= £ I

R—PHI

LPHIA. T

SDAY. 00T

1

® THE BROAD HIGHWAY =

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

Copyright, 1918, Linie. Mrown & Ca.

Yitmrt, an 1ish  schalar, 4%

t hin ungle, Sir Georgs Vibart

.m nihly A0 !mvsul by ae

v Mamrice 1 Vibart, & no-
priee Wiar And rake, 8 counin

wtar, I Ieft 70 000 |nw (B100 000),
will also provides S350, for tha one
marriss the Lady Sgphin fefion within

r., IDeter, against the protesiatipne
I triend umL whem' ke Jved. lﬁ
™ Ansirather, deciden (o go down
" '&m hway' of Kemt n‘.:a nve.
) Riter the money is gone.
miveniures

Burwt , whare
B TR T T sy
ok goes to )ive "

- T

3 S B R

the " tha
'-l-lll'- mistaken for hin cousin
re. The enly differsnce betwesn the
- m (et Peter e clsan ahaven and
has

¥
%
FES
g8,
5;'
L
g:-
*

Al A man sotering h
Muurice, whom he baats
o hility & n farce atrugeis. A POk

' fon  helps er TemoYe prowtrate
.y o joalouny of Peter

g Jm. suddenly leaves

"m beon growl

whon !'r“—n". who loves Oeargs,

i e ; for advice, and iha two
e

o Imlwew Nim to return,  Oeorge,
» e, convinosd thut Prudence and
er ure lave.
LA Tew mights lnter Pater meais A hroam
T, W telle Nim thit Piaek" Tleorgs
n Yowed 1o 1 'tha cove'' wha has
n his awestheart's love until ons orF
other s dead
V0ne morniog, whils Veter Is at work, the

SR

iMan who helped him remove Maurlcs's
J ¥ Ilooks_tn postilion tries, vainly,
" brihe Pater inla  telilng him  where

rmi s =

' That -nl}ﬂ'.l Peter menin “Hinck'' feorge,
., after a tervific faht, lasting until
men are noarly sxhausted. the Intter
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L CHAPTER XXV—(Continusd)
UT wsurely, Petar, surely thero are
thousands, millions of women with

uths and eyes Hke-the Humble Per-
7
At Ix posgible,™ snld I, “but none who
mve the same way with thelr lashes.'*
: "What do you snoan?’
Y 7 can't teli: I don't
*Don't you, Phtar?’
oIt s Just n way.”
EHAnd so (it Is that you want to marry
Sihis very Humble Person?”
M #] think I have wanied to from the
ty frst, bot did not know jt—heing a
nd fool!"”

know. "

 “And—Hd It nesd A night walk In &
understorm to teach you?”

SMNo—-that Is, ves—perhaps It did."

| wsAnd--are you gquite, quite sure?™
Soulte—nuite sure!” aald I and anm T

ﬂoilo I inld my pipe upon the table and

: and, becauns my hands weore tréem-

, 1 clenched my flats. Hut as | ap-

ched her ahe siarted up and put

ut & hand to hold me off, and thon 1

gaw that her hands wore trembling also.

And standing thus she apoke very softiy:
i M Pater."”

*Yew, Charmian?"’
Do you remembar describing to me
the perfect woman who should be
 pour—wife?”
. "You."

“How that you must be able to respect
Ber for her inteliect?"

*Yen. '

“Honor her for her virtus?"
W5 »yes, Charmian."
- “And worship her—for
purity
1 dreamed a paragon—perfect and im-
S posnible; | was a fool!" said L.

her—spotlesn

S=*Impossible! Oh, Peter! what—what do
mean?"
. "Ehe was only an impalpable shades

Wuite Impoansibla of realization—a blood-
"98es thing, as vou mald, and quite un-
Batural—n slckly figment of the Imagl-

Spation. 1 was a fool!"

L “And you are—too wise now, to expact—
fguch virtues—in any woman?"'
*You,"" snid T1; “no—oh, Charmian! T
iy know that you have tnken this
antom's place—that you fAll all my
‘thoughte—sleeping and waking—"
. "Neo! No!" mhe cried, and struggled in
arms, so that 1 caught her hands and
4 them closs and kigsed them many

" “Oh, Charmian! Charmian’—don't you
—can't you see—it Is you I want—
and only you forever: whatever you
whatever you are—I love you—love
¥ and always must! Marry me Char-
l=muarry me! and you shall be
dsarer than my life—more to me than my
* But, aa 1 spoke, her hands were
\ awny, her eyes blazed into mine
her Hps were sll bitter seorn, and
the sight fear came upon me
L “Marry you!" she panted; “marry you?
o and no and no!” And so she stamped
foot, and sobbed and, turning, flad
me, out of the coltage.
» now to fear came wonder,
wonder was despatr,
\ Wak ever man so great a fool!

~ CHAPTER XXVI.

A BROAD, white road;: on sithgr hand
soms half dosen cotiages, with roofs
thatoh or red tile, backed by trees
and anclent, among which rises
ted conical roof of some oast house,

in & word, is Bissinghuret.
» upon the left-hand aide of the
y there stands a square, comfortable,
ashed bullding, peaked of roof,
as to windows, and with & mighty
before the door, whereon you shall
the ploture of & bull: & bull rell-
oys, astonishingly curly of horn
as to tafl, and with a prodigious
neck and shoulder: such & snort-
lﬂ’)‘-oy:&!. ourly-horned bull as was

and

)

with
should have continued
¥ unconscious of the transforma-

By JEFFERY FARNOL

Prudencs was there, upon her knees be-
fore the anvil, with George's great hand.
hammer clusped to her bosom, sobbng
over I, and, while she sobbed. she kissed
its worn handle. And beonuse such love
waa eacted and hallowed that dingy place,
1 took off my hat as | once mors er

the road

Beoink “Tha Bull" was not yst astie
for the day was still young (as I say), I
"t me down in the porch and sighed.

And after | had sat thersn for some
while, with my chin sunk upon my breast,
and plunged In bitter meditation, 1 ba-
oame aware of the door opening, and
next moment a tremulous hand was lald
npon my head, and, looking round, 1 be-
held the Ancient

“Bloas ‘se, Peoter—bleas ‘es, Indl-an' a
old man's blessin' be no gkt thing—
‘apecially such a old, old man sn I be—
an’ It beun't often an I feals In & Bleasin'
Aperrit-but oh, Peter! 't were ma A8
found ye, waren't T

“Why, to ba sure It was, Anclent. very
nearly five montha ago.'

“An' 1 be allus ready wi' soma noos for
ye, bantn't 1*°

Yes, indesd'”

“Well, 1 got more noos for ‘es, Peter—
Fert noon!™

“And what in It this time?"

“1 be allus full up o' noos, bean‘t T2
he repeated

“Yen, Anclent,” said 1, and sighed; “and
what s your nawa?"

“"Why, first of all, Peter, jest reach me
my snuff-box, will ‘ea?'ere It be—in my
back ‘ind  pocket—thankes! thankee!™
Hereupon he knotked upon the lid with a
bony knuekle, *1 du ba that full o' noos
this marnin’ that my innards be all of a
Quake, Meter, all of a quake!™ he nodded,

saying which, he sat down close boside
ne,

"Peter."’

Yea, Ancleant?™

Some day—when that theer old stapi!
be all rusted awny, an' these old bones
Is m-restin’ in the churchyapd—over .o
Cranhrook, Peter—you’ll think, sometimas,
o' the very old man as was always so full
o' noos, won't ‘ee, Peter?™

“Surely, Anclent, 1 shall never forget
you,"”" "sald I, and sighed.

"An' now, Peter,” sald the old man, ax-
tracting a pinch of snuff, “"now for the
noos--"bout Hiack Jarge, It ba'"

‘What of him, Anclent?’ The old man
shook his head

"It took elght on ‘em to du It, Peter,
an' now four on "em ‘s a-layin' In thelr
bodn, an’ four on 'am's 'obbin' on crutches
—an' all over a couple o' rabbita—though
theer bhe some fules am says they was
pa‘tridges!"”

“Why—what do you mean?'’

“Why, ve aee, Peler, Black Jarge be
such a gert, strong man (I were much
mich another when 1 weres young)—!ike n
lon, in 'Is wrath, 'e be—ah!—a bull bean't
nothin® to Black Jarge! An' they keepers
come an’ found ‘Im under a tresa fast
mnlpap—like David in the Cave of Adul-
lam, Petar, wi' a couple o' rabbits an 'e'd
snared. An' when they keepers tried to
tak’ ‘lm, ‘s ross up, ‘e did, and throwel
some on ‘em this way an' some on 'em
that way—'t were like Samson an' the
Philistines: If only ‘e'd ‘appened to find
the jawbone of & ass lyin' 'andy, "e'd ha'
killed “em mll an’ got AWAY, SUre as sure.
But It weren't to be, Peter, no, dead
donkeys be scarce nowadays, an' as fer
asses’ jawbones—"'

“Do you mean that George s taken—
prisener?”

The Anclent nodded, and Inhaled @
pinch of snuff with much evident rellah.

It be gert newn, bean't i, Peter?"’

"What have they done with him? Whare
ig he, Ancient?" But, befors the old man
could answer, Bimon appeared

“Abh, Potor!"” sald he, shaking his head,
“tha Gaffer's been tellin® ye "ow they've
took Jarge for poachin’, I suppose—"*

“Bimon!"" cried the Anclant, "shut thy
mouth, lad—hold thy gadb an' give thy
poor feyther a chance—I be tallin® “im so
fast an 1 can! As I was a-sayin’, Peter—

n

ke a fur'us llon were Jarge wi' they
keepers—elght on 'em. Peter—like dogs,
a-growlin' an’ growlin', an' leapin’, an’'

worryin' all round ‘im—ah!—like & lion 'e
wers——"
“Waltin' for & chance to use 'is ‘right,’
d'yva ses, Poter!" added Simon.
Anclent—WI{' 'in eyes a-rollin’ an’' flam-
in’, Peter, an’ “is mane all bristlin'—
B8imon—Cool as any cucumber, Peter—
Ancient—A-roarin’ an’ a-lashing of "»
tadl—
Bimon—And sparrin’ for an openin’, Pe-

ter, and when ‘s sees one—downin' ‘ia
man svery time—
Anclent—Leapin' In the air, rellin' In

the grass, wi' they keepers clingin' Lo "Im
like loeches—ah! leeches—
Bimon—And avery Lime they rushed, tap

ad go ‘ls "left,” and bang ‘ud go 'la
" s

Anclent—An' up ‘e’'d got, llke Bamson
again, Pater, an’ give ‘'ilsself a shakes;

bellerin’—like a bull o' Bashan——

Simon—Ye ses, they fou't so clons to-
geother that the keepers was afear'd o
use their guns—

Anclent (indignantly)—Guns!—who's o-
talkin' o guna? Bimon, my bye—you be
allus a-maggin’ an' a-maggin; bridia thy
Iand, bridle try tongus afore It
ye

Bimon (sheeplshiy)—All right, Old Un-—
fire away!

But, at this juncture, Old Amos hove
in view, followed by tha Apologetic Dut-
ton, with Job and sundry others, an thair
way to work, and, s they came, they
talked together, with much solemn wag-
ging of heads. Having reached the door
of “The Bull" they paused and greetsd
us, and I thought Old Amos’ habltual
grin seemed a (rifle more pronounced
than usual,

“So poor Jarge 'as Kons an' done for
‘lasolf &t last, eh? Oh, my soul! think
o that, now!" sighed Old Amos.

“Allus knowed as ‘o would!" added
Job: "many’'s the time I've sald as ‘e
would, an’ you know It—all en you."

“1t'll ba the Barbadiea, or Austrayley!”
grinned Amos; “transportation, il be—
Oh, my soul! think ‘o that now--an' 'Ilm
a Bisa'n'urst man!"

“an’ all along o a couple o'—rabbitat”’
sald the Ancient, smphasising the last
word with & loud rap on his snufl-box

“Pa'tridges, Gaffer!—they wus pa'-
tridges!” returned Old Amos,

“f sllus ssid as Black Jarge'd come
to & bad end.” relterated Job, “dn' what's
more—'e aren't got nobody to blame but
‘lasslf!’

“An' all for a couple o

rmbbits!”

sighed the Anclent, staring Old Amos full

“They generally mostly desarves 11"
nodded Joh.

"But s ‘ard te think o pore JaTEa
tied up to one o' them Nogeia-posts, wi'
‘In back all raw an' blesding' ! pursued
Old Amos; “erool “ard it bo, an’ "im such

| A fine. strappin' voung chap.”

U ware allue a sght tee fond o

pitehin’ Into folk, Jarge were!" sald Joh,

"It be 4 mercy as my back woren't broke
more nor ones ™

"AR!" nodded the Anclent, "you must
be amasin' strong in the back, Job! The
WAy I've seed ‘ee come a-roliln’ and' a-
wallerin® out o' that theer smithy's won-
nerful. wonnerful, Lord! Job—'aw you
did roll!™

“Well, e won't never do It ne mors"
sald Job, glowering; “‘what wi' poachin'
‘ia game, an' knockin' ‘In keepars about,
't aren’'t jikely as Bqulire Beveriey'll let
"Im off very eaay—"'

"Whot said 1, loaking up and apeaking
for the first time,

"Squire Beverley o' Burn‘am

"Sir Peregrine Beverley?'

“Ay, for sure. "

“And how far is it to Burnham Hall?™

"OW  far? rvepeated Job, staring;
“why, lays “tother side o' Horsmon-
den—"*

“It Be a matter o' sight mile, Peter,”
sald the Anclent.

“Nine, Peter!™
mile. It ba!

“Though I won't swear, Peter,”” con-
tinued the Anclent, “I won't awear as It
aren‘t—seven—call {t six an’ three-gquar-
ters!" sald he, with his sagle eye on Old
Amon.

“Then T had better start now,"” sald I,
and rose.

"“Why. Peter—wheer be goin'™

""To Burnham Hall, Anclent.”

AlL*™

eried old Amos—"nine

"What—you?"' exclalmsd Job; d'ye
think Bquire’ll ses you?'

"1 think so—yes.*

"Well, ‘e won't—they'll never let the

likes o' you or me beyvond the gates™

"That remalns to be seen,” said 1.

“So you'm goin', are ye™'

"I eertainly am.*

“All right,” nodded Job, *“if they sets
the dogs on ye, or chucks you into the
r?ln‘d—dnn‘t £o bhlamin®' It on to me, that's
allt*

"What—-be ye really a'goin’, Peter?’

“I really am, Anclent."

“Then—by the Lord-I'll

“IU's & long walk!"

“Nay—8imon shall drive us in the eart."

“That I will!" nodded the innkesper

“Ay, ld" cried the Anclent, laying
his hand upon my arm, "wae'll up an' see
Squire, you and me—shall uw, Petar?
Thers be some fules,” sald he, looking
round upon the staring esmpany, “some
fules ma talks o' Bot'ny Bay, an’ irons,
an' whippin'-posts—all T says Is—let ‘em,

Eo wi' ye

Peter. ot 'em! You an' me'll up an'
sea Squire, Peter. sha'n't us? Black
Jarge aren’t a convic' yet, lot fules say
what they will; we'll show ‘em, Peter,

we'll show ‘sm!" 8o saying, the old man
led ma into the kitchen of “The Bull"
while 8imon went to huve the hornes put
1o, .

CHAPTER XXVII
CHEERY place, at all times, (= the
kitchen of an English inn, a coms
fortabla place to eat In, to talk in. or in

dozs In; a place with which vour parlors

and withdrawing rooms, your salons (& la
the three Louls) with their irritating
rocono, thair gilt and satin, and spindle-
legged discomforts, are not (to my mind)
whrthy to compare

And what Inn kitchen, in all broad
England, was ever brighter, neater, and
more comfortable than this kitchen of
"The Bull” whers sweet Prue held su-
preme sway, with such grave dignity, and
with her two white-capped malds to do
her bldding and behests P —surely none
And wurely In no tnn tavern, or hostelry
Boever, great or amall, was there ever
#een o dalntier, prettier, awester hostess
than this sams Prue of ours,

And her pressnce was reflacted sy ery-
where, and, If ever u kitchen of an Inn
possessed a heart to lone, then, beyvond all

doubt, this kitchen had lost its heart to
Prue long since; even the battered cut-

luseen crossed upon the wall, the pon-
derous Jack ahove the hearth, with |ts
legend: Anno Dominl 183, took on a
brighter sheen to greet her when she

came, and us for the pots and pans, they
fairly twinkled

But today Frue eyes were red, and her
lips were all a-droop, the which, though
her asmile was brave and ready, the
Anclent was quick to notice,

“Why, Prue, lass, you've been weepin'!"
“Yes, grandfer.”

"Your pretty eyes be all swole—red they
be; what's the trouble ™

“Oh! ‘t Is nothing, dear, 't i» just &
mald's fullshness—never mind me, dear.”

“"Ah! but 1 love 'se, Prue—coms, kins
me—theer now, tell me all about (t—all
about It, Prue.”

“Oh, grandfer!" sald she, from the
hollow of his shoulder, “ 't Is just—
Jarge!" The old man grew very still,
his mouth opened slowly and closed with
& EnAp.

"4 'ee—did 'ee sSay—Jurge. Prue? 1s
lt—~breekin® your ‘eart ye be for that
theer poachin’ Black Jarge? To think—
as my Prue should come down to a
poachin'—"

Prudence aslipped from his encircling
arm and siood up very siraight and
proud—there were tears thick upon her
lashes, but she 4id pot attempt to wipe
them away.

“Grandfer," she sald very gently, "you
mustn't speak of Jarge to me like that-—
ye mustn't—-we musin't—becauses I-love
him, and f—he ever—comes back-I'll
murry him f—iFf he will only ax me; and
if ha—mever comes back, then—I think—I
shall—die!" The Ancient took out his
souffbox, knocked It, opened it, glanced
inside, and—shut it up again.

“Did ‘'ve tell me an you—love—-Black
Jarge, Prust"

“Yeo, grandfer, I always have and al-
ways shall'

“Loves Black Jarge!" he repeated;
“allus " ‘as—allus will! ©Oh, Lord! whai
‘ave 1 done?T™' Now, very slowly, a tear

cropt down his wrinkied cheek, at sight |

of which Prus gave a little cry, and,
kneellng beside his chulr, took him In
her arma, “Oh, my lass'—my Hitle Prus
~'t o all my doin’. I thought—Oh, Prus,
't wore me as parted you! I thought—"
The quivering voloe broke off.

U7 I8 all right, grandfer, never think
of It—see—thare, I be amilin'!" and abe
kissod him many times.

“A danged fule I be!"” sald the old man,
shaking his head.

“Na, no, grapndfer!"

“That's what I be, Prue—a danged fule!
If 1 do go afore that theer old, rusty
stapil, ‘t will parve me t—a danged
fuls T ba! Allus loved ‘Im—allus will
an’ wishful 10 wed wi' ‘Im!

thia true™ and In her eyes wans the lght
daww-

..:;' I-a.‘ soe you-inten
) aaig 1.

‘
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“That son of yours s & likely lnd, S8am

help us to end the war™
“What! My boy, BIUIT Naw, naw
miartad the war, et "im fnish 1t "leselr!™

Poor Punster

Jones—Say, Mowse, how um [ going to
gl down?

Johnsing—Try some of this tonle, boas;
It'll grow halr on anything.

Brave Lad

(2 ‘.
—Puneh.
“l wish I could go out with you, Tom.

I don't trust
“Don't you
‘em to me.”

them Gormana

worry, mother. You leave

Guaranteed

HERL

Irene—Father bought 4 painting by
an old master,

Corinne—Are you sure? There are 3o
many coples nowadiys that one carn
eanily be fooled,

Irena—Oh, yves Indead! The man he
bought It from gave him a written
guaraniee that the painter was past
W before he did a stroke of it!
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~The Pasing Show.
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- — Nora—1 wonder why we are wing
- . tired of each other? " o
Very Likely Juck—1 haven't an idea. ‘
Flatbush—They say there are 855 Nora—Maybe that's the reason. 5
BepATAle operations in the munulfacture = — =
of a watch that sells for & dollar.
Bensonhurst—Does that mean Lhat a Bad Bervice
fellow has to make ¥5 turns to wind
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Employe—1'm nearly mm Just’ i
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