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HE BROAD HIGHWAY

L of 10th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance
' By JEFFERY FARNOL
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/g approached the hounsa I anw

% {he kmonth gravel was cut up As

sy the coming and going of many

horses, and nlso that one of

still shone with a bright

L WA toward this window

wanion led me. In n while,

. hld tha terrace steps, 1 no-

WAt this wns ene of those French

s, opening to the grouni. Now,

" .mh into the room heyond,

ok &t old man who sat howed down

e with his white hend pillowed

u*l. sltting #o very atill that

have been aaleop but for the

5 of hia twitohing handa. Now,

ks table, at no great distance from

fn the guttering candles lay

very Hl-used, batterad-looking

T thought 1 recognired;

Jooking about, I presently

3 s owner leaning against the man-

M was powdered with dust from

40 foot, and his worn garmoents

more magged than over; and, as

Soed (here, ih the droop of his head

l b (ks flatians wet of his shoulders, there

T of the most utter dejection

nesa, while upon his thin

3 paw the glisten of a great, soli-

 Pul, us T looked, the window
Mirst nuddenly open:

: of

y doy, pity —all were

i that one short word—yet

t sy &7l was love. And at that
the white hend was raised. ralsed in
#y 50 800 0 vision of lovellness cuught

par b three heads—the whits,
pldent pnid the black—ware drawn
1 or, deawn and held cloge In
| smbface that was Indeed reunlon.
Mmeing my pressnce wos become
anpecessary, I turned away, and
onte more desp among the
Tet, as I went I suddeniy heard
cw that ealled upon my name, but
et o, and In due season came out
an the browd highway
Audin w'little as | went, very full of
s, tha" WOk ‘rose up, Ho 1 walked
akg Brough & world all glorious with
g,
CHAPTER XIX,
‘HE mmm was high when T came to o
- place where the ways divided, and,
uils | gtood hesitating which road to
sk, 1 heard the cool pinsh wnd murmur
+ brodk At 0o great distance. Where-
being hol and thirsty, T serambled

e
l“"‘“‘" the Bedge, and, coming to the
brook, theew mymelf face down beslde

It wnd, .ﬁﬂ:‘:p the sweeat pure water
uy hands k my fll; which done,

atSed ‘my feet and hands and face, |

| became wmuch heartened and re-
Mg thereby, Now, hocause 1 have
* Woed the molse of running watets,
+ Htte whtlle, 1 rose and walked on
‘o the stream, llstening to ita blithe-
malody. Ho, by deviouw ways, for
ook wound prodigiously, 1 came at
6 & fBden declivity down which
=alor plunged In a mininture cascade,
ling In U sun, and gleaming with
minbow hues. On | went,
. ‘:ﬂl O7Wn &s best 1 might, until I
@ myself In & sort of green basin,
MY ooal after the heat and glare of
ronds, for u;:dhllh. tree-clad sides
Made. " On T went, past
VETRAL thitkets and hending wnllr‘w'«.
lush grass underfoot and leafy
« And the brook singing
&L my wide; nlbelt.u brook
. mood, now jaughing and
In some fugitive ray of wun-
< MEhing and whispering In
r:’\ru- moving upon ite
. A never guite sjlent.
on beside the brook, witch-
_ that showed like Adnriing
8 B the bottem, until, chancing
M¥ avew | slopped. Ana there,
leaves, shut In ameng the
:l.l:;:ll ':)tl.llo. or hut,
( ihowad it to be ten-
for the :j,l!ch was partly gone,
! Werd broken, and the door
fallen from its hinges
Ix forlermnesn und desola-
. the dilapldatton of broken
LS N chimney, there wan spme-
P e wir of thn pluee that Adrew me
¥ b“ Wian somewhat roughly put
3.““‘ Bl vy wstrong. and
e for the roof, weatherfant.
':'.lﬂ'l do worse thun live here,"”
With the birds for nelghbiors,
k :o Hng him to sleep at
gﬂ. man might vy
eh & place. ey
d K at tha hut, with thi
S0 when 1 wan stasriled by hmr.-
ey Tuavering volce behind me:
gk ' at t' cottage, mnas-

Aharp round, | behsld a very
& smock . frook, whe car-
8 oo arm, and leaned

'/

e MWErOd: T was wondering
fame Lo b bullt In auch an out-
wore bullt by . wandsrin' man

Tenely " wasg 1.
well say 80, mir-hauntsd it

\ night

crackiin' Name o HEhinin i
been up 16 th' farm a-courtin® o Naney
Brent—ahe 'm dead now, poor lass, years
un' yeare ago, but she were a One, buxom
mald n thoss dave, ¥ yv ses Waill, 1
weare domin' 'ome, and what wi' ane thing
an' anether, | lost my Wway An' pres
cnily, as 1 ware stumblin’ along In the
wArk, comes antther cracdkle o' lightnin',
an’ jooakin' up, what sheuld 1 see but this
‘ere cottage., T wero newar-lookin® then,
wi' a door an' winders, but the door was
shut an' the winders was darlke—so theer
I wtood In the rain, not Ukin' to disturb
the stranger, for ‘o were 4 gert. farce,
unfriendly kind o' chap, an' uncommon
fond o' beln' feft alone. Howe'ever, nrter
n while, up 1 goens to th' door, an' knockn
(for 1 wern a gert, strong, strappin’, wall
lookin' figture o' o man mysslf, In thowo
days, 4' ye wep, an' ecould give n good
buffot an' tak one tu), so up I goes to
th' door, an' knocks wi' my fst clenched,
all ready (an' o tidy, sizable fNst it wers
in thoas days)—but Leord! nobody o
pweored, #o, at Iast, 1 lifted the lateh.”™
Hore the Ancient paused to draw n snufl-
box from his pocket, with great delibora-
tion, noting my snwakened intefest with a
twinkling aye.

“Well*™ I Inquired.

“Well," he continued slowly, “1 lifted
th' iatch, an' give a puah to the door,
but it would only open a llttle wWay-—an
Inch, p'rups, an' stuck.” Here he tapped.
and opened his snufi-box.

“Wall?™ 1 Inquired agnin,

“Well,” he went on, "1 give It a gert,
big push wi' my shoulder (I were A fine,
strong chap In those dayas), an’ J\.I‘IT. na it
flew open, comes another flash o fight-
nin'., an' the fust thing I soen Was—&
boot.*’

“A boot]" I exclalmed.

“A boot as ever was,'” mnodded the
Anclent, and took a pinch of snuft with
Eront mpparent gusto

(o on,” sald 1. “go on.* o

“Ooht-iU's a fine atory, a fine story!” bo
chuckled, “Theer bean't many men o' my
nge as ‘an fund 0 'ung man in & thunders
atorm! Walli as 1 tell ye, 1 seen a boat,
likewise a log, an' theer werg this ‘ero
wanderin' man o the roads a-danglin’
behind th' door from a stapil—look ye!"
he exclnlmed, rising with soma lttle dif-
floulty, and hobbing into the hut, “theer
bhe th' wery stapll, se it be!” and he
pointed up to m rusty ifon staple that
had been or'ven deep Into the beam above
the door

“And why
umself ™

“Beaih' o' 'nd no friends, and never told
nobody—nobody never knowed,"” anawered
the old muan, shuking his head, "but on
that theer stapil "o ‘ung ‘isaself, an’ on
that theer wiapil T fund ‘im, on & stormy
sixty and six YeAr AaAgo come
wgust.”

“You hive a wonderful memory!™ said T

Ay, 1o be sure; a wunnerful moemry.
a wonporful mem'ry!™

“Sixty and alx yveurs 8 an age

“go (L be,'" nodded the Anclent. *'1 were
a fine voung chap In Lthose days, tall I
were &#n' straijght as a arrer. I be &
bit Afferent now.'

“Why, you are getting old,” said L

“So 's t° stapll yander, but t' stapil looks
n'Eh as good as evaer.”

“Iron generally wears betier than flesh
and blood,"” sald I; “it's only natural.”

“A¥, but 'e ean’t lnet forover." aald the
Ancient, frowning. and ahaking his head
nt the rusty staple. “I've watched un,
menth In oan' month out, all these years,
an' seenn un growin' rustier an” rustier.
I'll last "ee out wet,' I've sald tu un—'e
knows t—"s've heerd me many an’ many
n time, ‘11 Inst 'ee out yet! I've sall,
an' so I will, tu—="e can’t lnst forever an'
I be pn vig'rus man—a mortal vig'rua man
—~bean't 17"

“Wanderfully!" sald I

“An' s stron as a ball®™*

““To be sure"

“An' t' stapll can't Inrt much longer—ah
muolster?—s0 old an' risty as ‘e be?’

e wouald hardly think so.

Not o Tong as a tur'hle vig'rus man,
Hike T be?" he Innulred, with a certain
wistful appenl In his syes

“Nao" 1 nnswered Impulsively.

“1 knowed It—1 knowed I1," he chuckled,
feqably brandishing hils stick, "“such a poor
old stapil am ‘t 1a, all eat up wi* rust.
Fvery time [ come ‘ere a-gatherin’ water-
cress, I come In an' give un & look. an'
wnlch un rustin’ away, sn' rustin’ awny;
I'll e un o fust, atter all, so I will!™
and, with another nod at the staple, ha
turned, and hobbled out into the sun-
hine

And seeing how, desplite his brave show-
ing he labored to carry the heavy basket,
I prasently took It from him, dlsregarding
his proteats., and set off by his side; yot,
aft we went, 1 tumed once to look back
ut the deserted hut.

“You 'm thinkin' 't s & tur'ble
place at night?"" anid the old man

“On the contrary.” I answered, "I was
thinking it might =ult » homeloss man
like me very well indeed.”

I ye mean—to lve there?' exclaimed
the Anclent.

“Yen," sald I.

“Then you bean't afraid o' the ghost?'

“No." 1 answered,

“P'r'aps you be one o' they fules as
think theer bepn't no ghosts?’

"AS to that "“T answered, 1 don't know,
but I don't think I should be much afrald,
and it Is A great blessing to have some
spot on this unfriendly world that we can
eall *home'—even though it be but a hut,
and haunted,”

In u lttle whilg the path we followed
led up & somewhilt mteop mscent whioh,
though not so precipitous as the place
where 1 had entered the hollow., was a
difficult climb, notwithstanding; soeing
which, I put out a hand to ald my aged
companion. But he repulsod me almost
nharply

“Let be,” he panted, “lst be, nobody's
never ‘olppd me up this ‘ere path, an'
nobody never shall!" SHo up we went,
the Anclent and 1, alde by slde, and veory
slowly, untll, the summnit belng reachnad,
he soated himself, spent and breathless,
upon s fallen tree, which had doubtloss
parved this purpose many thmes before,
and mopped at his wrinkled brow with a
trembling hand,

“Ye o he erted. an soon as he had
recovered hils breath suMclently, “‘ye see
I be wunnerful spry an' active—could
dance yo u hornpipe any day, \f 1 was so
minded '

YOn omy word,' sald I, I balieve you
eould! Put whers are you golng sow?™'

“To Sles'n wratt"’

“How far ls thal?"

“*Bout n mile agrost t' felde, you can
sed the pint 0o Jool Amos's oasi-'ouie
above the trees yonder™

“In there a good inn at BlasinghurstT*

“Ay, there's *“The Bull® ocomfortable,
an’ draws fine ale!”

“Then I will go to Maslnghurat.”

YAy, oy, nolded the old man, “if It
ba good ale an & comfortable lan you
want you need seek no further norr Sis-
‘n'hurst; ninety un' one years I've lived

(1

sald I, "“why did he hang

snid I

bad

with another nod
thess parts’ cept David Relf, an' ‘e

.
£ l:;.l.lth-'llnﬂ.mmu

aald 1.
“Na' sald the Anclent, his
h-d... g see It be this Uw:'.ﬁ:’v..d wer
my brother, sn' mu
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mind 1'd | of ale at one's slbow and wateh tha wind-

Ing rond, the thatohed cottages bowerod
in roses, or the gquiver of distant trees
whete tha rod, conloal reof of some onst-
house mikkes n vivid note of coler mmid
the green. Or one may closs one's eyod
and hark to the chirp of the swaliows
undar the eaves, the distant lowing of
caws, or the elink of hammers from the
amithy acroms the way,

And presently, as we it there drowsing
In the sun, to un cams one from the
“tap,” =n bullet-hoaded fellow, small of
eyve and nose, but great of Juw, albeit he
was beoomes somewhat fat and fAeshy—
who, having nodded to me. mt him down
beslde the Anvient, and nddressed him an
follown:

“Black Jarge ba “took’ aguin, Gaffer!™

“Ah! 1 knowed 't would come woon or
late, Bimon,” sald the Ancient, shaking
his head. T knowed an 'e'd mever last
the month oul.™

"Beemed goln' on all quist and res’lar,
though,” sald thae bullet-headed man,
whom 1 discovered to be the landlord of
The Bull"—"seamod nlce and quiet, and
nothin® out o* the way when, "bout an hour
ARD It were, ‘e ups and heaves Sam out
into the road.*

“Ah!" sald the old man, nodding his
head Agnin, “to be wure, I've notlced,
Bimon, as ‘tis generally about the twen-
tieth @' the month as Jarge gets "took.’ "

“‘E've got a wonderful ‘ead, ‘Ave the
Gaffer 1" aald 8imon, tarning to me

“Yoa," snid I, “but who (s Black Qeorge ;
how comes he to be “taken,’ and by what ™

"(haffer,” mald tho Innkeeper, “you tell
un."

"Why, then,” began the Anclent, nothing
loth, “Biack Jorge be a gert, big strong |
man—the higgest, gertest and sirongest
In the ssuth country, d'ye sec—a'mont a8
fine & man as 1 ware In
off and on, gets took
ragoes, at which times
‘e Itn—"

“Wo, nor wheor '" added. the Innkeaper

“"Oh, 'e bo 0 bad man, be Black Jarge.
when ‘e's took, for ‘e ‘ave n knack. d've
#oe, of taklh' 'old o' the one nighest to
un, and m<heavin® of un over *Is “ead.”

“Extremely unpleasant I said 1,

“Just what he done this marnin' wi'
Ham,” nodded the Innkeeper—'"hove un out
Into the road, ‘e did."

“And what did S8am do™ 1 inquired

“Oh! Sam were mighty giad to xet
off a0 eany.”

“"Sam must A very remarkable fel-
low—undoubtedly n philosopher,” sald 1.

“'E be nowt to look at!™ sald the
Anclent

Now at this moment there came a sud-
den deep bellow, a hoarse, bull-like ronr
from somewhoere mnear b and,
round In some perplexity. through the
wide doorway of the smithy
saw A man come tumbling, a)l arms and
legn, who, having described n sumr-rnnu:i,'

my time—and,
wil' tearin's and
e don't mind who

be

loaking ||

CRAPPLE =%

opposile 1 ||

fell, rolled over once or twice, and sitting ||

up in the middie of the road, stared about
him In n daged sort of fashion

“That's Job!" nodded the Anclent,

“Poor fellow!" sald I,
to his assistunce.

"Oh, that weren't nothin',"” sald the
Ancient, lsying n restraining hand upon
my arm, “nothin’ at all. Job bean't ‘urt;
why, I've seen ‘em fall further nor that
afore now, but ¥'see Joh be pretty heavy
handlin'—even for Hiack Jarge.” )

And, n a little while, Job arose from
where he sat in the dust, and lUmping up, |
snt himself down on the opposite bench.
very black of brow and flgrce of eye. And,
nfter he had sat there silent for maybe
rt"e‘mlnutun. I said that T hoped he wasn't
ure

I he repented,
stare. "'Ow should T be

“Why, seomed
heavily," sald T,

At this Jobh regarded me with a look
hilf resentful, half reproachful, and Im-
medintely turned his back upon me: From
whith, and sundry winks and nods and
shakes of the head from the others, It|
séemed that my remark had been 11)-
Judged. And after we had sat sllent for
maybe another five minutes, the Anclent
appearanse to notloe Job's presence for
the first time

‘Why, vou bean't workin' ‘s arterncon
then, Job™ he inguired solemnly,

“Noa !

“Goln' to tak' wm ‘olleyday, p'raps™

“"Ah! T'm done wi" pmithin'—least
wiyn, for Black Jarge.”

“And him wi' all that raft o' work in,
Job? Pretty fix ‘e ‘Il bo In wi no one
to strike for 'Im!™ mald Blmon.

“Barves un right tu!" retorted Job, fur-
tively rubbing his left knee,

“But what'll ‘e do wi'out a
persinted Bimon

“Lord knows!" returned the Anclent;
“unless Job thinks better of it.*

“Not me,” sald that individual, fesling
his right elbow with tender wsolicltude.
“I'm done wi' Black Jarge, 1 am. "E nigh
broke my hick for me once afore, but this
In the Inst time; 1 never ewing a sledge
for Black Jarge agnin—danged If T du!"

“And "Im to mend th' owd church scroen
up to Cranbrook Chureh,” sighed the An-
clent; “a wunnerful screen, a wunnerful
poreen ! older nor me—ih ! u night older
—hunneds and hunneds o' years older—
they wouldn't 1st nobedy touch It but
Black Jarge"

“'Hl be the best smith in the Bouth
Country [ nodded Blmon.

“Ay, an' a bad man to work for as ever
was 1" growled Job. “I'll work for 's no
maore; my mind's made up, an' when my
mind's made up theser bean't'no movin'
me—Iika a rock I be!"

“*r would ha' been a fine thing for a
Blw'n*urst man to ha' mended ' owd
sereen ! sald the Anclent.

“op would that!” nodded Bimon,
shame it is a8 it should go to others'

Horeupon, having fnished my ale, 1
roso.

“He you "'m m-goin’,
ingquired the Anolent.

“Why, that depends,’ sald 1. T under-
stand that this man, Black George, needs
& helper, 8o 1 huve declded to go and offer
my sepvices'

“You " exclalmed Job, staring In opan-
mouthed amazement, ns did also the other
two

“Why
George
money.”

"My chap,” sald Job warningly, “don't
y& A0 (. You be a tidy, sizable chap, but
Bluck Jarge ud mak' no more o' you than
1 should of & babby—don't ye do 11"

“Retter not,” sald Simon,

“n the contrary,” 1 returned, “better
run a little bodily risk and satisly one's
hunger, rather than lie safe but famishing
benenth some hedge o rick—what do you
think, Anclent?™

The old man leaned forward and pearsd
up at me sharply beneath his hanging

and ross (o go

with a
‘urtT"
to  fall

binnk

*OM rather

-

‘elperT

™
n

young maister?"’

not ' 1. rejoined “imek
needs & hoiper, and 1 need

brows.

“Well?™ sald L

“You ‘m right 1 he nodded, “and a man
wi' eyss the ke o yourn bean't one as
' is eany to turn aside, sven though it
do be Black Jarge as triea”

“Then,” said J

brain®*

First Traveler (cheerlly)—Fine day, lan't 1t?

Becond Ditto (haughtily)—&ir!
know you
First Ditto—Humph!

You have

I full to see the advantnge

Danghter
anythiug |

the advantage of me

=The Passing Show,

I don't
Man's Way
p\

J

I my husband ever does
don't ke, he'll nd himself

in hot water,

Futher—My

oRE
he

Kept

my

boil soft

ehlld, n man In like an
In hot water a little while
but keep him there

long and he bardens!
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KACHOOR M.

“Say, walter, which is the ham and
which Is the pork?"”

“Can't you tell by the taste?™

“No, T ean't.”

“Then what difference does it make?™
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Y NEw
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~~The Pasaing Bhow.

Enthusinstic Visitor—1 think all you
nurse denerve to have mednls

Nurse—Well, we are certainly offared
plenty of clusps.

Had No Brains

A paychpjogist came wpon a hard-
working Tridhmun tolling, bare-headed,
in the streest

“Don't you know,” sald the psychol-
oglst, “that to werk In the hot sun
without & hat ls bad for your brain?*

“D've think,” aaked the Irishmun,
“thut O'd be on this job If OI had any

This Is my son

Not to Be Caught

Two holiday-makers in Devonshire
cnught a glimpese of Dartmoor Prison
while strolling along.

One of them thought to take a rise

out of his

companlon. So he said:

*There, look at that!” he sxclalmed.
*1 any, old chap, where would you be
if that place had Its due?”’

But his companion was (0o smart to

be caught.

“I'd be walking alone,” he replied,

quickly.

misalon; but he doesn't know wihat te jJoin."
“Well, If you think It would be any help, 1 daresay 1 could get you an in-

troduction to Lord Kitchenar. You

—AND THE WORST 18 YET TO COME

—Punch.

He's juat laft school, you know, and wants to geot & com-

se0, A nophew of mine has joined hia army.*

Millicent—-There Is only one thing
more astonishing than the readiness
with which Ned guve up tobacce wifen

Presto Chan

we hecame engaged.

Phyllis—What

thing?

Millicent—The rapidity with which
he took It up again &8 800D B8 We Weare

married.

is that

astonlshing ton ™'

4 A Superfluous Q

e

“Where did you spend your wacks

“Atl my wife's mother's.”
“Have a good time?

“T told you I was st my wils's
mother's, didn't IT™

BONGS WITHOUT WORDS




