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Je of 19th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance
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anks Charm marry him,
e her uu"r.o? ‘:l‘.:lt.r. whan
her, sha lenves .
morn wa s recelved
ik . .'? l:'::ull um?:;
peveral his kespers
- 10 l-lr“nweﬂy to ank for his
% mook I
(i ¥ R XVII={Continued).
i now came the sound of wheels and
the volce of Simon, calling,
1 took my hat and followed
Binelent to the door, but thers Pru-

ylopped Mo
ant 4! met wi* Jarge—he tried
)' Oh, ! know, and now-—you
o Prue!” sald 1 But, ax 1
e ttooped and would have kisned
aba byt 1 raised her wnd Riassd her
5 e cheek, Instead, “For good luck,
Smid 1, and so turned snd left
L £
& I poreh sat Job, with Old Amoa
| (he resL. atill In solemn conclave avar
S and ale, who watched with gloomy
e a4 1 swung myself up beside the
an! cart.
fue :u'mpy!" remarked Old Amos
atbusly, with & wave of his pipe;
Pl ey!™
L"‘ p{u an ohmerving eye up
e cloudless aky, and also nodded
! .h some fules In this world,
%8 mires up rabbits wi' pa‘tridges.
i men—like Jarge—wl' thieves,
My W nes—like Job—but we'll
‘ Peter, we'll show ‘em—dang
S DHYe on, Simon, my bye!"
Uith this Parthlan shot, foeathered
Uihe one strong word the Anclent
such occaslons, we drove away
sllenced group, who wstared
ly after us until we were lost to
§ Bul the last thing 1 saw was the
il Prus's sweet eyes as she watched
f"‘ the open lattice.

' CHAPTER XXVIIL
R sald the Anclent, after we
gona & little way, “‘Peter, 1 do
ot Aren't been an' gone an’' rose

: ‘opes only to dash ‘em down

Bn but do my best, Ancient."”

| Un"” said Bimon, " °t. weren't

M rose ‘or ‘opes, 't wers you; Pater
powt mbout bringin® Jarge

o, " commanded the Anclent, “hold
oe, lad: 1 says agaln, If Peter's
roat Prue's 'opes only to dash

: il b & bud day for Prue, you
W my words; Frue's o lass as don't
Y, an' dun't forget eaasy.”

‘. true, Gaffer, true, God Dbleas

J Be one an ‘'ud pine—slow an’ quiet,
(N fower in the woods, or a leaf in
ah! fade, she would, fade an’

(il she beun't a-goin’ to do no
p the Lord!"

me an’ Peler an' you can ‘elp

my bye—but we'm but poor

B Arter wll, as the Bible saye. an'

B ‘as been an’ rowe 'er ‘opea o

[ Jarge. an' don't free Jarge—if

il “ave to go n convic' ta Au-

@f—or ' otrer place, why then

, fade as ever was, an' be

e):_?rchyam afore ‘er poor old

i, Olg Un!" exclaimed Bimon, “wno
o' fadin’'s an' churchyards?
ke It—lot's talk o' summ'at else.”
aaid uu!y At.::;leul. shaking his
evingly, “yve a good bye—ah!
footiful 1ad ye be. T don't deny:
aren't give you no Imagina-
h u;:: all, you -mul be
i & imagina ‘" n

Woma thing—aren't it, Peter?’

. Ml 1. "a daminable thing!"
 juncture there appeared a man
ahead of us, who flourished
foared a greeting, & coarse-
ved fellow, whoss beafy
with & palr of enor-
that seemed forever
his ears, which last, be-
And red. stood boldly out

to his hend, refus!

i and acorning all con-

’"ﬂu 0l4 Un—be you alive

% thanked, John!"
WL Be all this I ‘ear about that
& Jarge—'e never were m
| W'at by all thint” o
s "‘:WWWMI"

By JEFFERY FARNCL

Plack Jargs thrashed John, wersn't It
Bimon ™
"AR™ modfied Simen, “Jehn were In
‘The Ring’ then, Peter, an' a pretty tough
chap ‘e weres, too, though a Mt too fond
o' swingin' wi" ‘Ip ‘right’ to please me. "

“'E wers very swest on Prue then,
weren't ‘e, Bimon?T'

“Ah!" nodded Bimon again; ‘e were
allus ‘anging round "The Bull'<till 1
warned ‘im off-"

UAn'=-'s lnughed at ‘es, Himon.'

UART ‘s 414 thati an’ 1 were going to
‘A%¥s & 0 At ‘Im myself; an’' the chances
Are ‘4 ‘4 'ave boat me, seein’ 1 ‘adn't
been inside of & ring for ten year, when—"

“Up ocomes Jarge," chuckied the
Apclant. " ‘What's all thia? say Jarge
‘T be goin’ to tench John ‘ere to keep
AWAY from my Prue’ says Bimon. 'No,
noe,' says Jarge, ‘John's young, an' you
bean’t the man you was ten years ago-
let me,' says Jarge ‘You™ says John,
‘You get back to your bellsrs—you be
purty big, but I've beat the ‘eads off
bstter men nor you!" "Why, then, ‘ave
A& try at mine,' says Jarge; an' wi' the
word, bang! comea John's fist again' ‘s
Jaw. an' they was at it. Oh, Peter! that
wore a fAght! I've seed a fow In my
time, but nothin' like that ‘ere.”

“And when ‘t were all over,” added
HBimon, “Jarge want back to 'ls ‘ammer
an' bellers, an’ we plcked John up, and
I druv 'Im 'ome In this ‘sre very cart,
an' nobody's cared to stand up to Jarge
since."*

“'You have both seen Black George
fight, then?' 1 |nquired.

“Many‘s the time, Peter ™

“And have you ever—seen him knocked
down?"

“No," returned the Anclent, shaking his
head, "“I've soed ‘Im all blood from 'sad
to foot, an' once a gert, big sailor-man
knocked ‘Im sideways, arter which Jarge
got fu'rus-like, an' put “im to sleep—"'

“No, Peter]" added Blmon, "1 don't
think as thefe bg a man In all England
an could knock DBlagk Jarge off "is pina
In a falr, stand-up Aght."

“"Hum!" mald 1.

Yo see—'e be that *ard, Peter!” nodded
the Anclent “Why, look!” he cried—
look ‘ee theer!"

Now, looking where he pointéd, I saw
o man dart across the road some dis-
tance away; he wus hidden almost im-
mediately, for there were many trees
thereabouts, but there was no mistaking
that length of limb and broadth of
shoulder,

“'T were Black Jarge ‘lanelf!" ax-
clalmed Bimon, whipping up his horses;
but when we reached the place Gaorge
was gone, and though we ocalled and
sought for soms time, we saw him no
more

S0, In n while, we turned and jogged
back toward Slasinghurst.

“What be you ma-shakin’ your ‘ead
over, Old Un?"' inquired Bimon, after we
had ridden some distance.

I were wonderin' what that old fule
Amos ‘Il say when we drive back wi'out
Jarge.””

Helng come to the parting of the ways,
I deacended from the cart, for my head
was strangely heavy, and I folt much
out of sorts, and, though the day woa
still voung, 1 had no mind for work.
Therefore 1 bade adleu to Simon and the
Anclent, and turned aside toward the
Hollow, leaving them staring after me
In wonderment.

CHAPTER XXIX

T WAS with some little trepldation that

I descended Into the Hollow, and
walked along beside the brook, fer soon
T should meet Charmian, and the memory
of our parting and the thought of this
mesting had been In my mind &ll day
lonE.

Bhe would not be expecting me yet, for
1 was muoh before my usual time, where-
fore I walked on slowly bealde the breoak,
deliberately on what 1 should say to her,
until T came to that large stone where [
had sat dreaming the night when she had
stood in the moonlight and frst bidden
me in to supper. And now, sinking upon
thia stene, 1 set my elbows upon my
kness and my chin In my hands, and
fixing my eyes upon the ever-moving
waters of the brook, fell Inte a profound
meditation.

From this I was suddenly aroused by
the clink of iron and the snort of &
horse.

Wondering, 1 lfted my eyes, but the
bushes ware very dense, and I could see
nothing. But, in a little, borne upen the
gentle wind, came the sound of a voice,
low and soft and very sweet—whaose rich
tones there wan no mistaking—followed,
almost Immaediately. by another—deeper,
gruffer—the voloe of & man.

With a bound 1 wos upon my feet, and
had, somehow, crossed the brook, but.
overn so, 1 was too late; there waa the
crack of & whip, followed by the muftied
thud of & horse's hoofs, which died
quickly away and was lost In the stir of
leaves,

I ground my teeth and cursed that fate
which seemed determined that 1 should
not meet this man fuce to face~this man
whose back 1 had seen but once—a broad-
shouldered back clad in a blue coat.

1 stood where 1 was, dumb and rigld,
ataring stralght before me, and once
agaln A tremor over me, that
came and went, growing stronger and
stronger, and, once again, In my head

the thud, thud, thud of the hammer.
ne was approaching bglr that leafy path

Now, as she sndad the
out Into the apen and saw
Ing me, looked deliberately ov

and went on singing, while I—st shiv-

ering.
a\l‘d suddenly the trees and bushes
round—the grass swayed
ian was be-
side me with her arm about my shoul
ders; but I pushed her from me and
leaned & tree nearby, and heark-
ened to t M!mmr in.:r ."é:' i
lmw Ld .l.. . o - 7]
“Fleoase, Charmisn,” sald 1. speaking
belween the hammer strokes, ?to‘ not—
touch me aguin~it is—too soon after—"
“What do you mean—Fetar? What do

you mean?™ .
“Me has—been with —
T Bt o el b
l u:hu time—in a—blue coat—no,
‘t dom't touch me"

had

her aramble, yat ahe atrove te hide her
foar and heaped me with bitter xcorn;
but I only shook my hesd snd smiled.
And now sha at to break my
olamp, flercely, deaperately; her long halr
burst Ite fastenings snd enveloped us
both In Its rippling splendor: sha beal
my face, she wound her fingers In my
halr, but my lips amiled on, for the ham-
mer in my brain had deadened all slse.

And presently sha Iay still. 1 felt her
body reinx and grow suddenly pliable and
mott, her head fell baok acroms my Arm
and. as she lay, 1 saw the tears of her
heiplaasnoss ooze out beneath her droop-
Ing lanhes: but still 1 smiled.

50, with her long halr trafling over
me, I bore her to the cottage. Closing
the doar behind me with my foot, 1
crossed the room and set her down upon
the bed,

EBhe lay very still, but her bosom heaved
tumultuously, and the tears atill orept
from bensath har lashes: but in a while
she opened her eyes and looked at me,
and shivered, and crouched farther from
me among the plllows.

' Why did you lle to me Charmian? why
did you lle to me?' Bhe did not anewer,
only she watched me as one might wateh
some relentleas. ancoming peril,

“I asked you once (f you aver saw men
hereabouts—when 1 was away, do you re-
member? You told me, 'no. and while
¥you spoke 1 knew you lled, for I had mesn
him standing among ths leaves, walt-
Ing and watching for you. I once asked
you If you were ever lonely when I was
away, and you anawered ‘no'—you were
too busy—'seldom went bayond the Hal-
low'—do you remamber? And yet you
had brought him here—here, Into the cot-
tago--he had looked at my Virgll—over
your shoulder—do you remember?"

"You played the spy!" she whispered
with trembling lips, yot with oyes still
flerce and acornful.

“You know I 414 not; had I seen him 1
should have killed him, because—I loved
you. 1 had set up an altar to you In my
heart, where my soul might worship—
poor fool that 1 waa! 1 loved you with
every breath I drew. I think 1 must have
shown vou something of this from time
to time, for you area very clever, and you
may have laughed over It together—you
und he. And Intely I have seen my al-
tar foully demscrated, shattered, and ut-
terly destroyed, and with It your sweet
womanhood dragged in the mire, and yet
~] loved you still. Can you imagine, I
wonder, the agony of it, the haunting hor-
rors of Imagination, the bitter days, the
sleeplens nighta? To ses you #o bheautl-
ful, so glorious, and know you o base!
Indeed, 1 think It came near driving me
mad. It has sent me out into the night:
1 have held out my arms for the light-
ning to blast me; I have wished myself a
thousand deaths. If Black George had
but struck a little harder — or a Jlittle
lighter; I am. not the man T was before
he thrashed me; my head grows confused
and clouded at Umes—would to God 1
were dead! But now—you would go! Hav-
Ing killed my heart, broken my Ilife,
driven away all peace of mind—you would
leave me! No, Charmian,, I swear by
God you shall not go—yet awhile. I have
bought you very dear—hought you with
my bitter agony, and by all the blausting
torments [ have suffered.”

Now, as I ended, she sprang from the
bed and faced me, but, meeting my look,
she shrank a little, and drew her long
halr about her like & mantle, then sought
with trembling hands to hold me off,

“Poter—be sgne. Oh, Pater be merciful
and let me go—give me time—let me ex-
plain.”

“My books,” sald I, “have taught mas
that the more beautiful a woman's face
the more guileful is her heart; and your
face Is wonderfully beautiful, and, as for
your heart—you lled to me before."

“I—oh, Peter!—I am not the poor crea-
ture you think me."

“"Were you the proudest lady in the
land—you have deceived me and mocked
me and lled to me!” So saying, I reached
out and selzed her by each rounded arm.
and slowly drew her closer. And now she
strove no more against me, only in her
face was bitter scorn and an anger that
chst out fear.

“1 hate you—despise you!"' she whis-
pered. “T hate you more than any man
was ever hated!"

Inch by Ineh 1 drew her to me, until
she stood close, within the cirele of my
arma.

“And I think I love you more than any
woman was ever loved!" gaid I; *for the
glorious beauty of your strong, sweet
body, for the tomgtation of your eyes, for
the red lure of your lHpa! And so 1
stooped and kissed Fer full upon the
mouth, She lav soft and warm in my
embrace, all unresisting, only she shiw
ered beneath my kiss, and & great sob
rent her bosom.

“And I aniso think sald I, "“that be-
cnuse of the perAdy of your heart, I hate
you as much as you do me—as much as
ovar womarn, dead or living, was hated by
man—and ahall—forever"'

And, while ! spoke, | loosed her mnd
turned and strode awiftly out and awsy
from the cottage

CHAPTER XXX.

HURRIED on, looking neither to right
I nor left, peeing only the face of Char-
mian, now fearful and appealing, now
| blaxing with scorn. And coming to the
brook, T sat down and thought upon her
marvelous beauty, of the firm roundness
of the arme that my fingers had so lately
proased.  Anon 1 started up again, and
plunged, knee-deep, through the brooik,
and strode on and on, bursting my way
through bramble and briar, beediess of
thelr petty stings, till at last | was clear
of them, belng now among trees. And
hare, where the shadow was despest, 1
came upon & lurking figure—a fgure 1
recognized-—a Agure there was no mis.
taking, and which 1 ahould have known
In & thousand.

A shortish, broad-shouldered man, clad
in & blus cont, who stood with his back
toward me, looking down Into the Hollow,
in the sttitude of one who waltse—and for
what? for whom?

Ho was cut off from me by & solitary
buah, & brambie, that ssemed to have
strayed from lta kind and lost {taelf, and,
running upon my toes, | cleared this bush

bound, and, before the fellow had
realigod my preance, I had ploned him

wung him l.!u‘l:r:huh
and a0 .
gored and his hat feil of

, a8 | saw, 1 my
twaen my hands and

mﬂnm'ulm*lm
matter wi' you, sir! Come, . Petar,
mu:‘nummﬁtm
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He ttenderly)—Don't
R mistake for & man to travel through

Bhe—Ceartainly!
mother lo chaperone you.

Why not get

Unbelievable

“1 don't think Judson
New Yorker.”

it's

your

It & typlcal

""He says he doesn't take any stock
In Wall strest.”

Boarder—Thin moup
being shipwrecked on a desert island,
Mistreas—V/ hat
mean by that?

Boarder—Water,
and not a bite to eat.

reminds me of

you

water sverywhere,;

“You're looking well. "

“You betcha!
ons 1o land me a hundred.”
friend,

“Vary sorry,
see me."

'm looking for some-

but you don't
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Chty Chap—How bright and clean everything looks out here.

Farmer—Yes;

week.

DID IT EVER HAPPE?

{ TO YOU?

we had a couple of detectives scouring the

country last

Mother—My dear Percy, now that
you'va left college, you must reaily
begin looking for some sort of employs-
ment.

Perey—But don’t you think, mother,
It would be more dignified to wall un-
til the affars begin to come In?™

BoY, HE

AsA WHiP Lo

<L

LL,YOU WANT T0 MAKE
A LAWYER OUT OF TH
3 SHART

AT

SR
]
SWEET FOR

DICKY, SPEAN
TO DEAR
ANY !:6?'

LITILE BILLY,
BE NICE NOW

A FRIGHT (MO
WONDE® Diexy
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to manage his new car

in his wife's nama!™

_— e

“Do you think Chapp will ever laarn

P

“No! You see he had It christensd

- —_

" =
Husband—-8ay, Maggle, 1 wish you
oould make cake like my mather.
Wife—~Yen, and 1 wish you could
make the amount of salary like my

father.

“ AP

Earnest, but Prosy Strest-Comar

Orator—1 want land-pelarm; I want
bousing-reform; I want sducationsl-
reform; 1 want—

Bored Volce—Cloralorm.
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