.
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Copyriaht, 1915, Little, Wrown & Ca
ar Vibrt, an  Engiian  sehotnr,  de
1 upon him uncle, Bir Georgs Yitmri

pemthed oniy A moloens (875 by ine
. man.  Maurios | Buok™) Vibare, & ne
i srfes  Nghtor and ke, & bousin
oter. e (™R T peunsls LT

will plso provides §500,000 for the one
Lgthe murries the Lady Sophlu Befton within

" T, Pweter, agninst the protestations of

| il friend with whom he lived, @i

l il Atsirsiher Aecides e go dow)
Froad Hixhway'' of Kent

tia 1o work after the e
|w‘1 telln of hja exciting

¥ he reaches Slesinghiorst villepe
1 oe % Blwelamith In the sinploy of
= Qeorge, DPeter gons 1o [ive in a
house In & hollow. The prin.

1 tenture i the frst Lotk s that Petar

three Umes mirlaken for Dhis oo

urice, Tho only differemve belween
ket Pwier in ciean shaven

pwnkenind by & man's volre mall
oharmian ' Rushing from his bed
he Mnds a strange woman about to
at & man entering Bis home. 1L (& hie

B Maurice, whorn he boats into in
ity after & fAarve plrupgis A ey
tinlpa  Peter remove the prostratle

2" Oeorge, whose jedloisy of Petor
bt growing stonddy, suddeniy feaven

= shop,  Mrodencs, wha Joves leerge

to Pelar for sdvios, amd the 1wa
te indueca him ta relirn Cears
i eonvinend il Prodence and
are In love
pw niahte Inter Peter mests & N
. who tally him that “PMlack’ dee
wpend o Aght the rove” who has
ks swesatheart's love wntll she or
mher 18 dead
morning, while Pate; Is nt o
T helpod him nove Maur
ke The trios,
Wribe r int him
' "r' !anI": Peter meath “THacl*' Ceargs
. after & tervifie fight, lasting until
Rk men nre nearly exhausted, the iattor
Iand & trenk ous Liow on
. Peter falin ne If dond. When
soneciovanees he s In Char

BOOK 11
CAPTER XIX (Continued)
ON'T!" 1 sald, and my volce wils &
whisper; “don’t,
For a moment her clagp tUghtoned ahout
she war all tendarnoss and oling
th: then I heard a sullden gosp, her

Chuymis

ng

toosened and fell awny, and m 1
tly ridsed my heand. and, supporting
pelf upon my hand, lodhed at her, And

1 maw that hv;' choeks were burning

"Poter."
"Yes, Charmian?"

"Did vou Bhe puiused, Hlucking
pply at the grase, and looking away
gin me
sewll, Chnrmian?’
#DId you—hear—" Again she broke off,
piill her head wons averted
M heard yvour voloe calling to o from
great way off, and mo—I came, Char-
n"
"Were you consclous when—when 1
nd you?®™
BN | anawered: 1 was Iying in &
deep black pit."" Here ahe looked
Bt mé agaln
] thought vou—were—Jdead, Petor®
MMy soul was out of my body—until

oy recalled L'
“rea were lying upon your back by
here, nnd r
white and
wand thers was
#d llke one
red.
®And you have brought me buck to
A" anld I, rising: but, being upon my
I mtaggered glddily, to hide which
Inughed and leaned against a  tree
dead.”” anld L, “'I wm very much ¢
il and monsirously hungry
e mbhit, 1 think
ERA rabibit!"" snld
L and un T met
n much to huve
Epeech
-1 think you dil mention a
el 1, Noundering deeper
D %, then—you decetved me
and decelved me—with
 And your ears apen,
of my pity !
"Ne. no—indeed, no-—1
| dreaming: It—it sl seemod s0 un-
L so—uo beyond nll beller
and- I stopped
folly. for, with n cry, she sprar
ber feet and hid her face tn her hand
I stond dumfounded, ke the faol
ms. When she looked up her o
#d o soorch me.
SAnd | thought Mr
like & Knight
L, high and
Bt him p—eentleman’
Kead of whieh,”” malg 1
il were), despite myaslf. “Instedad of
you find me only a blacksmitl
-_h'. flesplonbie fellow enger to t
s of vour unprotecied woman-
* Bhe dld not speak, standing tall
Mralght, her head thrown back:
Wnefore, reading her of me In
e, seeing the prowd conteimmpt of
mouth, n wvery demon seemod wud
10 poaseswn e, for certainly 1he
that rang Crom my lipa proceeded

fnne

1w In moonlight
bioad upon it, and vou
that ladend!" and she

Vol

Churminn in a whis-
her ey I would
recalled that thouw

rabbit,"”
vou Iny
Yyour oyes
laking advan-
my el

thaetught

nighnst

of
ro-
oh!: 1

Vibart n
of hin

chiv

man
oid-time

lrous

ke

soOrn

ne volltlon of mine
e, madam,” my volee went on,
deaploable  blavksmith  fellow re-

W gulnews for you today

1" she oried, and shrank awny
me an If 1 had threateaned to strike
beyou start at tha

your proud lp

4o not fenr, madam—the sum
ts!l'-ilt him—though a large one.'
1" Bhe cried agaln, and row

WRE ) note of appenl In her valee
fl, madam, even no degradod «
&8 this blackamith could not versy

M that which he does not poaNL ke
BeT And so the hundred gulnens
Ing mnd ot are stlll unsold?
before 1 hud done she had covered

BERin, and, coming near, 1 saw
e runiing out betwaen her fiA-
A aparklion as they el And
BENIL the devi within me lanughed
and Warah. But while it sLill echoed
ﬂl.ll'n;' myself down at her fest
Man,” I oried “"Torgive me—you
o8 muei " and knesling before
'Strove to cutch he: gown mnd Kise

but ahe drow It close nbout her
Wening, fled from me through the

3
Ioha of mll olse Bl that she AN
e, | stumbled to my foel and

« The treea seemed 1o hensl me
LIn and busheos to resch out armma
e, but I burst from them, ran-
by, blunderingly, tor she wWan mo
Mrmian was leaving me
Al panting, 1 vesched the eoltage
Charmlan at (he door, She was
long cloak ahe had worn when

And the hood was Brawn clone

| only

{ Ing

By JEFFERY FARNOL

now
homd mrow
Pt

rain

1Y Murts were deeper
LS LT T | st rength
Ahd hung bireant
thrabhed

for
ia

and
the

my
iny mU -
upom my
with n

mny

re mist

il
wae over Lefore my eyves
Are you In much pain
My head—omly my he
there s & el ringing th

Peter
1

Uhnrmian
no=Iit s n
harm ey

bered
af her
uf hor

bhenting
Hile for n
hands

Voice,

And Indesd 1 retiem
while, save the touch
uhd the soothing murmur
uhtll T foundd she was knesj-
me feeding. me with broth
Wherelore | presantly took
from her and emptied It Bt &
iy sl greatls
whift
efore
senly

nlno,

o) b
fram
the
rulp, mew
the raby

A FPoOn
bmsln

finding
IO
i b
So she pr

nie

revived
HOMm
worl me
benlda

each

cAme and
walching

eal
e and me At
Mires)

Your poor handn!®
ng down at
knu Wl
Mg ere murh
wh

1ook-
my
the

g

mnld she,
tham, 1
torn and broken
nwelled “ANd
1 LT

nd,

Thnt
nrmd

yet

LR
Wlen

for Wit

| bead, vou are gulte upnmarked, Poter.’

|
\
[}

i hro

And so, |

fane,
panting o the doorway. barting |
# pama, Peter''
01 ¥ ovled, wnd, enwering,
Boor, and leaned 1y back

wE had stood thus awhile,
Uhon the other, | reached

': bor, and my hands were

Oh,  Chaym
".“-" to l‘mhﬂ musin‘t
“.I‘Nr— ) my hoad,

Jor me. l'aﬁ‘gt.‘gnm
T Wt leave me—

"1 mumbiled,
‘m hure-l

‘He o

witreil

Mthl mostly Yor
mnd 1

it of the

Lthe body.”™ 1 an
maithged 1o kesp my
but he caughl me twice
¢hin lighily, and onig up
had fimt
think even wvyou
m# back
Charmiun,'
i while, supper belng done, sha
my pipe, and fMled 1, and held
for me. Hot head throbbed
nnd for onoe the tobaces WHA
fo I w»sighed, and lad

'noey
wWay
LT

i Lhae
il Lhe
Inbded  fuiels 1
cttvld have
lonthiy
And ir

Pt hoaviiy tils
din't
Lrought

depths

from those

wht
the lght
woefull
flavorless

my

the

mald Charmian
P AR Anxious froawn

regard
oan't you

SN

o eat of Hm‘

'THE BROAD HIGHWAY =

A Tale of 19th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure

and Spirit of Romance l‘

j - - I
“"You

ayvor®

“Suler 1

Wouldl feel safe, then—eafer Ih.-m]

han ver, Peter |

CTHAPTER XX1
s N

AM forgh

such & b

har for my cotiage door
give check 1o
battering-ram: &
that shall defy all the sight-prowlers
rver

[

i Army

AN mlght

or resist a

Lo
hat prowied; a
brond us my

stout, solid bar,

wrist and thick an my two
te looking as It led

Charmian

Angers; the upon i

keln acroms the door
henceforth

n s pso
|
fmay sieep and have no fear
The Anclent perched on his stool
n the gorner, bul for once we mpoke
litle, for | was very busy; also my
mind was plunged In a profound reverie
And of whaom should 1 be thinking but
Charmian?

L L1

of

Tin hewitched
the old mar
with hils
and he

you be, Peter” sald
suddeniy, prodding me softly
stick, “"bewitehed An sver wan,™
chuckied

Hewltohod!

Ah!—therr
In vyour ‘and
nohody nor
‘uman ove

sald 1, siurting
you stand wi* yeur
a-atarin® an' A-starin'
nothin'<leastwnye not
can see, Aan' a-sighin’,

"mmmer
nl
| 1.}
ah
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h-slghin
Iid 1
“Ah
n ‘orse

Indond migh,
that ye did
"BAVY AnD
you be, an' dreamy

Anclont ™’ |
like a cow, Peter, or
tired like An’ slow
you as wih so bhright
an’ spry; theer's some—fools, like Joel
Amod, ar might think as "t were the |
work o' ghostes, or demons, n-custin’ thelr |
npelln on or that some vamplire ‘ad
bit yo In the night, an' smucked your biood
s iny aslesp, but 1 know different
you'm Just bewitehed, Petor! und he
ehuckled ngaln |
"Who knowaT—perhapa T am, but it wil] |
pans, whatever It It will pans

‘Don't ¥¢ be too sure o' that—theer's
bewllchments an' bowitchments, Peter' |
Hereupon the smithy became full of the
merry din of my hammer, and while 1|
worked the Anclent smoked hls plpe and
wntched me, informing me betwesn
whiles, that the Jersey cow was “‘In calf,”

ve

e

that the hops seemed more than usunlly
Il’nl\\'.'nr-l‘ and that he had waked that
morning with a “touch o' the rheumnt-
| o, but, otharwise, he was unusunlly
silent moreover, sach time that I hap-|
petied to glance up, it was to And him |
| regnrding me with a certaln fAxity fi
| ey¥e which al another time would have|

{ an'

|
alruck me as porientous
*Ye ba palish this marnin®, Pater!"' anid |
he, dabbing at me suddenly with his 1-€pr'-i
1
Anclsnt."

riem; “"shouldn’'t wonder If you wasz (o
tell me as your appetite wasr bad; eome
now didn't eat much of a breakfun’
this marnin® did ye?"

I don't think I dia,

“A COuTRc

ye

not!™ sald the old man,

|
with |

n nod of profound approval—""It aren't Lo
be axpocted lLet's see, It be all o four
minths since 1 found ye, hean't g7 1

Four montha and & few odd dayns 1|
nodded, and fell to work upon my glow- ||
ing Iron bar

“Ye'll make n tidy smith one o' Ihr-nt-i|
dnyr, Peter.' sald the ol man encourng- |
Ingly, as 1 siralghtened my back and
plungeéd the lron back Into the fire |

Thank wyou. Ancient.*

Ay, you've Iarned to use a ‘ammer |
purty well, conelderin’, though you he
wantin VOur opportoonities shameful,
Petor, shameful.”

Anclent

“Am L
- that ye be—moon can‘t last much
#he be on the wane a'ready!”
“"Moon?'" aald 1, staring g
moon!” nedded the old man:
“theer's nowt llke 0 moon, Peter, an' if
be ut the full wo muel the better.*
“But what have the moon and 1 to do|
with sach ather( Anclent®* I

"Old T be, Peter, a olid, old man, but 1 ||
were young onoe, an’ I tell ‘ee the moon
‘am a ot more to do wi' It than some ||
folka think!* l

“Ancient,” sald T, “what might you ba ||
driving

“Love, Pater!

“Love!"™ sald 1, letting go the handle

of the bellows

“An" marringe, Potor.™

What in the world—put—such thoughts
into your head?"

‘You did, Peter.*

e

"Ah, maen born lovers, DPater,
vou he one. T never see such syen rnl
vourn afore, xo burnin® "ot they be, Al |
Poter! some mald will ses 1he In\-i-ilghlh
nflame In ‘em some day., an' droop ‘er
‘ead an' blush an' tremble—for she'll
krnow, Peter, she'll know: muids was
mnde to be loved, Peler—"

“But., Anclent, T am not the kind of a
mnn women would he sattractead by I
love hooks and solitude, and am ealled a

sOIMe in

pedant! and, besldes, 1 am not of &
loving sort—"'"
“SQome men, Peter, fulla In love as eany

they falls out: It comen to some soft
auist—ltke the dawn of a summer's
day, Peter; but to otlhiers It comen like &
gert an' tur'ble storm—oh, that It do!
Theor's n fire rendy to hurn up Inalde
o' ve at the touch o' some woman's ‘and,
or the pesp o' ‘er eye—ah! a fire as'll
burn, an' burn, san' never go oul AEain—
not #ven If you should live 1o be as old
ndt 1 bhe—an" vou'll he strong an® wild an’
flarce wi' t—un' some day you'll find ‘er,
Potor, nn' sha'll find you—""

“And,™ anld 1. staring away into the
distance, “do you think that, by any pos-

ns
nin'

wible chance, she might love me, this
wamanT?"

“Ay, for sure' said the Ancient, *“for
wure Khe will: why don't "es up an ax
ar?® Wi a fine. round moon over ‘ead
an' & pretty mald at your elber, ' anny
snoukh tw tell ‘er you love ‘er, aren't
e

“Indeed, yea" sald I, boginning to rub
my chin, “very saay!” and 1 sighed

SAan® when you looke Into a palr ..'
aweol oyves, an' setes the shine o' the(|
moon in "em—wl It aren’t %0 very fur

| o ‘er llpws, are L. Peler?™ i

o' spld I rubbing my chin harde |-|

| than ever no—and there's the danger|
of It*

‘Wheer's t' danger, Peter?™

Bverywhere! wered ‘in her
oved, In her thick, soft halr, the warmith
Gf har brenth, the touch of her hand, the |
laust comtact of her warmenis—her very|
Blapt™ |

‘1 knowed I!" ered the Ancient joy-
fully, peering ut me under his L'ru\m.ll

now, Charmian,” sald 1. and

leaning head In my hanids, f Into n
mrt of o m. Ul fesling her 1 upon
ny shoulder, I atarted, and looked up.

‘You must go to bed, Peler.

No sala )

"Yed, Potep.

"Very well, Charmian, yes—1 will go
to bed,™ und [ rose

“Da you feel better now, Poler?

"Thank you. yes—much bettes

Then why do wou hold on to the

H a iittle widdy, but It wiil
Charminn—y forglve i
. lon"t-——don't lnok at me like
that Peter—and—al Food nlght!—foolish
oy
1 am Charmian! 3ut ns  she
turned sway 1 saw that thers were tears
in her eves

Dirensnd I I lay down upon
my bed, ar ! £ my head In the
plilow Eronned r my pain wa vy
»OTY nideed 1 was (o fee! (he affecta of
George's #t for man v day to come,

me to me now that muoch of the
1" 1IKk®, the nightly horrore
despalr that I endured In the
M lmmed| lollowed was
chiefly owing to that tertible Dlow upon
the haad
CHAM'ER XX
i :)1"[':'- Rl—Potegy! Peter 1 want
vou ol Peitar sake! wake' 1
Aat up in bad 6. 1 te 1. grew audden-
I ! and & {f trembling shook mo
viglently, for the hlkpor wus still In
my e nnd L the whisper was an
iR i feny and dread indescribable
et oh, Peter, I nm afrald!—wake!
Wi
old sweat broke out upon me and
I lared } [ townrd the door
ek e 1o me—oh, God!*t
I rove to move, byt #till | could not
14 | the darkness, hands were
haking me wilidly, and Charmian's voice
Wil rpenking | my e<ur.
I thon t whispered, ""the door!*’
hen | arose, ong ¥ua in the outer
i n, with Charmiun olose bedlde me In
Lha lark and my eyes wore upon the

1007 Andd then [ beheld a stran Lthing,

for n T of white lght traversed
foor end end Now, &s

% tehed thin harrow e 1 saw that It
W lundly widenlng and widaning;
1 Owiy and with Infinlte ¢caution.
th door was belng opened from without
It poremote placs in' this =t1l, dead
hour of the night, full of the ghostly
hush that eve proceeds the dawn—there
Wil omothing devilish—-something very

k urder in it tenlty motlon. 1 heard
Chine i - renth mmtoh and, In ths
dark her hand came and crept Into mins
i er Nngers wet id ns doath

Andl nmow n B ML ADEEr Camo upon me,
and 1 took a gulck wtep forward, but
Charmiun restrmined ma

No, Deter she breuthed; “nol yet
wait!" and wound hor arma round mine

In n corner e by stood that same
trioly wind® that had been the coms
panion of my wanderings, and now |1
reached, and took it uwp., balancing It In
iy hand And all the timo | watched
that Hne of Hght upon the fNoor widen-
ing and widening, growning ever brouder
nnil more broad The minutes dragged
glowly by, while o ling Erew into w
wirenk, and the strenk Into a lane, and
upen the lane came n blot that slowly
resolved itseif into the shadow of a hand
upnn the Iateh Slowly, slowly, to the
band oame @ wrlnl, and o the wrist an |
arm—another minute, and this madden-
bng  whspense  woild W over Despite
Chagmlan's restraining clasp, [ orept o
long pace pearer the softly moving door

The vhnrp anugle of the elhow was grow
ing oblidss ge the shpdowy arm stralght-
oned 1taelf Thirty seconds more! 1 Ba-
gan to oount, and, gripplng my sgaff,
rieved mysell for what might be, when
withy n suldden cry, Charmian sprang for
waurd, wndl, hurling hersell apgnlost the
door, shut it with a crash

Juick, Peter!" she pantad I wps be-

Ide her almest as she spoke, and had

my hnind upon the lateh
wite who Lthis wan it bel
mad!" she eried

‘Lot me open (he door, Uharmian

“No, no-1 say o

“Whodver it war must not esuape—-opsn
the dnor'

“SNever! never—I1 el you— death ls out-
wlie—there's murder In the very ajr; I
fee! It—and—dear God—the door has no
bl

‘*I'hoy are goneé how-—whoever they
wiore,” mild 1 réeascuringly; “the danger

l# over—il dunger It cpuld be called. '
“Panrer!™ oried Charmian 1 tell you
—it was death

Yol after wll, 1t may have beean only
pomo homaless wanderer.'

“Phen why that deadly, sllent eau-
tlon ™"

CTrust sald 1 Becoming thoughiful

YPring the tuble, Petor, and set 1L agross
the doer'

“Hurdy the tubls i too light to

“But it will give suMclent warning—net
that 1 shall sisep ngnin tonight. Oh, Petar,
had 1 pot been @reaming and happened
to wake-had 1 mot chanced o look
toward the door, It would have opaned--
wide, ang thes—oh, horrible!”

“You were draaming ™

YA hateful, hateful dream, and dwoke
n terrer, and, being afrald, glanced lo-
waurd the door, and gaw (1 opaning —and
now—-bring the Lable, Peter"

Then 1 set the 1able across the door,

which | stood looking to-

. ﬁ-ﬁ‘ l..m'

“I kpowed It! 1
“Knew what
“Yeou be In love-good lad! good lad!"|

and he Rourished his pipe In the ailr,

“In love!" 1 exclalmed; "in loye-=I?"

“Hure as sure!"

filat love, according o Aristotle, is-''

“lLaove, Peter, Ia what makes & man for-
g*t ‘la breakfus’, an' ‘is work, an' ‘s o

“Hut | work very hard—besides— "

“ove |8 what makes & man o birave
as a lon, Peter, an' full a-tremblin’ like
& coward when Bhe stands a-lookin’ up
at 'Im; love makes the n  earth
greenor an' the long road shert—ah! al-
most top ahort, somellmes; Lhe love of u
woman eomes bhetwist & man an' all
ovile an' dangers—why den't ‘se up an’
ux ‘er, Pelar™

vg@he'd laugh st me, Ancient.”

“Not she '

That soft, low lsugh of hers'

wWell, whiat o' thai?™

vpesides, she hardly knows me!”

The Anclent teok oul his snuff-box apd
guve two loud double knocks upon Lhe
llc'l.‘ woman knowa & man souner Lthan
o an KDOWR W wormkn-abl, & sight
Why, Lard bless Paler, ahe

I L £ i ‘er wyae be ‘una
knows Tor pure
- ¥ ahe ‘sa” Here be

1
O racted & pineh of suufl. “Ax for Pru:

denco—ahe loves ‘oo wi' all ‘wr ‘enrt an'
i
o L wbi

“Wum'

- == —— = m— ——
Smart Bobby | THE PADDED CELL '
-
|
RIS
mr
)
I
UL R |
|
| |
| L §
|
Mother—HBobhy, look dewn to the ]
- corner and tell me If you can see ,
...y s papa coming |
W e Hobby—I can see down to the corner,
"Say, how much 4id you pay for l Wi £ GAR'S eee &ny father
that cormmet?* .
'wo hundred bucks.' ]
“"Some money o blow In"
|
|
|
Walter—We have a new French |
dish today, air. Would you like to
try It?
Diner—Matters not to me., Any old
dish will do juwst mo ft will hold & good,
old-fashioned order of corned bee! and
cabbage.
THE STANDARD DRESS COMES HOME
Hlg Boy—My father Is a policeman
What doos yours do?
Small Hoy—-Whatever mother tells
him.
Sound Advice
“Ler's GET BID OF THE SLEEVES''
“Doctor, I can't sleep at night,™
“Try sleoping In the daytime, PFive
dallurs, please '
Didn't Say That
‘/.-
Count—=1 can't live without you, Miss \\ )
Monne! - e . wE' . " i“ "
g S Cur AWAY, MY GOOD GIAL Now we'LL UsE UF TEE MITS YOU'VE CUT OFF, Ror 80 2aD, avrea arni
:l;;u:.:u "nl‘:'rltnml live an you'd like to m:‘l'h;;':.ur;.lur:ennu;zd Lnntlll:a‘nl:n:nt? connection with the thrift campaign that all Indies ahould adopt vue form of ave-
= —————— > —— L. ———— e — — = =~ —
~—AND THE WORST IS YET TO COME Two of a Kind
“f_‘ﬂl_...'
% ~— f',\‘“ L ]
' % )
L M 3
S
- - ),
= - :f' ¥
N =D
J} 5, “'\--\.._.-
-\‘) ¢ cﬁ
4‘ A ) :ct.h.::—-“‘hn 40 you think of a boy . Tl ®
- t -
' i ; m:l? Owa orange sking on the pave He~-There ure two periods In & man’
- l Son—1 dow't know. What do you | W% When ha never understands &
g ihink nan,
J - " o s S S vy & Bhe—Indesd! And when wre thayl
- ELVS He—before and afler marriags ri o=
A Wise Buggestion h .
e *
4 L . - Not the Ounly Way 4
f - . S
® . . )
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e
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