhythmio
meanure, that told me Donald still slept
#o, clapping on my huat and cont, | started
out to my first’ day's work at the f
bronkfastless, for the good mnd suf
reason that thers woas none

Long before I ren
could hear the ring

gentla

ent
hiad

emithy |1
Gnorge's

10 he
1 the
Blaek

of

hammer, though the village was not ywt

astir, and it was with
an to my reception that
open doorway.

some trepldation
1 apprached the

There he stood, busy at his anvil,
goodly to laok upon In hin bars-armed
might, and with the sun shinlng in hiw

vellow halr, & veritable son of Anank, He
might have been some hero, or demigod

back from the dlm agke when angels
wined ihe daughters of men, mther
than a village blacksmith, and very
sulky one at that; for though he must
Lave bean aware of my firesence, he
never glanced up or gave the slightest

slgn of weleome, or the reverse,

Now, us | watched, T noticed n cortain
slowneds—a heaviness In all hiz move-
menis—togethor with a lstieas, slipahod
alr which, 1 judged, was very forign to
him; morenver, as he worked, | thousht
he hung his head lower than was quite
neceElaTy

"George ™
ing, ‘George!

George went
* sald

on hammer-
I again Ha ralsed
the hammer for another stroke, hesi-
tnted, then |Ifted his head with a jerk,
and immodiately 1| knew why he had
avolded my eye

“"What do ‘ee

want wi' me?"

“1 have come for two reasons,” sald I;
“"one Is Lo begin work

"Then ye'd best go away agaln” He
broke In;: “ye ‘Il get no work here

"And the second,” 1 went on, "“is to
offer you my hand Will you take it,
Cieorge. and let bygones be bygones™
“No,”” he burst out vehemently "No,
I tell ‘en Yo think to come ‘ere an
crow o'er mo, because yet beat me, by n
trick, il hecause ye heerd—her His
volee broke, and, dropplng hls hammer,
he turned his back upon mea:  “Called me
‘coward!” she dld™ he went on after n
Httle while, *"You heerd her-they nll
heerd her! I've been a danged fule!" he
fuld. more as epeaking his thoughtne
aloud than =» redsing me, “"but a man
ean't help lovin® a lass—llke Prus, and
whon ‘e loves ‘e can't 'elp hopin 've
hoped these three years an' more, and
Inot night—ahe onling meo—coward."”

Something bright and glistening splashed
down upon the anvil, and there ensued a
sllence Lroken only by the plplag of the
birdes and the stirring of the leaves out-
wlde

“A fule T be!' sald Black George at
Inst, shaking his head, ““no kind o man
for the likes o' her; too blg I be—and
rough, And yet—if she'd only given me
the chance!™

Again there fell a sllence wherein,
mingled with the brd-chorus, came thas
tap, tapping of a stick uwpon the hard

road, and the sound of approaching foot-
riops . wherecupon George selzed the han-
dle of

the bellows and fell to blowing
the fire vigorously; yet once I saw him
draw the back of his hand across his
eyes with a quick, furtive gestura A
moment after, the Anclent appeared, =
quaint, befrocked fAgure, framed In the
yawning doorway and backed by the

glory of the morning. Ha stood awhile
to lean wpon his stick and peer about,
hin old eyes atill daszzled by the sunlight

e had Just left, owing to which he
falled 10 see me wherea 1 sat In the
shadow of the forge.

“Marnin', Jarge!" maid he, with his

quick, bright nod. The amith's scowl was
blacker and his deep volce gruffor than
urusl us he returned the gresting: but
tha old man seeined to heed It not at
wll, but, mking his snuffbox from' (he
ining of his tall, broad-brimmead hat (Its
usual ablding place), he opened 11, with
his most Important sir

“Jarge,” sald he. "I'm thinking ye'd
hetter tak' Job back to wstrike for wye
again If you 'm goin' (0 mand t* owd
meroan.

“What d' ye mean?™ growled Hlack
denrge

“Hecause,” oontinusd the old man,
gathering o ploch of snwl with grest de-
Hberation, ‘'becaus, Jurge, the young

felier as beat ye at the throwin'—'lm as
was to have worked for ye At 'l own
price—be dead!™

“What!" eried Black (eorge, starting

“Dead!" nodded the old man, “a corp’
‘s he—ah! such & fAne, promisin’ young
chap, an' mow-—a oorp'.” Here the An-
clont nodded solemnly again, thres times,
and inhaled bis plunch of suull with great
appoarent sesl and anjoyment,

“Why—"" began the smuazed George,
“what—" and broke off to stare. open-
mouthed :

“Lam night, ns ever was" continued
“'s wenl down Lo '
‘sLited coltage—"t wars n't ne manper o
use tryis' to twm ‘im. no, net if 1'd gone
to ‘tm on my marrer-honos—'s were that
aot on It a0 off he goes, ‘boul sundown,
to slesp In th' “aunted cottage—I knpws,
Jurge, ‘caupe T Tollered un, an' seen for
myself: po now I'm s-goin’ down to find
e had neashed It faz. whes bix

. : , whan JayE,
accuntonasd : the shadows, chinsing to

e

“Don- |

|
|

|
|
I
|
“Hut ¥s slap
night
T —
“Hut the gh Petsr ™"
“In n u«ndr«r-n-( Seotaman
“"Why then 1 can't go
¥o corp’ arter all?
I fenr not. Ancient.'™
The wiowly closed hin snuff-box,
Whaking Mis hoad as he did so
AR, well I blama yr. Peter,
fuid nuEnsnlindusly It bean't your ||
fault, Wnd but whal's come o '!n-’
|

mih "aunted cottake lamt

bt 14

down and fAnd

old man

woe'|
e

hont
"“The whont,” 1 nothing
more dreadful wandering Scots
man!*
Hrotesman
sharply
‘Yo, An
“Tou 'm
bett!  Wihnt,
KFroanin'

anewered ‘Ia
than a
ekclaimed the Anclent
Heotsman

ient.*

maead], Peter—ah'
't 1 heeri
‘lenelf —ah'

maEsd
un
un'

ye
moanin
iwitterin

nrwe
1o

AN 1o that.'
howiws
enay

siid I
Mmady with

“those shriaks and
him bagpipe, '."!}‘
akilled player such as he '
wus drawing water from
well aoross the road, for 1 heard the
tle of the bucket, and the
winch, in the pause el now ensued
during whieh the Anclent proppead pon
hin stick, surveyed me with an expression
that was not oxact]y ANE™E

he
for a
Bome

ane a

At
ereak of the !

W

fior eontempt

nor sorrow, and vet momething of all
three. At length ho slirhod, and shook b
heat at e mournfully |

Peter *akd he, Petar, 1 didn't think
as you'd try o tak vaniage of & old
man wi' a tale the like o' that-such » |
Very., very old man, Pelter—such n old
¢ld man’

“Hut 1 assure you, it's the truth,” said
1 earnestly |

“"Pater, 1 seen Hcotohmen afors oW
sair he, with a meproachfil look. "ah
that 1 ‘ave many's the Lime, an’ Setoch- ||
men don't Ko about wi' talls, nor yet wi' |
‘orna on thelr 'eads—leantwayn 1 ve nevey
meen one ne did. An', Peter, 1 know what ||
A bagpips s I've heerd ‘em oflen an
often—siquenk they do, ves, but a sgueak

bean't a soream, Peter, nor yot a4 gronn

no Having delivered himself of which,
the Ancient shook his head at me pgwin, ||
and, turning his baeck, hobbled awn

When 1 turned 1o look ut George, 1L wa 1
teé find him regoarding me with a very
piranga exprerslon |

"B sald he ponderounly, “did wyoull
pleep i the nunted cotiage 1ast night 7

“¥es, though, us

and uneuc

|
I have tried to explain |
It seems, iU ia haunted |
|

Dy nothing more alarming than a Scols
pipear.*
‘Hir &ald George, In the same siow
heay Wi I couldn't ®o n-nigh the
pln I pecinlly arter dark—1'd be

nlone, and 1T ran away Sir,
fef man nor
n't da

you'm a bel
what 1 durst
iIr 86 you'm the
nd _about =] 4 ke to—to mhake ||
your Thund."” |
!

ma; done

|

|

[

nfeared 10! 1 did go once ‘
|

|

you I

“8ir, 1]

be in LT

mi sho
Bo thore, across the anvil which was 1o |
ink our voes logether thenceforth
George and 1 clasped hands,
each other's eves
Goeorge,” anld |
brenkfast.*’
“Nor 1M George
YAnd U'm mightily hungey!” |
"Eo am 1.'" m=ald Gleorge
Than oome ind let us
turned to
"Why

Blacrk
looking Into
“1'va no

At liast, had

mnfid

eat,” and 1

at—="Tha Rall"
my cotinge—it
care to, sir?
enid 1, “"and my

Ot not

o

that Is. If vou

"With heart!"
name« I
“Whant
Pelepr ™
“Ham nnd exee will be most exceljent!™
sald L |

nll m:
Petor

do you say to ‘am and eggs

CHAPTER XXV

MITHING s n sturdy, albeit a very
black mrt; vet Ita black Is n good
honest black, wvery esasily washed off

which Is more than ¢an be sld for many
other traden, arts and professions

Your true blacksmith & usually =
strong man., something bowed of shoul-
der, perhaps: a man slow of apeech, bold
of eye, kindly of thought, and, lastly—
simple-hearted

Binok George himself was no exception
to his kind; what wonder was it, then,
that, a8 the days lengthened Into weaks
king for him ripened Into friend-
ship?

To'us, sométimes lonely, voyagers upon
this broad highway of [ife, Journaying on,
perchance, through desolate places, yet
hoping and dreaming ever of a glorious
bevond, how sweet and how blessed a |

thing it Is to mest gome fellow wayfarer
nwnd fod in him a frlend, honest and loyal
and brave, to walk with us in the sun,
whose volce may comfort us in the shad-
ow, whose hand piretched out to us
in the 4dAiMcult places to wid us, or bes
nided B0 theres came such A friendship ||
batween Black George and myself, and 1 ||
found him a man, strong, simple and
lovable, nnd as such 1 honor him to this
day

Tha Anclent, on the contrary, seomed to |
hava set me in his “hiack books."” he
would no longer sit with me over n tan-
kard outslde ““The Bull" of an
or lovk In at tha forge with a cheery
nod and word, as had been his wont; he
seamed rather (o shun my soclety, and,
if 1 414 meet him by chance, would treat
me with the frigld dignity of a grand
selgneur, Indeed, the haughtiest- duke
that ever rolled in his chariot in far less
proud that your pinin English rustic, and
far leas difMcuit to propitinte. Thun,
though I had once had the temerity to
queation him as to his nitered treatment |
of me. tha once had sufMioed He waws |
sitting, | remember, on the bench before
“The Bull,” his hande crossed upon his
stick and his chin resting upon bis hands

“Poter,”” he had answersd, regarding
ma with a terrible eye, “Peter, | ba dis-
appinted 1n ye!" Hersupon rialng, he
had rapped loudly upon his suuff-box snd ||
hobbled ptiMy away. And that ended the ||
maiter, so far as 1 was concerned, though r]
to be mure, Blmon had interceded in my ||
behalf with no betisr success: and thus ||
I was still left wondering. ||

One day, however, sa Georges and 1|
were hard at work, T bacame aware of ||
some one standing in the doorway behing
me, but at first pald no head (for 1t
wus become the custom for folk to coma ||
to look at the man who lived all glons
in the haunted colilage). |

“Potor!" sald a voloe at last, and turn-|
ing, 1 boheld the old man leaning upen
hile stick and regunding me beneath his |
Jowered brows

“Why, Ancient!” 1 exolaimed, and In-l.!l
out my hand. But he cheoked me wilh |
a pesture, and fumblingly took out his |
anuff-box |

evening,

|
|
|

“Peter,” sald he, fixing me with his
a¥e, "wers It a Heotchman or were It
not ¥**

“Why, to be sure it wan” | answered.
“a Bootch plper, ns 1 told you, und—"

“Poter,”” sald the Anclent, tapping his
snuff-box, "It waren't no ghost, then—ay
or no." i{

“No." sald T, “nothing but a—"

“Poler!" sald the Ancient, nodding sol- |
emnly, “Petor, 1 "dtes ye!" and, turning
sharp about, he toitered away upon his
ntock. .

“So—that's ! sald 1. staring after the
old man's retreating Agure

"Why, ye see,”” sald George, somewhat
dildently, “yo sea, Poter, Guffor be so
old!—and all ‘ls friends be dead, and
he've come (o look en this ‘ere ghost
a8 belongin' to ‘lm e'most. Loves to st
an' toll about i, 'e do; It be all "o've
got loft to Jive for, as ye might say
und now you've been and gone npd sald
s lheer bean't no ghost arter all, d'ye

Pt
YAh, yem, I st 1 nodded, I mee
r you 't belleve In this ghosl,
1% 4
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Lady —-Now
ket while we
Boy--DOh, n
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™

NO CAUBE FOR WORRY

the

“Don't
“No!

Teacher--Who droew that awful car-
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THE PADDED CELL

WHEN WIFE ASKg “thy ™ BRWE 18 HER Sewws )
OFF THE FRONT FoRcH DOXT PUT ANYTTMAG
N MTOUR. Boe WeETS, ﬂ'
po
i
Tatler
o ba sute and don't el your dog interfere with our luncheon Las
e AmAY : :
o, " won't, mam: 1 ahall bs ‘ere
Day Dreams :
¥
»
3
’ Lady ipassenger on an oHelin veassl) -
Oh, eaptain, how far are we from | )’
iand? .
Captain—About two miles | e
! Lady—Which way? \
Captain—8Sirnight down l o

Below

1 onger
up there?

o

At the Front |

yogu

cature of ma?

Snmmy
Why don't

What

Now
are
yer fink

yer

Anti-Halr Craft Corpa?

winh

Why?

yuh

vou
I'd rather take a chance with
a cannon ball than a fatiron.”

yuh talk ts the fun.
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Johnny—l—er—can't

plckin' on me coffee s muddy ™

Visitor—Why don't you come and sit with me, Johnny?
Mowner told me to stick here, 'cos there’'s & hole in

“See here, walter, can't you see this

Ry .

= '
> I
e 2
%A

" ik ;
- o

=Landon ldeas

Mre. Buphrage—Cur soclety hay

pointed me chalrman of &
whose object Is to bring aboug &
duction In renta

Mr. Suphrage—I'm very gisd to
it, my dear; when we get homs
can begin on my trousers,

iy

Somewhat Scattered &

Mo

il

“Yan, air, it ought to be It was
ny artist what drawed the rest of this 1 N
pleture? ground this morning."
—AND THE WORST I8 YET TO COME | o |
- 2,

“T suppose thers are many problems
which polar explorers seek to solve.”
“Yeu u great many.'
“What ia the most important enet™
d “Gotting back."

- —— — S

LA
"Whers wers you boge Ry
“in Jioboker ® ._,"
“What part ™
“All of mo exospt me halr pnd
. They wus born in Noo York™
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Isn't It True?
“Didn't you feel pretty chaap, wit-
ting there with & young and Inne-
cent girl at such a shockiug play™
“1 did. Bhe bad to «xplain & good
many of the Innuvindos before | waa
able to grasp thom."—London Mall,
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PRECIOUS MOMENTS
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