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iy pecaume of my eyss, ahe would

\ Have fisd from ma, bul 1 caught har
s, and thera AmMiA the leaves,
Sits the Jjealoun Babble of the bHrook,
e yecond tima I my life, her iipa
'm. And, gaxing yet into her eves,
’ pow, In {his shady bower, 1
ohte walched her Weaving Jes ves
per halr and heard her talk to her
and so—had Atolen away, for

heauly.

By, Peter™”

wars §o far out
§ Yos to kiss you."
'..'“‘-‘ iy (!:n'::nﬁlnh becAuRe We were
L ‘;:: r|'Irr\|1l11 the world, and hecauns

. ‘Nﬂ“ w0 very murh alone, and- -t
Fand becauws, Foter, bBecauss you are
‘et man nnd atrong, as the oid locket
Andl 4o you remamber,’” ahe went
iy, laying her cool, restralning
on my eager lps “hew 1 found
searing that lockat, and hew wvou
and stammered it and
16 rend your Homa -
how rou sAnE, to pravent me =1
-; nd Ry gravely you I‘"I,"I"I‘T!'Pl‘ ma 4

f pow you called me A ‘freaturs
m how  ¥OU deserved It, pir—and
mare helplens and 1 At eass than
& and how—just to flatier my Vanity

" told mes 1 had ‘glorious halr'?

po you have!' mald I, kimsing &

at her temple; “when You unbind it
Charmian, it will cover you—llke a

anid this, for somes reason
'::: \'lp at me, sudden and shy,
Plushed and slipped from my arms,
flad up the path fike A nymph.
we presently entered the coltage,
and panting, and laughing for
or happiness.  And now sha rolled up
p sledves, BNA set about preparing
t kfast, laughing my assistance to
but growing mightily indignant
o [ would kies her, yet plushing and
Aing. neverthelesn And whils nhe
stfed to and fro (keaping well out of
sh of my Arm). she began to Sing In
goft voice to herself

of the world and-—

aver
p o

&

y tawn, where 1 was born,
i ; ﬂ:"l?“ A falr mald dwellin',
svery youth ery Well-a-wayl
Her nams was Barbara Allen
#0h, ' Charmian! how wonderful you
y | C

- th of May,
! 3 m .‘::n"m;r 1?9";'*".- nwsl?lln‘ -
. #garely no woman aver had stich heau-
fiful arma’ 8o round and soft and whits,
! an' She turned upon me with a
fork held up admonishingly, but, mesling
Yy look, her eyes w avered, and up from

B Jhrost to brow rushed a wave of burning |

_erimson.

#Oh, Pater!—you make
(gfmaid of you,” she whispered,
e face againut my shoulder,

me—-almos{—

P wAre you content to have married such

g very poor man—to ba the wife of &
blackemith ?**
MWhy, Peter—in all the world there
fgever was such another blackémith as
and—and—there!—the kettle 1a boll-
over—"
S et it wald 1.
L WAnd the bacon—the bucon will burn—
b me go. and—oh, Peter!™
N0 o dus time, we sat down fto our
ry wedding breakfast; and thers
00 eyen Lo speculate upon the bride’s
uty, to note her changing color, or
giory of her eyes, and no healths
proposed or toasts drunk, nor any
rpoken—except, perhape, by my
UBtod friend—the brook outside, who, of
¥ , understood the situation, and bab.
Bisd tolerantly of us to the listening treea,
ik the grim old philosopher he was
“In this solitude we were surely cloaer
D iegrther and belonged more fully to each
iher, for all her looks and thoughts wers
‘mitie, ax mine wers hers
CAnd, ne wea ate, sometimes talking and

aomatimes laughing (though rarely; one

jaughs in the wilderness), our
wonuld stray to meet each other
the table, and eye would answer
"y, while, in the silence, the brook would
W its volce to chuckle throaty chuckles
‘B outlandlsh wittlolams, such as could
¥ be sxpectad from an old reprobate
Vo had grown xo In years and had seen
vary much of life At such times
iCharmian’s cheeks would flush and her
sahes droop—an though, Indeed. she were
¥ereed in the langunge of brooks
8a the golden hours slipped by, the
A erept westward and evening stole
LELY

*This s & very rough place for you'

Ml I and sghed.

" We ware sitting on the bench before
door, and Charmian had Iald her
§ hands upon my shoulder, and her

B upen her hans. And now she echoed

¥ slgh, but answered without stirring:

F"R Is the dearest place in all the

b
{

¥

e

“And very lonely!" 1 pursued

1 shall be busy all day long, Peter,

1 you alwayns reach homa as evening
| and then—then-—-oh! 1 sha'n't be

Jomely,

L"But I am such a gloomy fellow at the

N8C of timen, and very clumsy, Charmian,

RS pomathing of a fallure.''
“Knd—my husband.”

' !~Peter!—oh, Peter!"

ro8e (o my feet,

" tari—oh, Peter!" called the volce

i seemingly from the road, and now
ht it sounded familiar,
harn stole her arms about my nack,
think it s Bimon,” said I uneasily;
Lt can have brought him? And he
Rever venture down into the Hollow
bunt of the ghost; I must Ko and

M what he wants."

S, Poter,” she murmured, but the
B of her arma tightened.

REWhat |s itT" sald 1, looking into her
" i eyes. “Charmian, you are
Mmbling '—what s 1ty
"1 don't know—but oh, Peter! 1 fesl
B A shadow—a black and nwful shadow

frenping upon us—hiding us from
v 1 am wvery foollsh, am I not?y
this our wedding day!”
! Pater!"”
!«!rlth me, Charmian; let ua go
I must walt—1L ln woman's destiny
Walt—but I am brave again; go—
L What ls wanted."
Btd Bimon, sure enough, In the lane,
In his cart. and his face looked
&nd grimmer even than usual,
Patar!™ said heo, aripping my hand,
‘Coma sl last—-Gaffer be goin'.”
Bg. Bimont
+ Pater. ¥ell downstalts ‘s marn-
OF sAYSs ‘s cun’'t last ths day
fast, ‘e bo, an’ ‘e be axin'

Paler. 'Wheer ba Peter? says

A0 Over agaln: ‘wheer be the
I found of a supshiny arter-

in th' “sunted 'Oller™ You
worlkl ‘s mamin’, Peter, po 1
‘se—you'll come back

I started,

and hid |

By JEFFERY FARNOL

 —

trrald"‘ she whisnpered, clinging to me,
I wm afeaig But, o0 at once, ahe was
calm ngain, and full of malf-reproachen,
ealling herseif “weak,' and “foollsh,” and
hysterienl — thany indead, 1 W
never hyaterical delors!"* -and elling me
that 1 must go-that ¢ wAR my duty to
0 10 the "gentle, dying osla man'' —urg-
INE ma to the door, almost sagerly, un,
being out of the cottage. Ahe must needs
fall a-trembling once mors, and wind
her arms about my neck, with a Ereat
aob

"But oh'—you will

ome back soon—
FPeter?

very soon, And we know that
NOthing ean ever come betwaen wus again
“hever agaln—my huaband.” And, with
that blessed word, she drew me down to
her lips, and, turning, fled into the
rottage

I went on slowly up the path to mest
Bimon, and, as 1 went, my heart was
healy, and my mind full of a strange
forsboding. But I never thought of the
omen of the knife that had once fallen
and quiversd In the Aoor betwesn us

q' 'T wers “ls snuff-box as done 1t!' sald
Simon, staring very hard at his horas's
OATR, AN We Jogged nlong the road. 'K

were A-goin’ upstalrsfor it, an’' slipped,
¢ did J

Simon,’ says he, as 1 1ifted of "Im In
my arma, 'Blmon,’ says ‘e, quist like, ‘1
be dome for at last, lad—thia poor oid
feyther o vourn'll never g0 a<climbin’ up
thess BIATR no more, sAys ‘a—‘never—no—
more " *

After this 8imon fell sllent. and 1 Mke-
wise. untll we reached the village. Before
"The Bull" was a group who talked with
hushed volces and grave faces: even Old
Amos grinned no more.

The old man lay in his great four.post
bed. propped up with pillows, and with
| Prus beside him, to smooth his allver halr
with tender fingers, and Black George.
towering In the shads of the bed-curtains.
like a grisving giant

"‘Ere 1 bs, Peter,” sald the old man.
backoning me fesbly with his hand, * ‘ere
I bo—at the partin’ o ths wayn, an' wi'
summ'at gone wrong wi' my Innards!
When & man gets so old as | be, “is In-
nards be lke glans, Peter, liks glags—an’
apt to fly all to pleces if ‘s goos a-slippin’
&n’ a-plidin’ downstaira, llke me "

“Are you in pain?' I asked, clasping his
ehriveled hand.

“Jest a twinge, mow an' than, Peter—
but—Lard! that bean't nothin' to a man
the llkes o mo—Peter—"

“You nlways were so hale and hearty,”

| T nodded, giving him the usual opening he

had waited for.
| "AY, #0 strovg as & bull, that 1 were!
k= u lion In my youth—Black Jarge were
nought to me—a cart-'orse [ ur-n»"‘
fald I “yen” and stooped my
head lower over the feehle old hand
"Bu., artor all, Peter, bulls pars Away,
an’ liona, an' cart-'orses lose thelr teeth,
an’ gotz wore out, for ‘all flesh Is grass'—
but iron‘s iron, bean't It, Peter—rusts It
do, but 't is iron all the same, an' lasts
A man out—aven such a 'sarty chap as I
l were '
"Eometimes.” saild 1, without looking up.
AN 1 ba very old an' tired, Peter: my

"Yoo'

and smooth-even unte the end 8o I
strode an, Jull of & desp and ablding joy,
and with heart that “hrobhed and hands
that trembled hecsuss I knew that shs
watched and walted for my coming.

A sound broke upon the stillness—aud-
den and eharp-like the cnapping of a
sticn. 1 stopped and glanced about me-
but it had come and gone—lost In the
all-prrvading calm

And presently, reaching the leafy path
that led ateeply down into the Hollow,
I paused a moment to laok about me and
to listen again; but the desp silence was
all unbroken, sava for the slumberous
song of the brook, “hat stole up to me
from the shadows, and | wondersd idiy
what that sudden sound might have bean.
86 I began to descend this leafy path,
knfl went om to meet that which Iny
walting for me In the shadows.

It was dark here among the trees, for
the moon was low as yet, but avery now
&nd then she sent & kindly ray through
romn opaning amid the leaves, so that
&s I descended the path [ seemed to ba
wading through small, limpld pools of
radiance

But all at onoce 1 stopped—ataring at
something which Iay at the sdge of one
of thess podls—n white claw—a hand
whose fingers, talon-like, had sunk desp
and embedded themmsolves |n the turf,
And beyond this gleaming hand was an |
arm. and beyond that again something
that bulked scress my path, darker than
the shadows

Running forward, I stood looking down
at that which lay at myv (est—ao vary
stll; and stooped suddenly, and turned
it over that I might ses the face. and,
k2¢ing It, started back in shuddering hor-
ror. For. in those featurss—hideous with
blood, stalned and blackened with pow-
der—I recognized my cousin, Sir Mauries
Vibart Then, remembering the stiok
that had snapped, I wondered no more,
but a sudden deadly faininess came upon
me po that 1 leaned weakly against a
trea near by

A rustllng of leaves—a shuddering
breath, and, though [ did not raise my
head, I knew that Charmian was there

“Oh, Peter!" she whispared, ‘oh,
Pater!" and that was all: but, moved
by something In her tone, 1 glanced up
Hear ayes were wide and staring—not at
me, but at that which lay between us-
her face was pallld; even her lips had
lost thelr color, and she clasped one hand
upon her bosom-—the other was hidden
in the falds of Eown—hidden as T
remembared to have seen It ones before,
but pow It struck me with a horrible
significance,. Wherafore 1 reached out
and caught that hidden hand and drew
the waapon fram her nerveless fingers,
hulding 1t where the light could play
upon It. She started, shivered violently
and covered her eyes, whila I, looking
down at the piatol in my hand, saw that
it had lately bean discharged.

““He has kept his word!"” sha whisperad ;
“he has kept hiz word!"
“Yes, Charmian—he

world!™

“Oh, Peter!' she moaned, and stretched
out her hands toward ms, yet she kept

heg

has kept hia

of today?

and tenderness,
begim this story.

through the jungle.

By EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS
ANOTHER STORY ABOUT THE FAMOUS “APE-MAN"

THE BEASTS OF TARZAN 1

Why is “Tarzan of the Apes” the most popular figure in the fiction
Why should a character who is half man, half brute so ingross
the reading public? Why should the primitive impulses of this creature
awaken such an inexhaustible interest, and project into popular favor this
highly imaginative peraonality as he is understood by Edgar Rice Bur-
roughas, the novelist who is responsible for him?

Probably the thing that makes Tarsan kin to un all is the foct that
in his powerful breast a heart pulsed with a passion stirred by ferocity
If you would go again with Tarzan inte the jungle,

Tarsan crept into public notice through the pages of the Evening
Ledger where thousands of readers have followed him in his adventures
The story which begina Saturday, in there columnas,
is a fitting sequel to this Ape-man’s Fformer extraordinary exploits in
“Tarsan of the Apes,” and “The Return of Tarzan" which preceded.

‘enrt be all wore out w1’ beatin' an’ beatin’
all these yeare—'t la & wonder as it didn't
stop Afore now-—-but a—a—stapll, Peter,
don't *ave no ‘sart to g0 A-heatin’ an'
s-wearin' of itself away ™

“"No, Anclent."

S ‘sre he 1, a-standin’ In tha Valley
o' the Bhadow, an' waitin for God's Angel

"T Is 2 darksome road, Peter, but 1 bean't
afeared, an' thers be a light beyond Jor-
dan-water, No, I aren't afsared to meat
the God as made me, for ‘the Lord s
merciful—and very kind, an' 1 don't
s'pose ns "E'Nl be very ‘ard on a old, old
man as 4id ‘ls best, an' wi' & ‘eart all
tired an' wore away wi' beatin'—I be
ready, Pater—only—""

“Yes, Ansient?’

“'Oh, Peter!—it be that theer old stapil—
as'll go on rustin’ Away an’ rustin’ away
arter the old man as watched It so is lald
in the earth, an' forgot about—"

“No," sald I, without looking up, but
slipping my hand Into my pocket; “no,
Anclent—"" !

"Peter—Ohn, Peter!—do ‘ee msan—7

1 mean that, although It had no heart,
the staple was tired and worn out—just &s
you are, and s0 T brought it to you,”™ and
1 slipped the rusty bit of iron lnte the
old man's trembling palm.

“) Lord—!" he began in a fervent volce,
"0 dear Lord!--1 got i, Lord-th' owd
stapli—1 be ready to come to Thfe. an'
Pyful—fyful! an' for this mercy, an b'"“.'
i'lt recelved—blessed be Thy name. Amen!™

Ha lay very quiet for & while, with the
broken staple clasped to his breast, and
his eves closed.

“Poter,” said he suddenly, “you won't
'ave po one to bring you noos no more—
why, Petar! be "ee cryin'—for me? 'T la
true ‘L were me as found ye, but 1 didn’t
think as you'd go to ory teara for me—1
he goin’ to tak’ ‘'t owd stapll wi' me,
Peter, all along the road—sn', Peter—

“Yes, Anclent?™

“He wyou auite wsurs as
dook T

“GQuite sure.”

“Nor s eari™

“No, Anclent.”

“Not even a—barrynet®™

“No, Anclent.”

“AR, walll-you be

you aren't a

to take my ‘and for to show me the way..

her face turmed from that which
pcroas the path between us, and her
hands were shaking pitifully. *“Peter™
she ecried with a sudden break in her
volee;, but I went on wiping the soot
from the plstol barrel with the end of
my nackerchlef. Then, all at once, she
was beslde me, clasping my arm. and
she was pleading with me, her words
eoming In a flood.

“No, Peter, no—oh, God'!'=you do
think It—you can't—you mustn't. 1 waa
slone—walting for you, mnd the hours
pussed-—-and you didp't come—and | was
nervous and frightened and full of awful
fanciea, I thought I heard some one—
ereeping round the cotiage. Once 1T
thought some one peered in at the lat-
tice, and once I though some one tried
the door, And so—because I was fright-
ened, Peoter—I took that—that, and held
it iIn my hand, Peter. And while 1 pat
there—it seemod more than aver-that
somebody was breathing softiy—outside
the doar. And so, Pster, I couldn't bear
it any more—and opened the Iattice—and
Ared—in the alr—I awear it was In the
air And 1 ptood there—at the open
casemont—uaick with fear and trying to
pray for you-becauss I knew he had
come back—1io kill you, Peter, and, while
I praved, 1 heard another shot-not
close, out f[aint—like the snapping of &
twig, Peter—-and ran  out—and-—oh,
Petar'—that ls all=but you believe—oh!—
you belleve, don't you, Peter?"

While ahe spoke I had slipped the pis-
tol inte my pocket, and now I hald out
my hands 1o her and drew her near, and
gazed into the troubléd depths of her
eyes

“"Charmian!'' said I, "Charmian—I love
you! and God forbid that I ahould ever
doubt you any more.'

Bo, with u sigh, she sank in my em-
broce, her arma crept about my neck
and our lips met and clung together
But even than--while 1 looked upon her
beautly, whils the conisct of her lipa
thrilled through me—even than, In my
mind, 1 saw the murderous plstol in her
hand—an 1 had seen it months agoe. In-
deed, it almonat seemed that she divined
my thought, for she drew swiltly back
and jooked at ma with bhaggard syes

“Poter?' ahe whispored, “"what is it—
what ia U7

“Oh, Charmion!" sald I, over and over

“1 love you—I1 love you."

Iny

not

—mors than my soul; and, becauss [ so
love you—tonight you must leave me—""

=

SCRAPPLE

~Carnell Widow,

Ehe (after the three-bagger)—bBut why does the man that threaw the ball

loak mo angry 7
He—Recauss the hatter got a hit.
Bhe—HBut he threw tha ball

right te him."

He—Ofr course, but the pitaher doesn’t want tha batter te hit It
Bhe (trfumphantiy)=Then why 40es he throw the ball se closs to the bat?

“T hear Jiges iy an important mem-
ber of thse firm now."

“Oh, 1 don't know. The offica boy
still enllm him by his Arst nama**

“"Want to buy a mule, Pete?”
“What aills him?™

"“Nothing."

“Then what are ¥y selling him for?*

“Nothing."
“T'll take him'"

ONCE IS ENUF!

THE PADDED CELL

‘RCTURE. OF A CTHICKEN
CROBIMNG THE STRERT,

Object: Undoubtedly Matrimony
The woman of the houss reached the
conclusion that the attachmant of the
policaman for her cook must be in-
vestigated, lest It prove disastrous to
domestic discipline.
“Do you think he means business,
Bridget?" she asked.
“1 think he does,
Bridget. “"He's begun
about mt_g_mkln'_._m:m\_.'i

mum,” said
to complain

CALER | WANT ou NOURE. ON, &
O cOME DOWR TOTHE LEAD THE Wiy
WOUSE MO TAKE IR

Sl

-

, \:??-jf
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1 SEE T ALL
WO

Wi CERTAN O TO WERT]
)

Jones—Hello, Bmith! I hear you
have a youngster at your house.

Bmitn (who llves a mile away)—
ona; nm' 1! Can you hear him ap far
as that?

Herman—A quesr thing happened at
the Casino last night; a feliow said
he wished he was dead, and his part-
ner told him to move to Darby?

Adolf—Weall, what's funny about
that

Herman—Nobody laughed.*’

SBuch In Li

EBhe—Ges, Jimmies, I wiaht you'd
buy me some Laffy!

He—Gosh! That s just like a
woman! Here I've given yuh horses
‘n carriages, 'n now Adoggoned If yuh
don't want bon-bonas!

“Mister, me wife an' children are
freezin' an' I ain't got nothin' to make

8 fire with.™

“Too bad. Here's a match™

———

—AND THE WORST IS YET TO Cab-lE

N MAKES GOOD




