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The Red Road

A Romance of Braddock'’s Defeat

- -+ By Hugh Pendexter
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CHAPTER 1l—Continued
—

“Why didnt these two
stop your bloody work? At
white man, If be be white.
Croghan bhad been here,
stopped you quick enough.™

“Mebbe so, mebbe not, Mother Cox.
But Croghan's In Great cove. So It's

strangers
least the
If George
he'd "a

no good talking bhis opame, Mother
Cox,"” bantered Cromit

“How do you know he's In Great
cove?" | demanded.

The widew eyed me with stern dis

approval, but was quick to take the |
words from Cro 's mouth and told
me:

“He was here three days ago and
bound for there. Some of his drat
ted In are straying ‘round the
country, and he's looking "em up. And
when bhe ain't hunting up his Injuns
he's trying to hire our men to work

on Braddock's road Let the red
COoaAts o own road, | say

1ke thelr

When our men-folks go to the Ohie
they don't have no rad lald down

for 'em to walk on. They just git ap
and git.”

“Where is McDowell and his men?
Where are the Cralgs?’ 1 asked.

“McDowell's folks is In Gr cove
1 told you,” hbuskily reminded the
drover,

“And the Cralg brothers are on the |

road to Shippensh sald the
widow, *“McDowell's to help
witches.”
his 1 haven't time
t the ich,” 1 sald

» blankly, and then be

nurubskulls! There
n Fort Duquesne.
with Braddock’s
But

burt us

ag'in’ ‘e witches

right a g us can ‘spell’ our cattle
and send sore pains to our children
Merciful land! What good to drive
the ¥ from the Alle ny If
witches can work their evil Ils In |
our homes?”

“If it wa'n't for these beeves, I'd go

back and help
pest

sre’ll be no tormenting of poor
}

people un the charge of witcheraft if |

Georg
told

I walke
Parnal's
my heels,

Btop]
dock will give me 8 new gun, but he
might be stingy with his
And he patted a rge butcher knife
“r 4] L | t a ghe tn
and fall it would be a
escaped Inflicting a se

In western Pennsy

pe
Onee they

broken forests and made A

and felt the solitude clo
them llke a wa th
fancies into the old
werwolves

there oot be as bafs

bolle agencies In this

gloomy ancient

der that almost
the frontlers shounld [
fmplicity belleved
was this delusion
lang and other colonies
As we drew clear of the hills we

belield two-g
gg.l,i.rrl at the
which stood a log

The door of the cabln was open bt
1 saw none of the Nor
were the people at the foot of the hill

foot of a low hill on

cabin
occupants,
glving much heed to the cabln as we

was confined

grass

came up. Their Interest
to a woman
and making a great
I pushed my way through the crowd
and looked down on the young woman
8he was having a fit of some kind

“What's the matter here?” | asked

wIhis yoyng woman I1s witched, sir,”
erlfed a gray-halred woman.

groveling on the

outery

Croghan is in the cove,” 1]

| peated

| shift. It con

lllastrations by
Irwin Myers
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“Witched by Elsle Dinwold,” growled
a man: and he turned to shake nis
clinched hand at the cabin on the hiil
“But she'll witch us no morel We'll
burn that nest. Fight the devil with
fire! Der Hexenkopf has bred witchps
long enough, We've sent for John
Hokes, sir. He's a rare wizard. He'll
soon take the spell off this poor suf
ferer.”
“ls George Croghan In the valley?
“Gone yesterday for Will's creek.”
The sufferer did not fancy any shift-
Ing of attention and renewed her
screaming and kicking.
“The devll hates water,
a bucketful,” | commanded.
I rolled up the wide sleeves of my
hunting shirt as if intending to bathe
my hands before attempting even a
partial curee A bucket of water wus
placed before me. | pleked It up and
dashed It over the woman Spitting
like a cat she came to a sitting pos
ture. When she could get her breath
she began calling curses down on my
head.
“The

Bring me

devil hates cold water,” | re
“The woman is all right now
It she will keep out of the moonlight
for three nights.™

“Then you are a wizard and can
remove spells?™ eagerly asked the
gray-halred woman. Others were star
Ing at me with much respect.

- —

I waved my hands for sllence and
requested @

“Will some of you folks tell
me what she has done besides putting
the snake in the barrel?” :

It was the old man, her uncle, who
enlightened me.

“They say she gpent a Elckness te,
Oscar Kluck's white horse,” he trem-
ulously explalped. *“UOsear Kluck came
here thls morning early and asked me
to pay four pounds for the hurt dome
the animal. [ had no money.”

“He was a good hoss, my white one.
| refused four pounds for him,"” ecried
Kluck. *“Now she's spolied -bhim—the
d~-d spawn 1™

Some one tugged my elbow,

gn'&‘t!

horse, | know horses. He'svold and
four pounds.  Four shillings would be
nearer.” He scuttled back to the
Onondaga. The cripple was speaking.

“It she confesses and promises
never to do It agaln, shall she be left
unharmed ™

“Let her say sha I1s a witch and
then leave the valley this day, never

to ¢com back, and she shan't be
whipped,” a man promised
“But 1 ecan't go,” walled the girl

“Who would take care of my uncle?

again If my uncle could go with me ™

“Never mind me, little Elsla You
must not be whipped,” groaned ber
uncle,

“Teach the d—d brat we can break

“Some spells,” | admitted. *“Now
tell me how this woman was
spelled.'™ |

pelled.

It seemed that Elele Dinwold, who |

llved with her uncle In the cabin on
Der Hexenkopt, or the Witches' tHead,
as the little hill was called, bad lald
a most malevolent trap for the woman
now hobbling to her cabln for a dry
ted of a barrel and a

witch snake.

The narrator was here Interrupted

screamed a woman.
threatens us with the devil's
She should be burned and

scattered at wmidnight™

her spells!™

“She
power!
her ashes

loudly declared a man In English but
speaking with a thick acce

1 interposed: “Enough. There will
be no burning, nor whij 1g. She Is
scarcely more than a gl You peo

ple talk llke crazy folks™

“And who be you, mlister, to come

by several, who {Insisted Elsle Din | to Der Hexenkopf and say what we'll

wold had changed bherself into a snake,
or had entered the body of the snake
—preferably the latter as the snake
was still In the barrel and the ac
cused was In her cabin. The victim
had been Induced by some magie arts
to paose and look Into the barrel. She
beheld a large rattlesnake with Elsle
nwold's eyes.

The barrel was polnted out to me
| walked to It and looked Inside. My
flesh crawled as | encountered the re
lentless malignity of the eerpent’'s
staring eyea

| directed the men to klll the snake

and would have remalned to make
sure It was done had not the appear-
ance of a slim figure In the cabin door
set the crowd Into a wild uproar. The
woman stepped outside and was fol
lowed by a man badly crippled, for he
walked with difficulty even while

using two canes. Some In the gather-

hegan gesticulating, and then they

were sweeplng up the hill, a frantic
mob, =

“Why all this fuss over a snake In

a barrel? | asked, fearing some harm

inflicted on the womfh and

Wi
the cripple
he Is @ woman of Der Hexen-
kopf!” accused a woman, pointing a
trembling finger.
“She comes of a foul brood,” ex
edly explalned a man
I took time to look more closely
| n, scarcely e than a girl,
had suddenly rin for the
man's safety, ] Interpored her
slim figure between and her ac
rs. Her loosened ilr was blow

It ybout her face and half-velllng her
forward as

lithe

ree, She leaned
hed us, her body
v's, her lips parted lo a
gnari,

and

stranger and
1y

me to be a
impartial e, she

and

ng for an

tered her wild gaze on me

here alone with

with rt

1 Uve my uncle

1 a ecrioole
1, & rippie

Several years ago ]
ins named this place Der Hezen
mother died from

sisters,

poor
P I

older'n

e te Bt we
[+ £ Se T g S+ L0+

| do and

won't?™ a

flercely demanded of me,

“l am recruiting for Braddock's
7. Three pounds sterling to every
man who enlists. A fine red coat and
musket, -This man beslde
me s Balsar Cromit from McDowell's
He has enlisted. My red friend.
| back there Is an Onondaga Indlan. He
will bring an ax In his band If |1 call
I have this rifle, which makes a good
club., The young woman shall oot
be whipped.™

“Horoor! No
Cromit, and he

what we worman

a tine new

mlill

whipping 1™
stretched forth hils
| half-closed hands and began turning
| on his heel In search of any who
| might care to argue the polot more
Intimately,
| 1 had no Intentign of getting Into a
fight with the set-
. 80 | threw.up therifle and held
them back. While they were hud
dled together the Onondaga let out a
| war-whoop and came charging up the
hill, bounding high and swinglng h's
| nx, The womemn scréamed and fell
back : the men forgot me to cover tha
i retreat of the women. | yelled for the
| tention 1 sald:’
l'-'hl'r“:. back a bit and let me

yelled

| rough-and-tumble
b

rhdlan to hulf‘u!.-t for the settlers to

[gten. When | had secured thelr at

tnlk
with the woman alone. Thig Is no
place for elther her or ber uncle, Per

haps It ean be arranged for both to
lenve this valley.”
With mach grumbling
Ioud threats they acecepted the
and retlred some diftance down the
| hill. Cromit and the Onondaga had
i no wish to draw closer to the cabin
so | went to the forlorn couple alone
| The man was seated on a log, leaning
forward by resting on his canes, and
breathing heavlly. His eyes were bulg
ing In a fashlon 1 did not like. The
girl glared at me, unable to belleve |
could be a friend, yet puzzled at my
ieflance of ber nelghbors,

and many

truce

" 1 told ber

Il4 ™ she bitterly repeated. “I'm

1 woman. I stopped helng a
| ¢ 1 when wvery small. My mother
was pretty. TIill they called her a

ch her |

| W Ir was as brown as mina
| My

father went over the mountalnas,
where no one had been, apd never
a ack. That was when' | was a
baby. My ooele lived here with us
id supplled us with meat.. Then

thew called

y called my mother a witch, and

| (TO BE, CONTINUED.)
14
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Didn’t Have Nerve to Cook the Little Pig

A Uleveland housewlfe who was en
tertaining some very #épeclal friends
f out of the eity, wanted to have

( er that would l!inger In thelir
memory for some time to come, What
could be nlcer, she thought, than a

roast suckling plg?
| Accordingly the llttle plg was sent

| home from the butcher's, unwrapped
| and tald on the kitchen table, where
her small son caught sight of 1t and

burst into tears,

. “Don’t cook that dear lttle piggle!”
! he walled, disconsolately,

\ His mother sent him from the kiteh
| en and picked the plg up to carry it
| acrose the room.

| “Iln that moment,” she reports, “my

courage falled me, There was some

thing so.much llke a little haby about
that podr little plg that 1 set It down
in m hurry. 1 realized then and there
that I didu’t have the nerve to cook It
Like my son, | wiped the tears out of
my eyes and put the ‘dear little plggle’
out of my mind forever.. We had rdast
beef for dinner.”

Polar Temperatures
The fact that 1t s colder at the
South pole than 1t Is at' the North
pole has heen explalped by the fact

account for a lower tempr_-rnlu'rﬂ.

’ -

that the South pale ls belleved to lle
In the middle of a Inrge contingpt and
also at a higher devatith thard the ; I
North Geographlcal ‘golé. This, would varied silhouettes which declare that

It was

Cromit. His face was weak from
fear, and bhis volde (rembled as he
whispered :

“I'vé been looking at the white |

oughter be shot. tle was never worth |

| =—a summer of pletur-
esque and enchanting
modes. .

The dear God knows 1 would gladly |
| go and never look toward this place

| to “vanity falr"—thus

SHEER FROCKS AND SHEER HATS;
SUMMERY STRAWS MAKE BOW

EPARTED 1s the
hour of glory for

the “boyish™ vogue.
Fickle fashlon bhas de-

cided. that women must
agaln look feminlne and
lovely., The whdle style
stage 1s set for just that

Sheer frocks, with flut
tery gllhouettes, big
drooping brims, portralt
hats, to be explicit, her
ralment lace-laden, be-
ribboned and bellowered,
parasols, fans, Jewels and
all the bewlldering fancles which play
fashlon

prob

does

nilady's "“what-to-wear”

lem for now and untll further notlee,
When It comes  to the

solve

styling of

pretty dalnty sheer frocks, fine knife
plaiting s playing a most ouse
part. Tiers expressed In the plalted

ruflle effect are fashion’s favorite treat
ment for skirts. If the tlers be scal

loped, as here plctyred, the theme Is
all the more fascinating.

Many women who do thelr own
sewing are delighted with the 1dea of
the plaited skirt. DBy taking their ma
terial to the plalter and the hen
stitcher, they fnd, at the cost of a
few cents, thelr frock takes on that
eachet, which removes the stigma of
loaking: *homemade.™ With: the ma
terial for the skirt plaited, the rest of
the making of this dress is a simpie |
matter which the home sewer need

have no hesitancy In undertaking.

A fichu neckline llke the one shown
here s also su
who makes her own

rpsted to the woman

clothes

Lome Summery Hats,

styling I.»:'u_-ry smart and belng qualnt

Iy feminine, tunes In with the sum

mer program for soft and graceful
| sithouettes,

Speaking of neckllnes, a great deal
of attention 1s belng pald to them this
géason by fashlonists. [f not a searf,
then a capelet 18 often mnde of the
same materinl as' the dress,

‘ _Note the exqulsite transparent hat
which tops this' frock, . Real summery
pleturesque milljnery, like this, Is one

pof thes exquisite Joys of the present-
day mode,

“‘fhe mueh heralded and the much-
hoped-for vogue of the straw hat has
arrived, and It 18 all that fancy ple-
tured 1t In matter of exotie beauty
and feminlone charm,

The best of It Is the return of sum
mery straws brings  with 1t a re-
vival of brims, and brlms mean the
‘getting.away from .the recent almost
stereotypedsdiitie hag ' which for so long
u tlimpe, relgned suprewer With the mre-
appearance of Brims, comes new and

from now on the persistent skull-cap

A Fashionable Costume.

types are oot golog to have it all thel

oOwin way.

Consideripg that 1t 1s summertime,
and that brims are “In" again, lke
wise summery straws, it would seem
that the world of fashlon Is about to
experience a season of “real mil

ery

I'here 1s a wonderful varlety of
straws reglstered on the lmmediate

iNlinery program At this moment
It 1¢ the vew llnen-llke smooth sur
fuced types which are recelving most
ittention I'hese are varlously ealled
sisol, bakou, ballibuntl, and, of course,
b ks are Iocleded. Contrasting
these exotle smooth straws, |s palllas

son, A type of conrse weave and one
which Is proving very su¢ cessful. Add
to this st halr, and tuscan,
nlso soft yedda bodles, and one gets
varlety of

leghorn,

un ldea of the Infinite

straws which enter Into the @
milady's summer chapean,

The models pletured are all of the
smooth-surfaced type, the sort that

women of smart fashlon are wearing

informal daytime oveca

for sports or
slons,
A very handsome black balllbuntl 1s

ghown at the top. It has three large
flat nsters In coral, belge and old blue,
made of narrow ribbon,

Below to the left 1s n slsol straw in
natural eolor, It looks almost as If It
were mnde of linen, although 1t Is
reully straw, Note the Interesting
turn-back fold at the front brim,

The bangkok sallor 1Is smartly
trimmed with a band end plaltings of

trl-colored ribbons,

The black manila straw to the left
Is trimmed with grosgraln ribbon
edged with velvet, A huge chon of

plalted malives forms a flower-like or-
nament.

The group
some black
arrowlike
crown,

concludes with a hand
ballibuntl straw, with an
ornament  plerelng  the

JULIA BOTTOMLEY.
(@, 1928, Wentern Newspaper Unlon)

FHow Much Water |
Should Baby Get?

~A Ramous Authority's Rule

" Dy Ruth Drittain

”
| Baby speclalists agree  now ndays
| that during the first slx months, bables
must have three ounces of fluld per
pound of body welght dally, An elght-
pound baby, for Instance, needs twen-
| ty-four ounces of fluld. Later on the
rule is two ounces of fluld per pound
| of body welght. The amount of fluld
| mbsorbed by a breast-fed baby ie bost
| determined by welghing him before
| and after feading for the whole day;
and It 1s easily ealculated for the bot-
tle-fed one. Then make up any de
f<lency with water,
| QGiving baby sufMelent water often
rellevea his feverish, crylng, upset and
restless spells, If it doesn't, give him
¢ few drops of Fletcher's Castorla.
For these and othee ills of bables and
children such a® colle, cholera, dlar-
rhea, gns on stomach and bowels, con-
stipation, sour stomach, loss of sleep,
vnderwelght, ete, leading physiclans

pay there's nothing so effective, It is
purely vegetable—the recipe Is on the
| wrapper—and milllons of mothers

| have depended on It In ovee thirty
years of ever Increasing use. It regu-
lates baby's bowels, makes him sleep
and eat right, enables him to get full
pourishment from his food, so he In.
erenwes In welght as he shonld. With
each package you get a book on Moth-
erhood worth its welght In gold
Just a word of eaution, Look for
the signature of Chas, H, Fletcher on
the package =0 you'll be sure to get
the genulne. The forty-cent bottles
contaln thirty-five doses

Street to Be Ballroom
Entertalning
using the

and
ballroom |8

guests together

street as the

the plan belng worked out by resl-
dents of one side of North street,
London. Under the shadow of West-
minster the pelghbors of the wsmall
and anclent street bhave become well
acqualoted, and as thelr bomes are
too small for entertalning on a large

scale, they propose (o cover the pave-
mwent with an awning and throw opea
thelr respective houses, which will be
used as places for sliting out.  Dioner
will be served In each house so that
guests will have the cholee of at least
a dozen meals,

Tactfulness Fewarded

As a reward for thelr thetfulness
durlng the great strike In Great
Britaln in 1924, polleemen .of Edin-

burgh, Scotland, are to have * recre-

atlon bullding. A fund for the pur-
pose was ralsed by people of all
| ranks, most of whom were opposed

| to each other during the strike, and
were kept In order by the pollee,
Poetry _on._.Production Basis
1 Two high school boys ealled on Wl
Nam Herschell, poet of the Indianapo-
lls Newn, nsking thelre
yearhook with a poetieal Imsaduetion,
“Why, boys, I'd be glad to
write a llttle verse or two for your And
nual When do you want 1t?"
“Oh,” replied the boys, “we'll Just
glt here and walt for IL"

him to honor

yes,

| Safe Guess
| “Now much do you think 1 made
last year?"
| “About DO per cent”
“Fifty per cent of what 1"
“Whatever you say.”
| ——— —

¥ 4

| DON'T suffer headaches, or any of
|

those pains that Bayer Aspirin can
end in a hurry! Physicians prescribe
it, and approve its free use, for ‘it
does not affect the heart. Every drug-
wist has it, but don't fail to ask the
druggist for Bayer. And don't take
any but the box that says Bayer, with
the word genuine printed in red:

Anplrin s -~
the trade mark of
Payer Mannfacture

of Menoaceticacidester of Balleyllicacid




