sl 1
- vy

.".,
S—

AT

. R o A
oy
Tl

SLPHTX, THURSDAY. SBPTEMRE

R 80, 1015:

® THE PROAD HGHWAY =

" A Tale of 10th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance
By JEFFERY FARNOL
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’ CHAPTER 1
"'ﬂ st #ea In An open boat. Out of
" the piteh-black heaven thers ruslied a
lghty wind, and the pltch-binck »eans
& me rose high, and ever higher,
ad with hissing white; wherefore, 1
e face downwards In my little boat
1 might not behold the horror of the
« and above thelr ceansless, surg-

i

s thunder thare rose & long-drawn ory!
1 SOharmiant’

4§ atood upon a desolate moor, and the
ws TAln h ma, and tha flerce
puffeted me; and, out of tha gloom

frowning earth and heaven met—
rose & long-drawn ory:

Charmian'" . 2

start in bead, broad awalkts, an

ok “:dygr the tumult was all about
still—the hilas and beat of rain, and
pound of a rushing, mighty wind—a
that seomed to fiil the earth—a wind
streamed about me, that howled
me, and Nlled the wooda, near and
with & deep hooming, plerced now
then Dy tha wsplintering crash of
bough or falllng tree. And yet,

here in this frightful pandemonium

S sound, blended in with It, yet not of
ft seemed to me that the ory atill

mtly echoed:

Easmmant 1 this to my newly

was A -
pnIl’t::"-- that I remalned, for a
-j' staring Into the darkness s one
' Presently, however, I rose, and,
dng some clothes, mended the fire,

h still amouldered upon the hearth,
having flied and lighted my pipe,
down to llaten Lo the awful volces
ﬁ,'ﬁ:":’ while, becoming oonacious
my plpe was amoked out and cold,
pached up my hand to my tobmnoco box
the mantelshelf. Yet [ did not reach
Sown, for, even ns my fngers closed

n i above the walllng of the starm,

Sheve the hiss hnd patter of driven rain,

; rose & long-drawn ory:

o lan!"

I o, remembering tha voice I had seemed

i hear oaliing In my dream, 1 sat thaere

s my hand atretched up to my tobaceo

B and my face screwed round to the

pent behind me, that, as 1 waltched,

and rattled beneath ¢a-h wind-gust,

B I some hand strove to pluck it open,

Bllow long ! remalned thus, with my

i stretched up to my tobaceo Sox, and
ayes upon this window, T am unable

By, but, all at once, the door of the

g burst open with a crasbh. and im-
listely the quiet room waa full of
wind and tempest: such a wind
toppied my breath and sent up a swirl
mokea and sparks from the e, And,

: upom this wind, like pome spirit of

slorin, was o woman with flying
and long, streaming hatr, who

lrasd, and, with knea und shoulder,
feted to the door, and so leaned there,

e ’

-

e

Tl ghe was, and nobly shaped. Her
had been wrenched and torn at the
knd, through the shadow of her
Balr, 1T caught the Ivory gleam

B her shoulder, and the heave and tu-

it of her bosom,

L 1 reached down my tobacco box

M mochanically begnn to NIl my pipe,

i her the while.
gdnly she started, and seemed to

.. Then, with a swift, stealthy
anent, she slipped from befors the

B and 1 noticed that she hid one
beliind her.

minn!"

! woman crouched buck against the

il with her eyes toward the door, and

BAYs her right hand was hidden in the

M oL hor petticoat. Ho we remained,

N wulchizg the door, and 1 her.

iy miant!**

Yolee was very near now, and, al-
Immedintely after, there came a loud
ballo,” and a heavy fist pounded

i the door.

Charmian, you're there—yes, yes—
know you are. 1 wwore you
‘never escape me, and you shan't—

081" A hand fumbled upon the

B the door swung open, mnd & man

s As he did so I leaped forward

GRlght the woman's wrist. There
I8 blinding noash, a loud report, and
burled itwelf pomewhere in the
averhead. With a strange, re-

S ory, she turned upon me 80 Aeroo-

Bt T fell back before her.

;f somer meantime had closed the

fIMtching it very oarefully, and now,

MR Defore (t, folded his armm, star-

S BEr with bent head. He was o

LMl man, with & raln-sodden, bells

I8d hat orushed low upon his brows,

Mpped in a long, many-caped over-
akirts of which were woefully
tarn. All at once he laughed,

and musically.

wollld have killed ma, would
Arm| hot me—like & dog? His
B s0ft as his laugh and equally
L A0yt nelther was good to

J ¥ou thought you had lost me,
wheh you gave me the slip a

_Ago? mo? Escape me?

Y, 1 tell you I would mearch for

night—hunt the worid over

b you, Charmilan—untll [

LR sald he, nodding his head

Being almost in & whisper., “I

By God'!"

Bman nelther moved nor uttered
3 her breath came thick and
f het ayes gloamed In the shadow
' facing sach other, lke two
[, sach measuring the other's
b without appearing to be con-
SEmy preacnce;
& 80 much as looked tbward me
B8 1 had struck up the platol
LIS svery minute I was becom-
Wirlous to aee thia man's face,
b It wan in the shadow of his
brim. Yet the fire burned

were & apitfire, weren't
LT he went on In the same
8 ‘hot. end flerce, and proud--
v the ico—

i
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E

!
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oluded him, mnd, befors he could reach
ber, 1 wlepped between them.

UBinT s I s werd with you*

“Out of my way, bumpkin® he retort-
ed, and, hruxhing me nelde, made afier
her. | caught him by the skirts of his
long, loows eoat, but, with & dextorous
tWist, he had loft it in my gprasp, Yet
The check, momentary thoush It wASs, #n-
ablad her to allp through the doer of
that roeom which had once boen Donalid's,
aud, before he coold rench it, 1 stood
uphe: the threshold. Mo regarded me for
B moment banesth hin hat brim, and
saamed undsclded how to act

My good fellow,” sald he st last
Will buy your cotinge of you-for
night—name your prics’

I shook my head. Hereupon he Adrew
R thick purse from his pocket and tomsed
It, chinking, to my fest

“Thers are two hundred gulnoas, bump-
kin, maybs more—~plck them up, and-—-go,'"
and turning, he flung open the door,

Ubediantly 1 stooped and, taking up the
purse, rolled it In the coat which 1 still
held, and tossed both out of the cottage.

“Sir sald 1, "be mo very obliging as
to fallow your property.”

“ARI he murmured, “vary pretty, on
my soull"  And. in that same moment,
his knuckles eaught me falrly between
the oyes, and he was upon me swift, and
ferce, and ilthe am a panther.

I remember the glint of hia oyes and
the fAanh of hls bared teeth, now te one
Blde of me, now to the other, an we
Ewayed to and fro, overtuming the
chairs and crashing inte unaeen obein-
clen In that dim and narrow place
#mull chance was thers for felnt or
parry . It was blind, brutal work, flerce,
and grim, and allent. Once he stagrered
and  fell heavily, earrying the table
erashing with him, gnd I saw him wips
blood from his face a8 he rose; and once
I was beatenn to my knees, but was up
before he could rench me again, though
the fire upon the hoearth apun giddily
round and round, and the floor heaved
oddly beneath my feet.

Then, suddenly, hands were upon my
throat, and I could feel the hot pant of
his breath In my face, breath that hissed
and  whistied between clinchod teeth.
Dusperately 1 strove to break his hold
to tear hin hands asunder, and could not;
enly the fingers tightened and tightened

Up and down the room we staggerad
Erim and veolosloss—out through the open
door—otit Into the whirilng blackness of
the mtorm. And there, amid the tem-
peat, lashed by driving rain and deaf-
ened by the roaring rush of wind, we
fought—as our savage forefathera may
have done, breast to hreast, and knee to
knoe—stubborn and wild and merclless—
the old, old struggle for supremacy and
life

I beat him with my fsta, but his head
wihs down between his armas; 1 tore at
his wriats, but he gripped my throat the
tighter; and now we were down. rolling
upon the sodden grass, and now we were
up, stumbling and slipping, but ever the
wripplng Angers sank the deeper, choking
the wtrength and e out of me My
eye stired up Into n heaven stroaked with
blood and fire, there was the taste of
sulphur 1n my mouth, my arme grow
weak and nervelons, and the roar of wind
seamed a thousand times more loud
Then—someihing c¢lutched and dragged
us by the feet, we tottered, swnyed help-
lesuly and plunged down together Put
an we fell, the dendly, gripping fingers
slackened for a moment, and In that mo-
ment 1 had broken fres, and, rolling cleas,
ftumbled up to my feet. Yet even then
I waa still encumberesd, and, tooping
down, found the skirts of the' overcont
twisted tightly about my fost and an-
Kie. Nowy an I looswed it, I inwardly
bles#sed that tattered garment, for It
seemed that to it 1 owed my life.

80 I stood, panting, nnd walted for the
end. I remember a blind groping In the
dark, a wild hurly-burly of random blows,
& sudden sharp pain In my right hand—
A groan, and I was standing with the
swish of the ruin about me and the moan-
ing of the winds In the woods beyond.

How long I remained thus I eannot tsll,
for 1 was us one in a dream, but the cool
rain upor. my fnce refreshed me, and the
strong, clean wind in my noatrils was
wonderfully grateful Fresently, rising
my arm stffly, I brushed the wet hair
from my eyes and stared around me Into
tho pitchy darkness In quest of my op-
ponent.

“Where are you?' said I at last, and
this was the firet word uttered durlng
the struggle; "where are you?'

Recelving no answer, | advanced eau-
tlounsly (for It wan, as I have sald, black
dark), and so, presently. touched some-
thing ylelding with my foot.

“Come—get up!"” aaid 1, stooping to lay
& hand upon him, “get up, 1 say."” But
he never moved; he wan lying upon his
fuce, and, as I raised his hend, my fn-
fers encountered a smooth, round stone,
burled In the grass, and the touch of
that stope thrilled me from hend fo foot
with sudden dread. MHastily I tors open
walstcont and shirt and pressed my hand
above his heart. In that one moment 1
lived an age of harrowing suspense, then
bronthed a nigh of rellef, and, rising, took
him veneath the arms and began to half
drag, half carry him toward the cottage.

I had proceeded thus but some dozen
yards or so when, during & momentary
lull in the storm, 1 thought 1| heard a
faint “Hallo,” and looking sbout, saw &
swinkling light that hovered to and fro,
coming and golng, yet growing brighter
each moment. Sitting down my burden,
therefore, 1 hollowed my hands about my
mouth and shouted.

“This way!" 1 called; “this way!*"

“He that you, sir?" cried u man's voice
al no great distance.

“This way!™ 1 called again, “this way!™
The words seemed to reassure the fellow,
for the light sdvapesd onoce more, and
as ho came up I made him.out to be a
postillon by his dress, and the light he
carried waa the lantborn of & ochalse.

“Why—air!" he bogan, looking me up
and down, by the lHght of his lanthorn,
“atrike me lucky If I'd ha' knowed ye!
you loaks as If—oh, Lord!"

“What is ItT" sald I, wiping the rain
from my eyea sguin. The Postilion's an-
swer was to lower his lanthorm toward
the face of hiru who lay on the ground
between ua and point.

Now, locking where he polnted, 1
sinrtod suddenly backwards, and shivered,
with a srange slirring of the feah.

For 1 saw & pale face with a streak of
blood wpon the obhesk—there was blood
upon my own: & face framed in lank
bair, thick and black—as was my own;
a pale, aquiline face, with a prominent
nose, and long, cleft chin—even as my
own. Bo, as | stood looking down wupon
this face, my bresth caught, 'and my
Beab crepl, for indeed, I might have bean
logking into a mirror—ihe face waas the
face of myself.

CHAPTER 11
00D lord!" sxclaimed ths Pos-
tillon, und féll back a step.
WellT" sald I, Ml.:.l'll '::Luum
carelessly as | m
h.‘.hl ".‘.. love ma!” sald the Fostilion.

“What new? 1 icqulred,

- ver neo such & thing as this "ere,"
-&:n:n. alternately glancing from me
duwn to the outsireiched: figure at my
feot, “If it's bewl ts, or only en-
chantments, 1 den't like {t—wtrike
pink i I do!”

“q
to-

L

A onnat'ral oight to begin with—seed A
many bad uns in my time, but nething |
o shkal this ‘are, that 1 jost my way |
aren’t te be wondored at: then him, and
her a-jumplng out o the chales and
R-running off into the thick o' the storm
=that's onnat'ral In the second place!
And then, hin face, and your face—that's
the most onnat'tallest part of 1t mlbb=—|
likawise, I never see ona man in twe
sults o' clothes afore, nor yet a.stand-
Ing up, and ndaying down both At the
LT I<lentical minute—onnat'ral's the
word—and—I'm a-going."

“Btop!™ salg I, an hs began to move
AWAYy

‘Not on no acrount!™

“Then | must make you,” sald 1, and
doubled my Nata

The Postilion eyed me over from head
to fool, and paused, irresolute.

“What might you be wanting with &
peaceful, clvil-spoke vove like me?' ha
Inguired.

"Where Is your chulwe?™

“Up In the lane, som'eres over yonder,”
AnAwered he, with 4 vague jJerk of hias
thumb over his shoulder,

“Then, If you will take this gentleman‘s
heals we can earcy him well enough be-
tween us<it's no gréat distance'

"Enay!" sald the Postllion, backing
Away agnin, “eamy, now—what might be
the matter with him, if 1 might make
o bold-ain't dead, ln he'"

"Detd-no, fool! § rejoined nnerily

“Volce lika his, too!"” muttersd the
Postilion, backing away stlll farther:
“yes, onnat'ral's the word—strike me
dumb If It ain't!" |

“Come, will you do as I psk, or must
1 make you?™

“Why, I aln't got no objection to tak-
Ing the gent's ‘eels, if that's all you
ank, though mind ye, If ever 1| see such |
damned onnat'ralness as this "ere in all
my days, why—drownd me!"

o, after some delay, [ found the over- |
cout and purse (which iatter 1 thrust|
into the pocket sre wrapping the gar-|
ment about him), and Witing my still
unconsclous antagonist between us, we
started for the lane; which we even-
tuilly reached, with no little labor and
diMeunlty, Hore, more by good fortune
than anything  else, we  presently
stumbled wupon a chaine and horses,
drawn up in the gloom of sheltering
troes, In which we deposited our limp
burden as comfortably as might be, and
where I made some shift to tie up the
Eanh in his hrow.

“It would be a fine thing," sald the
Postillon moodily, as I, nt leneth, closed
tho chalme door, “it would bhe a nlce
thing If ‘e was to go a-dylng.*

"By the looka of him,” eald 1, “he
will ba swearing your hénd off In the |
next 10 minutes or =o."

Without another word the Poatllion
set the lanthorn back In = socketl, and
swung himsalf into the snddle,

“Your bext course would be to make
far Tombridge, bearing to the right whnnl
you strike the high roand." |

The Postilion nodded, and, sathering
up the reins, turned to atare Wt me once
mors, whilo 1 stood in the gleam of the |
lanthorn,

“Well?™ T inquired. |

“Eyes,” mnld he, rubbing hin chin very |
hard, as one at a loas, *“‘cyes, 'Im-ntlrll—l
nose, same—mouth, when not bloody, |
game—‘alr, same—averything, nnme—Lofd'
love me!" r

“Pambry would be nearer,” mald 1,

“and the sooner he I8 between the sheets |
the better.* '

“Ah!" exelalmed the
slow nod,

Postition with a |
and drawing out

—what about my second parsenger?
started wi’ two, and ‘ere’s only one— |
what nbout Number Two—what about
—'gr T

“Har!™ T repepted,

the word ||
unduly, “and talking o' aheets and beds !
Lyl

— SCRAPPLE

THE WAY OF WIMMIN

“If 1 try (o kiss you

“Yes, but he's not home.

Patlent—8ay, doctor your appoar-
ance s minieading
Doctor—what de
leading?
Patlent—You seem choerful enough,
but most of the time you're looking
down In the mouth.

you mean. mis-

Higher Alms
“1 suppose,” sald the bhosdand, “I
fuppose that you women want to vote
Just Uke men do."
"Oh, no,” replled the wife. “that
Ian't the point. Wa want to vote a

will you call yaur father?"

The Brute

Chlorinde—~And her husband thinka
ahe iy extravagant!

Dorothy—Why?

Chiorinde—Just because ahe Inaiuts
on having Fido's monogram stamped
on his dog-biscuits,

great deal beiter tham the men do.”

“UEr an was with "Im—Number One—"er || |

what was a-quarreling wi' Number One
all the way from Londeon—‘er as run
away from Number One Into the wood,
Yonder, what about Numbar Two—'er?"

“Why, to be sfire=I had forgoten |
her!™

“"Forgotten®’ repeated the Postillon,
“0Ooh, Lord., wves!* and leaning over, he
winked one eve, very dellberately; *'for-!
gotten "er—ah!—to ha sure—of course!' |
and he winked agnin.

“Whnt do you mean?™ I demanded,
nettled by the fallow's manner.

“MennT* sald he. T means an of all
the damned onnat'ralness as coms on &
honest. well-meaning, clvid-apoke cove—
why, I'm that thers cove, B0 ‘slp me!”
Baying which, he cracked his whip, the
hornes plunged forward, and, almost fm-
mediately, as It seemed, horaes, chalse
and Pastillon had lurched inte the black
murk of the night and vanished,

CHAPTER IIL

INSIDERING all that had befullen
Clurlng the last helf hour or mo, It was
not very surprising. [ think, that I should
have forgotten the very existence of this
woman Charmian, even though she had
been chliefly Instrumental In bringing It
all about, and to have her recalled to my
recollection thus suddenly (and, more-
over, the possibility I must meet with
And talk to her) perturbed me greatly,
and I remained, for soms time, quite ob-
livious to wind and rain, all engrossed
by the thouskht of this woman.

“A dark, flerce, Amazonlan coresture!™
I told myself, who had (abhorrent
thought) already sitempted one man's
life tonight; furthermors, a tall woman,
and sirong (therefore unmaldenly), with
eyes that gleamed wild In the ahadow of
her hair. And yeot my dismay arose not
a0 much from any of these as from tho
fact that she wis a woman, and, gun-
seguently, beyond my ken.

Hitherto I had regarded the sex very
much from a distance, and a lttig
askance, as creatures naturally Wllogical,
and given to unreasoning Impulse; deli-
cate, ethereal belngs whose lves ware
made up of pretily trifies and vanities,
who were sent Into thia gross world to

be admired, pettsd, occaslonally wor-
shipped, and frequently married.

Women were to me practioslly an un-
known quantity, as yel, and hence it was
with no little trepldation that I pow
started out for WYie cotiages, and (his
triuly Amasonian Chammian, unless she
dirappenred as suddenly as she had come
(which 1 found myself devoutly hoping).

As 1 went, 1 became comsclous that [
wne biesding coplously mbove the brow,
that my throat was much swollen, and
that The thumb of my rvight hand palned
exceddingly al the lesst touch; added to
which was & disziness of the head and
a goneral sorenses of body that tesatified
(o e strengih of my copponent's fAsts.

—Pungh.

Doctor—How do you feel, Colonel, when you have actually killed & man?

Colonel—0Oh, not so bad.

How do you?

Hokus—I1 wpuld rather be good than
be great
Pokus—Well, it's easler. There's loss

No Partiality

Barber~Want a halr cut?

compaetition.

——

— e ]

Customer—No, | want ‘em all out

=————e e

THE PADDED CELL

MAKE SKIRTS TWEAT
ARDS WIDE. THIS
FALL AN NICK HIM

"You have no ldea what you miss
by not belng married.”

“No, 1 suppose not. Do you count
your money every nlght and mom-
ingr*

Lady—Can you suggest some sult-
abie songe for & summer resort?
Clerk—Yen, ma'am. Here's & mose
:’ulto song called “"He BIt Me UGood-
ya.'

Yery Much So

"I wonder what the poet meant
when he alluded to woman In her
hours of ense as being uncertain, coy
and hard to pleasa*

“I dont know about the coy part,”
epald the palesindy, “"but when It comes
to pleking out a hat she's all the rest
of It.""—Loulsville Courlor-Journal,

Not Mercenary

Mr. Gottrox—My daughters, young
mn& are both worth thelr welght in
Kol

Buitor—The fact that I am saking
you for the amaller one proves, at
any rate, that | am not mercenary,—
Chicago Nawa.

—AND THE WORST I8 YET TO COME

SONGS WITHOUT WORDS




