LY

i~ 5V

-

GREEN FANCY

% GIORGE BARR
M CUICHEON

Author of “"CRAUSTARK,” “THE
HOLLOW OF HER HAND,”“THE
_APRINCE OF GRAUSTARK," ETC.

N

Mnﬁ Mosd and Company, Ins. |

CHAPTER ).

The First Wayfarer and the Second
Wayfarer Meet and Part on the
Highway,

A solltary figure trudged along the
narrow  rond that wound
tinous way through the dismal, forbid.
ding depthe of the forest—a man who,
though weary and footsore, lngged not
Night

It ®erpen

In hin swift, resolute ndvance

was cotming on, and with It the no un
certnln prospects of n storg

He cnme to the “plks nid there
wns o ®lgng t A huge, erudely palnt
ed hand polnted to the left, and on
what was Intended to he the sleesve of
n very stiIY and untlinehing arm thess
winrrd re printed In sealy white
“Hnrt's Tavern Food for Man and
Hrast Alno  Casollne Estnblished
1TI8. 1 Mlle

(n weite wide of the “plke,’
In the angle formed by a Tunetion with
the narrow mountain rond. gtood an
! ' r t lett d so Indis
tinetly that It deferved the compas
slon of all ohser hecause of [ts
humility or n his hurrted pas
N t! tnll =tr er ir this
shrinking friemd to the uncertaln tray
eler, and was suddenly sware of an
other | * In the rondway

A wol from no
wherd, almost at his slde He drew
back to let her ) he stopped be
fore the little ot | together
they mnds It the falnt irectlons

To the right I up the mtain
road Frogg's Corner Iny four miles and
n half away: Pltealrm w #ix miles
back over t) ' 1 w) the man had
traveled, Two 1 hnlf down
the turnpike was Spanish Falls, 0 raf)
way stntio nidd four ihove the
croasronds where the man and women
stood peering throngh the darkness nt
the Inconle t repoved the vil
Inge of 8t, Ellzabeth, Haoart's Tavern
was on the road to 8t Ellzabeth, and
the man, with barely a glanece at his
fellow traveler, started briskly off In

that direction

He knew that these wild mountain
storms moved swiftly his chance of
reaching the tavern ahead of the del
uge wnq exeeedingly slim His long,
powerful legs hnd earrled him twenty
or thirty puces before he came to a
sudden halt

What of this lone woamnn who trave
ersed the hig) v? N first glimpse
of her had been extr ely casunl
Indeed, he had pald no attention to
her nt all v enger wasx he to read
the directim indd be on his way

She was standing quite still in front
of the slgng t, peering up the road
townrd i Cnrner confronted by
n steep cllmb that led Into black :m*
sinlster thmber  the narrow
strip of pasture bardering the pike

The flerce wind plnned her skirts to
her slender body ae she lonned agninst
the gnls gripping her hat tightly
“I'h one hand and stealning ander the
welght of the g In the other. The
ends of a vell whipped furiously about
her head, and, even In the ganthering

darkness, he eom ¢ n sirand or two
of hnir keeping them company,
Retrneing his steps, he culled out to

her above the gnle:

“Can 1 be of nny assistance to yon

She turned quickly He that
the vell was drawn tightly over her
face.

“No, thank roplied
volee, desulte a certain noervoys
wns ®soft and inil
volee and speech of a well-bred per-
ind resolute,
youn much far-
orm will soon be

uw

Her
note,

the

youn," she

eclenr gentle
ron who was young
“ardon me, but have
ther to go? Th
surely you will not con-
I don't ke
vimr belng ennerht out In
to he

upon us, and
slder me  pry
the Iden of

“What |
Inquired, resignedly “T must go on.
I ean't walt here,. you know, to bhe
washed back to the place 1 started
from."

He smiled
tdetermination,

“If 1 ean he of the least nssistance
to you pray don't hesitate to command
me, 1 am a sort of tramp, you might
say, and I travel s well by night ns
I do by day-—so don’t feel that yon are

umptuons

done about KT she

She had wit as well as

putting me to any inconvenlence, Are
vou by any chance bound for Hart's
Tavern? If gso, T will be glad to lag

behind and carry your hag.”

“You are very good, but T am not
hound for Hart's Tovern, wherever
that may be. Thank you, just the
same. You appear to be an uncom-
monly genteel tramp, and it lsn't bhe-
cause 1 am afrald yon mwight make off
with my W®longings.” She added the
Inst by way of npology,

He smiled—and then frowned ag he
enst an uneasy look at the black
clowds now rolling oninously up over
the mountain ridge,

"Ry Jove, we're golng to eateh It
good and hard,” he exelalmed. “Better
take my advice, These storms are er-
rible., 1 know, for I've encountered
half o dozen of them in the past week.

They falrly tear one to pleces

| ure a wtranger In these parts?™

“Yen. The rallway station Is a few
miles below here, [ have walked all
the way, There was no one to meet
me. You are a stranger also, so it is
useless to Inquire If you know whether
s rond leads to Green Fancy.”

“Oreen Faney?! Sounds attractive,
'm sorry I ean't enlighten you.™

lle Drew a Small Electric Torch From

His Pocket and Directed Its Slender |

Ray Upon the Sign Post.

rrew a small electrie torch from his
pocket and directed its slender ray
1 pon the slgnpost.

“It Is on the road to Fregg's Cor-
per she explained nervously, “A mile
pnd a half, so I am told. It Isn't on
(he signpost. It I8 & house, not a vil-
Thank you for your kindness,
And I am not at all frightened,” she
vidded, raising her volee slightly

“But you are,” he cried. “You're
teared half out of your wits, You
can't fool me, I'd be scared myself

t the thought of venturing into those
voods up yonder”

“Well, then, T am frightened,” she
confessed plaintively, “Almost out of
my boots,™

“That settles It,” he sald flatly, “You
ehall not undertake It.”

“Oh, but 1 must. 1 am expected. It
{1 Import—"

“If you

Fomeaone

lage

nre
meet
£ eems to me—"

“Hark! Do yon hear—doesn't that
found llke an sutomobile—ah!” The
loarse honk of an automoblle horn
rose nhove the howling wind, and an
Instant later two falnt lights eame
rushing toward them around a bend In
the mountain rond, “Better late than
never” she eried, her wvolce vibrant
once more,

e grasped her arm and jerked her

expected why didn't
you at the station?

ont of the path of the oncoming ma- |

chine, whose driver was sending It
niong at a mad rate, regardless of ruts
nnd stones and curves. The car ca-
reened as It swung into the plke, skid-
ded alarmingly, and then the brakes
were Jammed down, Attended by a
vast grinding of gears and wheels, the
rattling old ear eame to a stop ffty
feet or more beyond them,

“I'd sooner walk than take my
chances In an antedlluvian rattletrap
like that” sald the tall wayfarer,
bending quite élose to her ear. “It will
fall to pleces before you—"

Put she was running down the road
toward the ear, ealling out sharply to
the driver. He #tooped over and took
up the travellng bag she had dropped
in her haste and exclitement. It was
heavy, nmazingly heavy.

“I shouldn't like to earry that a mile
nnd a half,” he sald to himself,

The volee of the belated driver eame
to hi= enrs on the swift wind, Tt was
high-piteched and unmistakably apolo-
petie. e eould not hear what she
wns saying to him, but there wasn't
much doubt ns to the nature of her
remarks,  She was roundly upbralding
him,

Urged to actlon by thoughts of his
own plight he hurried to her side and
enid:

“Excunse me, please. You dropped
something. Shall T put it up In front
or o the tonnean?”

The whimsienl note In his volee
bronght a quick, responsive laugh from
her Vips,

“Thank you so much, 1 am fright-
fully earcless with my valuables,
Would you mind putting it in behind?
Thanks!"  Her'tone altered complete-

Iy as she ordered the man to turn
N—

- —_— -~——
- - - -

You |

the car around—*And be quick about
L ILY she added.

The first drops of rain pelted down
from the now thoroughly black dome
shove them, striking In the road with
the sharpness of pebhles,

“Lucky It's a Umousine,” sald the
| tall traveler, “Better hop In. We'll

be getting It hard In & second ortwo.”

“You must let me take you on to the
Tavern In the car,” she sald, *“Turn
uhout Is falr play. I cannot allow you
to_”

“Never mind about me,” he broke In
cheerlly, He had been wondering if
she would make the offer, and he felt
hetter now thant she had Jnm' w0, “I'm
accustomed to roughing It. 1 don't
wind a sonking. I've had hundred of
l"m‘ll

“Just the same you shall not have

| one tonlght,” she announced firmly.
| “Get In behind. T shall sit with the
[ detver.”

If anyone had told him that this
rattling, dilapldated automoblle—ten
| years old, at the very least, he would
! have sworn—was capable of covering
| the mile In less than two minutes he
| would have laughed In his face, Al-

mont before he renlized that they were
| on the way up the straight, dark road
the lights In the windows of Hart's
Tuvern came into view, Onpce maore
the bounding, swaylng car came to o
stop under brukes, and he was relax-
ing after the straln of the most hale
| rulsing ride he had ever experienced.

Not a word had been spoken dur-
ing the trip. The froat windows were
lowered, The driver—an old, hatchet-
fuced man—had uttered a single word
just before throwing In the clutch at
the ecrossronds In response to the
young woman's c¢rlsp command to

| drive to Hart's Tavern. Thatr word
vias uttered onder his breath and It

I8 not necessary to repeat It here.

The wayfarer lost no time In climb-
ing olit of the car. As he leaped to the

| ground and ralsed his green hat he took
1 second look at the automoblile—a look
jof mingled wonder and respect. It
un old-fashloned, high-powered
| ear, eapable, despite its antiquity, of
| ustonishing speed In any sort of go-
| Ing.
|  “For heaven's sake” he began,
shouting to her above the roar of the
wind and raln,
like that over those

“You're getting wet,” she cried out,
n thrill In her volee. *“Good nlght—

| und thank you !

| “Look out!" rasped the unplessant
| driver, and In went the cluteh. The
man in the road jumped hastily to one
slde as the car shot backward with a
jerk, curved sharply, stopped for the
fraction of a second, and then bounded
forward agaln, beaded for the cross-
ronds,

| “Thanks!" shouted the late passen-
ger after the receding tail light, and
dashed up the steps to the poreh that
ran the full length of Hart's Tavern,

| A huge old-fashioned lantern hung
above the portal, creaking and strain-
ing In the wind, dragging at its stout
supports and threatening every In-
stant to break loose and go frolicking
cway with the storm.

He lifted the lafeh and, belng a tall

! man, Involuntarily stooped as he
passed through the door, a needless
precaution, for gaunt, gigantic moun-
talpeers had entered there before him

iand without bendlng thelr arrogaut
|

heads,

CHAPTER Il

The First Wayfarer Lays His Pack
Aside and Falls in With Friends
The little hall In which he found
himself was the “oflice” through which
all mwen must pass who come as guests
| to Hart's Tavern. A steep, angular
| stalrease took ap one end of the room.
Set in beneath its upper turn was the
counter over which the business of the
house was transacted, nnd behind this
a man was engaged In the peaceful
occupation of smoking a corncob pipe.
A open door to the right of the
stalrway gave entrance to a rosm from
which eame the sound of a deepn, sone-
rous volce mployed In what turned
out to be a conversational solo
the left another door led to whitt was
evidently the dining room. The glance
that the stranger sent In that direction
revealed two or three tables covered
with white cloths,
“Can you put me up for the night?”

“You look like a feller who'd want
a room with bath,” drawled the man

behind the counter, surveying the ap-
plicant from head to foot. “Which we
ain't got,” he added.

“Tll be satisfied to have a room with
a bed,” sald the other.

“Sign here,” was the laconic re-
gponse, *

“Can 1 have supper?"

“Food for man and beast,” sald the
other patiently. He slapped his palm
lupon a eracked call bell and then
[ looked at the fresh name on the page.
“Thomns K. Barnes, New York,” he
rend aloud. He eyed the newcomer
once more. “My name I8 Jones—Put-
nam Jones. I run this place. My fa-
ther an' grandfather run it before me.
Glad to meet you, Mr. Barnes. We
|usml to have a hostler here named
| Barnes. What's your idear fer footin’
"It this time o' the year?"

“T do something like this every
gpring. A month or six weeks of it
puts me In fine shape for a vacation
later on,” supplied Mr. Barnes whim-
sleally.

Mr. Jones allowed a grin to stea’
| over his seamed face, He reinserted

| the corncob pipe and took a couple of
| pulls at it,

“l never been to New York, but it
| must be a heavenly place for a vaca-
| tion, If a feller ¢'n Judge by what some
+m' my present boarders have to say
|lbmﬂ it. It's a sort of play actor's
Ipurlmue. aln't It

el

“don't let Lim drive |

To |

he Inquired, advaneing to the counter. |

|

E11olla, Rasheroft® he créeted, as if |

loved friend, “This 1= good, ‘Pon
my soul yout are Hke a threiving Jdate |
pulm In the middle of pn endless des-
ert. How are youn?"

They shook hands warmly. Mr. Dil- |
Hingford slapped the newcomer on the |
shoulder affectionately, familiarly, and |
shouted :

“Who would have dreamed we'd run
neross good old Barnesy up here? By
Jove, It's marvelous "

“Friends, countrymen,” boomed Mr,
Rusheroft, “thix Is Mr, Barnes of New
York. Not the man the book was
written about but one of the best fel-
lows Glod ever put Into this little world

Mecting an old-time und greatly h@|

turned legs, Would maké & good no-
bleman.”

All this would appesr to be reasons
ably definite were It pot for the note
regarding the dolor of his hair. It
lenves to me the simple task of com-
pleting the very admirable description
of Mr. Barnes by announcing that
Miss Tilly's hair was an extremely
dark brown,

Also it Is advisable to append the
following blographieal Information :
Thomas Kingshury Barnes, engineer,
born In Montelale, N, J,, September .
26, 1886, Cornell and Beaux Arts,
Purls. Son of the late Stephen 8,
Barnes, engineer, and Edith (Valen-
tine) Barnes, Offce, Metropolitan |

of ours. I do not recall your names,
gentlemen, or 1 would Introduce each
of you separately and divisibly.”
Lyndon Rusheroft was a tall, saggy
man of fifty,
erectness he was Inclined to kag from
the shoulders down. His head, huge
and gray, appeared to be much too
ponderous for his ylelding body, and
yet he carried It manfully, even the-
atrically.
soned face were llke furrows ; his nose
was large and somewhat bulbous, his
mouth wide and grim. Thick, black
eyebrows shaded a palr of eyes In

A two-days' stubble covered his chin
and cheeks. Altogether he was a sin-
gular exemplifieation of one's ldea of
the old-time actor,

Passing through the office, hls arm

| eroft hesitated long enough to Impress
upon Landlord Jones the Importance
of providing his “distinguished friend,
Robert W. Barnes,” with the very best
| that the establishment afforded. Put-
‘ nam
|

cuse or justify his memory., Then he
spat coplously Into the corner, a nec-
] essary preliminary to e grin. He
hadn't much us=e for the great Lyndon
| Rusheroft. His grin was
Something told him that Mr. Rush-
croft was about to be lberally fed,

| CHAPTER IIL

| Mr. Rusheroft Dissolves, Mr. Jones In
tervenes, and Two Men Ride Away.

Mr. Rusheroft explained that he had
had his supper. In fact, he went on
| to confess, he had been compelled,
llke the dug, to “speak™ for it. What
| could be more disgusting, more degrad-
| Ing, he mourned, than the spectacle

'of a man who had appeared in all of |

| the principal theaters of the lagnd as
| star and leading support to stars, set-
| tling for his supper by telling stories
| and
| of o tavern?

“Still,” he consented, when Mr.
Barnes Insisted that it would be a
| kindness to him, “since you put it that
| way, I dare say I could do with a little

snack, ns you so aptly put it. Just a
| bite or two, What have you ready,
Miss Tilly?

Miss Tilly was a buxom female of
| forty or thereabouts, with spectacles,
She was one of a palr of sedentary
waltresses who had been so long In the

sight of them,

Mr. Rusheroft’'s conception of a bite
| or two may have staggered Barnes
‘ but it did not bewilder Miss Tiily. He
Ihad four eggs with his ham, and
| other things in proportion. He talked
| a great deal, proving in that way that

it was a supper well worth speaking

| for. Among other things he dilated
at great length upon his reasons for
| not belng a member of the Players or
| the Lambs in New York eity. It seems
| that he had promised his dear, devoted
| wife that he would never Join a club
|of any description. Dear old girl, he
| would as soon have cut off his right
| hand as to break any promise made
| to her. He brushed something away
| from his eyes, and his chin, econtract-
ling, trembled slightly. *“What is it
| Mr. Bacon? Any word from New
York?" g

Mr. Bacon hovered near, perhaps
hungrily.

“Onr genial host has Instrocted me
| to say to his latest guest that the
rates are two dollars a day, in ad-
vance, all dining-room checks payable
on presentation,” said Mr. Bacon, apol-
ogetlenlly,

Rusheroft exploded.  “O scurvy in-
sult, he boomed. *“Confound his—"

The new guest was amiable, He
| interrupted the outraged star. “Tell
| My, Jones that T shall settle prompt-
| 1y, he sald with a smile,

F “It has jJust entered his bean that
| yon may be an actor, Mr. Banes,” sald’
Bacon,

Miss Tilly, overhearing, drew a step
or two nearer. A sudden interest in
Mr. Barnes developed. She had not
noticed before that he was an uncom-
monly good-looking fellow. She al-
ways had sald that she adored strong,
“athaletic™ faces,

Later on she felt Inspired to jot
down, for use no doubt in some future
literary production, a concige. though
general, description of the magnificent
Mr. Barnes. She utllized the back of
the bill of fare and she wrote with
the feverish ardor of one who dreads
the loss of a first Impression. 1 here-
with append her visual estimate of the
hero of this story:

“He was a tall, shapely specimen
of mankind, "wrote Miss Tilly. “Broad-
shouldered. Smooth-shaved face. Pen-
etrating gray eyes. Short, curly hair
about the color of mine. Strong
hands of good shape. Face tanned
considerable. Heavy dark eyebrows,
Good teeth, very white, Square chin.
Lovely smile that s¢emed to light up
the room for everybody within hear-
Ing. Nose ideal. Mouth same, Vdice
nristocratlie and reverberating with
eduention.  Age about thirty or

thirty-one. Rich as Croesus. Well-

Despite his determined |

The lines in his dark, ses- 1 dulge a fancy for long and perhaps

which white was no longer apparent— |
it had given way to a permanent red. |

]
|
linked In one of Barnes', Mr. lluuh-I
|
Jones blinked slightly and his |

eyes songht the register as If to ac- |

surdonic, |

reciting poetry Iin the taproom |

employ of Mr, Janes that he hated the |

bullding, New York ecity. Residence,

| Amsterdam mansion. Clubs: (Lack

| of space prevents listing them here),
illmr-tlunm golf, tennls and horse-
buck riding. Fellow of the Royal Geo- |
I graphical soclety. Member of the |
| Loyal Leglon and the Sons of the

| Ameriean Revolution,

| Added to this, the mere annonnee-

| ment that he was in a position to in-

' almless walking tours through more
L or less out-of-the-way sections of his
| own conntry, to say nothing of excur-
| slons In Europe,

He was rich. Perhaps not as riches
are measured in these Midas-like days,
but rich beyond the demands of ava-
His legney had been an ample
one, The fact that he worked hard at
his profession from one year's end to
the other—not excluding the six
devoted to mentally productive jaurts
—Iis proof sufficlent that he was not
content to subsist on the frults of an-
other man's enterprise. He was a
worker,
| The first fortnight of a proposed
six weeks' jaunt through upper New
England terminated when he lald
aside his heavy pack in the little bed-
room at Hart's Tavern. Cockerow
| would find him ready and eager to he-
[nn his third week. At least so e
| thought, But, truth s, he had come
to his journey’'s end; he was not to
| sling his pack for many a day to come.

After setting the mind of the land-
lord at rest Barnes declined Mr,
Rusheroft's invitation to “quaf™ a cor-
dinl with him in the taproom, explain-
Ing that he was exceedingly tired and
intended to retire early.

Instead of going up to his room im-
mediately, however, he declded to
have a look at the weather, His un-
ensiness concerning the young woman
of the crossroads Increased as he
| peered at the wall of blackness loom-
ing up beyond the circle of light. She
wans somwhere outside that sinister
black wall and In the smothering
grasp of those invisible hills, but was
she living or dead? Had she reached
her journey's end safely? He tried to
i extract comfort from the confldence

she had expressed in the ability and
'Intexrlty of the old man who drove
| with far greater recklessness than one
| wonld have looked for in a wild and

irresponsible youngster,

| He recalled with a thrill the imperi-
, ous manner in which she gave diree-
| tlons to the man, and his surprising
servility. It suddenly occurred to him
that she was no ordinary person; he
wns rather amazed that he had not
thought of it before.

Moreover, now that he thought of it,
there was, even in the agreeable re-
| Joinders she had made to his offerings,
the faint suggestion of an accent that
should have struck him at the time
but did not for the obvious reason that
he was then not at all interested In
her. Her English was so perfeet that
he had failed to detect the almost im-
perceptible foreign flavor that now
took definite form in his retlections.
He tried to place this aceent. Was
it French or Itallan or Spanish? Cer-
tainly it was not German.

He took a few turns up and down
the long porch, stopping finally at the
upper end. The clear, Inspiring clang

i
| rlee,

facing the gaunt landlord,

“Good Lord! You startled
exclalmed. His guze traveled
tall figure of Putnam Jones
on that of & second man,
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going to beecome of them If Germany
gets licked. What do they get out of
it, either way?”

Barnes spent the next tem minutes
expatiating upon the future of the Bal-
kan states. Jones had little to say.
He was Interested, and drank in all
the information that Barnes had to im-
part. He puffed at his pipe, nodded
his head from time to time, and occa-
slonally put a leading question. And
quite as abruptly as he introduced the
tople he changed It

“Not many automobiles up here this
time o' the year” he sald. “I was
a little surprised when you sald a fel-
ler had given you a lift. Where from?

“The ecrossroads a mile down. He
came from the direction of Frogg's
Corner and was on his way to meet

5
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ping directly in front of the steps the
smith led his charges quite a distance
beyond and Into the darkness.
Putnam Jones abruptly changed his
position. He Insinuated his long body
between Barnes and the doorway, at
the same time rather loudly proclalm-
ing that the rain appeared to be over.

X/

Some One Spoke Suddenly at His |
Elbow,

of a hammer on an anvil fell sud- |
denly upon his enrs, He looked at his

watch. The hour was nine, eertainly

an unusual time for men to be at work

in a forge. He remembered two men

in the taproom who were bare-armed

and wore the shapeless leather aprons

of the smithy.

He had been standing there not
rmore than half a minute peering in
the direction from whenece came the
rhythmic bang of the anvil-at no
great distance, he was convinced—

“Yes, sir,” he repeated, “she seems
to have let up altogether. Ought to
have a nlce day tomorrow, Mr. Barnes
—auice, cool day for walkin'”

Volces came up from the darkness.
Jones had not been able to cover them
with his own. Barnes caught two or
three sharp commands, rising above
the pawing of horses’ hoofs, and then
a great clatter as the mounted horse-
men rode off in the direction of the
crossroads.

Barnes waited until they were muf-
fled by distance and then turned to
Jones with the laconic remark:

“They seem to be forelgners, Mr.
Jones,"

Jones' manner became natural once
more. He leaned agailnst one of the
posts and, striking a match on his leg,
relighted his pipe.

(Continue ! Next Week )




