8 THE BROAD HIGHWAY &

A Tale of ls_th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance
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PTER XXXVII—{Continued).

FUBHT she whispered, olusping me
fghter, ‘'listen—some one s com-
Awny to the right, we oould hear
wea runiling, as though a strong
through them; a light fick-
went out, fllokered agnin, and a

palled falntiy:
vl

» el Charmian, clasping my
"at un #0 to mest him.*
Charmisn, no—1 must ses this man

You must leave hera, (onight—
You can ¢atch the Londen Mall at

gromroads. Go to Blackheath—to 2ir

Anstruther—he s my friend—tell

- every thing—""

was down At my feat, and had

my hand to her bosom,
san't!” she eried, T oan't go-and
here alonse. 1 have loved you
the very fAret, and It seems that
fay my love has grown until it is
of me. Oh, Peter'—don't send me
from you — It will kil mas, 1

that than the shame of a pria-
§ axciaimed, and, while T spoke,
her in my arma. “Ohl—~I am proyd
to have won much A love as
ma try to be worthy of It
. my heloved!™ and so T kissed
i and would have turned away, but
arms clun® aboutl me.
, Peter!” she sohbed, “If you must
you will go, oall me—your wife—
once, Pater.”
e hovering light was much nearar
, and the rustie of leaves louder, ns
above her cold hands, and
her trembling fingers
i"gome duy,” sald 1, "mome day, 1t
Is & Just God In heaven, we sphall
again; perhaps soon, perhaps Inte
then, let ug dream of that glorious,

some day, but now—farewell, oh,
od wife!”
A A broken cry, she drew my head
upont her breast, and claspsd 1t
, while her tears mingled with my
, and =0, orying my name, she
, nnd was lost among the leaves,

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
HE pallid moon shone down “pitilessly
gpon the dead, white face 1Rat stared
at me through its grime and blood,
ith the snme half-tolerant, half-amused
mtempt of me that it had worn In life:

drawn lips seemed to mock me, and
glenched fists to defy me still; so
1 shivered, and tumed to walch the

ng light that danced like a will-
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BY JEFFERY FARNOL

THE BEASTS OF TARZAN |

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

Why is "Tarsan of the Apes” the most popular Rgure in the fiction
of today?. Why should a character who is half man, half brute so ingross
the reading public? Why should the primitive impulses of this croature
awaken such an inexhaustible interest, and project into popular faver this
highly imaginative personality as he is understood by Edgar Rice Bur.
roughs, the novelist whe is responsible for him?

Probably the thing that makes Tarsan hin to us oll is the foct that

in his powerful breast a heart

and tendermess. If you weuld g0
begin this story,

Ledger where thou

ds of readers

pulsed with a possion stirred by ferocity

Tarsan erept inte public notise through the pages of the Evening

through the jungle. The story which begina Saturday, in these columnc,
is a fitting sequel to this Ape-man's Former extraoordinary exploits in
“Tarzan of the Apes,” and “The Return of Tarsan”

again with Tarzan inte the jungle,

Aave followed him in his adventures

in my neckcloth; having done which, 1
olosed the door.

“What now?' Inquired the Postilion

“Now you can drive us to Cranbrook.”

“What—be you a-comin' too?”

“Yeu," I nodded; *“yves, | am coming
too."

"Lord love me!™ he exclaimed, and n
moment later T heard him chirruping to
his horses; the whip cracked and the
chiise lurched forward.

Whether he had some wild notion that
I might attempt to descend and make
my sscaps bhafore we reached our destina-
tlon, I cannot say, but he drove at a
furious pace, taking corners at reciliess
npeed. 80 that the chalss lurched and
swayed moast violently, and more than
once I war compelled to hold that swful
fAgure down upon the seat befors me,
lest It should slide to the floor. On we
nped, past hoedge and tree, by feld and
lonaly wood. And ever In my sars was
the whir of the wheels, thsa drumming
of hoofs and the crack of the whip; and
ever tha fiitting moonbeams danced
across that mufed face until It seemed
that the features writhed and gibed at
me berienth the folds of the neckerohief.

And a0 at last came lights and houses
and the sound of excited voices, an we
pulled up before the Posting House at
Crmanbrook. Looking from the window, 1
saw a ring of faces with eyes that
Eleamed In the light of the lanthorns,

chaps.” he cried, facing the crowd, “this
Is my friend Peter—an honest man an’'
no murderer, as ‘e will tall yo ‘leself—
thia Is my friend as I'd go ball for wi'
my Iife to be & true man, speak up Pater,
an’ tell "em as you ‘m an honest man an’
no murderer.”” But 1 shook my head

“Oh, Peter!™ he whispered, “speak!
speak'™

“Not here, George.” 1 answersd; "1t
would be of no avall-besides, I can say
nothing to clear mynelf. "

""Nothin', Peter?"

“"Nothing, George. Thia man was shot
and killed In the Hollow—1 found him ly-
|ing dend—I found the empty pistol, and

the Postillon yonder found me standing
over the body. Thatls all T have to tell.”

“Peter,” sald he speaking hurriedly be-
neath his bhreath, “oh, Petar!—let's run for
="t wouldd be maln easy for the like o
you an' me—="'

""No, George.,”" 1 answered; "1t would be
worse than useless. But one thing I de
mak of you—you who know me so muech
better than most—and it In, that you wiil
bid me gond-by, and—take my hand onos
Im-.\rn, George—here hefore all these oyea

that look upon me as & murderer, and—"'

Before 1 had finished he had my hand
in both of his—nay, had thrown one great
arm protectingly about me.

“Why, Peter—"" he began, In a strangely

cracked voloe, “oh! man as I love!—never
| think as I'd believe thelr lies, an'—Peter -

wisp among the shadows. Pres- and avery eye was fixed on me, and such Aghters as you an’ me!—a mateh
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 d “Lord,” he whispered, “Lord love me,” and stood, staring, with dropped jaw.
it stopped, and a voice halled once every fool gave back a step as 1 des- for double thelr number—let’s make a bolt
H - cended from the chalse, And, while I for lt—ecod! I want to hit somebody.

™

Allo!" 1 called buck; “this way—this
* In a lttle while I saw the figure
& man whom I at once recognised ne
. one-time Postilion, bearing the lan-
i of a chalse, and, as he approached,
ok me that this meeting was very
ks qur first, save for him who lay
shadows, staring up at me with
ing eyea.
hol” sxclnimed the Fostilion as he
up, mising his lanthorn that he
.'Vlnw me thes better; “‘It's you agaln,

A" T nodded,

#ll, 1 don't Uke 1,* he grumbled,
! ing of oach other again like this,
‘ere ghastly place—no, 1 don't likes
much like last tims to he nat'ral,
A8 you know, ] can't abide onnat'ral-
£ I was to ax you where my
Wax, like as not you'd tell me ‘e
¥ sald I, and, moving aside,

to (he shadow,
| Postilion stepped nearer, lowering
» then staggerod blindly back-

I he whimpered, “Lord love me!”
taring, with dropped jaw.
in your chatse?"’

It away um—rn*
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atood there, the Postillon came with two
white-faced ostlers, who, hetwedédn them,
bore n heavy burden through the crowd,
rtumbling awkwardly as they went: and,
as mon saw that which they oarried,
there came a low, deap pound—wordleas,
inarticulate, yet full of menace. But,
above this murmur rose a volce, and I
saw the IPostillon push his way to the
steps of the lon, and turn there, with
hands clenched and ralsed above his hand.

"My master—8ir Maurice Vibart—is
killed—ahot to death—murdered down
thers in the 'aunted "Oller!' he eried,
“and If you axes me who done it 1 says
to you—'# dld-—so "elp mas God!™ and,
upeaking, he ralsed bis whip and polntefl
ot me.

Once more there rose that inartioulate
pound of menace, and ance more. all eyes
were fixad upon me,

“E was & fine gen'man!’

“Ah! s0 gay an' llght-‘earted;*
mnother,

“Ay, ay-—-a4 gensrous, open-'anded gom'-
men!" sald s third,

And every momant the murmur swelled
and grew more threaloning: fsis were
clenched and sticks fNouriahed, so that,
instinotively, I setl my back against the
chalso, for It seemod they lacked omly
soms one to take the initistive ere they
fell upon me.,

Tha Postillon saw this, oo, for, wilh &
ahoul, hs aprua forward, his whip up-
ralsed, o crowd was
by a
stood he-

me, ayes glowing, his fats
clonchod, and his halr and beard bris-

" he

sald & voloe,
sald

i ﬁ!m‘

Never doubt me, Peter—your friend—an'
they'd go over llke skittles—Ilke akittles,
Patear—"

The crowd, which had swelled moment-
arily, surged, opened, and a man on horse.
back pushed his way toward me, & man
in some dlaorder of dread, as though he
haad clothed himaelf in a hurry,

Rough hands were now Iald upon me:
1 saw George's fist ralsed thresteningly,
but caught it in my grasp.

“Good-by," said I, "good-by, George,
and don't look so downcast, man'” But
wo were forced apart, and I was pushed
and pulled and hustied away, through a
crowd of facem whosg oves damned me
wherever 1 looked, along papelod pas-
sage ways, and into a long, m room,
where sat the gentleman T had seen on
the horse. busily tying his cravat, teo
whom I deliverad up the pistol «and ane
swered divers questions as wel) as | might
und by whom, after much jotting of notes
and memoranda, | was dellvered over to
four burly fellows, who, with deep
gravity, and ma grip much tighter than
WAR neotRSAry, onoe more led me owut
into the mooniit strest. where wars people
who pressed forward to stare Into my
face, and people who leaned out of win-
dows L0 stare dowvn upon my head and
many maore who followed at my hesls.

And thus In much estste I sscended a
fight of worn stane steps into the church-
yard and so—by & way of tombs and
Eraves—came at Inst to the grest aquare
church-tower Into which I was incon
tinently thrust, and there very securely
locked up.
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~-London Opinton ’
“Do you think it possible ta love two girls at the sams time? i
“Not Il they know iL" .
|
|
|
L
Young man, your work
As reporter hna been miserable. Un-
lesa you improve I'l have to put you "
at writing editorials or book reviews .
SONGS WITHOUT WORDS
re— N [ ~
Patlent—But, doctor, you are not
Asking # for merely taking a eoinder I
out of my eye!? ]
Bpecialist—Er—no, My charge f{s b
for removing a forelgn subsiance ] |
from the cornea l
Proof Without Doubt
Tim
({10 4
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“You are gatiing very bald, sir!™
"Well, If I cared to become personal,
I could mention quite & few defects
about you.”
b — -~ -
No Wonder
“*How do you know |t la my dog that s
chases your children?" b
“"Why,” I've seen him time and
again!™ L
“Huh, you've gotl Lo bring me better -
proof than that!™
“All right, sir; the next time It oo-
curs, I'll bring you all the proof you 1
want—in & wheelbarrow.”
L - —— = - -
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| o * N ey Y- Lady—Good graclous! What wouid
e o ,0 IR your mother say If she saw you smol- .
| l] rl.?- | ing clgarettes? -
iy i |." ’l Billy—8he'd have & AL "chuse
IHI;I‘“'“' Il Jli" L[ AL 1l"t Al they're her cigarottes, \ s,
0 |! \ —— —————e
Pi | A Comie Artist Looking at One of His Own Comics 5 s 2O
) N - : i Making It Right 70
= 3 — " — — — ] ) |
One Exception i B ': ¢
ii 1 ! | |
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Cholly—1 don't approve of thess mili- ; i\
Bhe-Why do you mneed u licenss tary camps, | & J
when you want to be married? £ . " A b
He—Because love ls mmtoxicating, I Bertie—1 never could learn to drm, \t'”.}\ V -
BUppORe, elther. ¥ -_,;'!.f N
= e ——— - — = — — == —— L \‘. - i
—AND THE WORST I8 YET TO COME pyon 4185 S8 NSNS e '-nouy::! know that ugly gentiefasa
il L T
~ Papa—If you want to learn anything D']'_‘.I.h“ i my Drothen, madem.* 2
well, you must begin &t the bottom. “Oh! 1 beg your pardem; I “
Bon—How about swimming, Pa? noticed the resemblanoce.'™ o -
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