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SYNOPSIS

Impoverished by the opon-handed
generoaity of his father, Virginis
gontleman, young Webster Brond
ta morving as A scoutl and spy fof
the mrmy under General Braddock
preparing for the advance on Fort
Duguenne, He has just returned to
Alexandria from a visit to the
tort, where, posiug ns a French.
man, he has specured valuable In-
formation, Braddock, bred Lo Eu.
ropean warfare, falls to realise the
lmportance of the news Brond s
sent back to Fort Duquesne, alwo
bearing a meéssaga to George
Croghan, English emissary among
the Indlans Brond jolns his friend
and fellow scout, Round Paw, In-
dian chief, and they set out. On
the way they fall In with a typlea)
backwoodsman, Balsar Cromit,
who joins them,

CHAPTER ll—Continued
——

"Why didn't these two strungers
stop your bloody work? At least the
white man, if be be white. If George
Croghan  had been  here, he'd ‘a'
stopped you quick enough.™

"Mebbe so, mebbe noy Mother Cox.
But Croghan's In Great cove. So It's
no good talking his osme, Mother
Cox," bantered Cromit,

“How do you know he's (o Great
cove™ 1 demanded

The widiow eyed me with stern dls
approval, but was quick to tanke the
words from Crowmlt's wouth and told
me:

“He was here three duys ago ana
bound for there. Some of his drat
ted Indlans are straylng ‘round the
country, and he's looking 'em up. And
when be aln’t hunting up bls Injuns
be's trying to bire our men to wurk
oo Braddock’s road Let the red
cots make thelr own road, | say.
When our men-folks go to the Ohlo
they dont have no road lald down
for ‘em to wulk on. They Just git up
and git™

*Where Is McDowell and hls men?
Where are (he Cralgs?" | asked

“McDowell's folks Iy In Great cove
1 told you” buskily reminded the
drover.

"And the Cralg brothers are on the
roud to Shippensburg™ sald the
widow, *“McDowell's gone to help
drive ont some witches"

“But he and his men haven't time
to hep drive out the French,”™ 1 sald

She eyed we blankly, and then be
rated me:

“Of ell the numbskulls! There
aln't no French near'n Fort Duquesne.

. They con't burt us with Braddock's

army golng ag'in’ ‘em, Bur witches
right smong us can ‘spell’ onr cattle
and send sore palns to our children
Merciful lund! What good to drive
the French from the Allegheny If
witches can work thelr evll spells In
our bomes?™

“If It wa'n't for these beeves, I'd go
back and help clean out the devil's
pest,” muttered the drover,

“There’ll be no tormenting of poor
people un the charge of witcheraft If
George Croghan Is v the cove” |
told them,

1 walked up the hors=e-path toward

Paroal's Koob with Round Paw et
my heels. We covered a quarter of
s mile when a yell bebind cnused us
to look back. Cromit was coming on
the run and his legs carrled him rap
Mily. 1 expected trouble and handed
my rifle to Mound Paw. Cromlt balt
ed and Informed me:
" “1 nlo't mo call to sell my soul to
the devil. | dou't hanker to see nr
witehies, but I go with you, Juss
stopped to git my kaife, Old Brad
dock willl give me o pew gyn, hat be
might be stingy with his knivea™
And he potted @ Inrge butcher kolfe
worn without o sheath. Did he trip
and fall 1t would be m miracle If he
escaped lnflictlng o severe (njury on
bimself.

The bellef In witches and wizards
In western Penasylvanin and Vieglnin
was widespread. The Old world Im-
wigrants had brought alopg thelr su
perstitions us well as thelr Bibles
Ones they hoad ventured Into the on
broken forests and made a clearing
and felt the solltude closing abour
them llke o wall they worked oew
fancles loto the old tnlex.  If there were
werwolves In Eorope, why should
there oot he as bad, or worse, dls
bolic agencies In this new (and of
gloomy anclent forests, welrd warer
fulls ond wild mountains?

What with the Palstine Cermnns
pnd thelr growsome bellefs, the [rish
with thelr falrles, the SBcoteh with
thelr gnomes and other strunge hlll
creatures, and the English with thelr
devotlon to ghosts, It was emall won-
der that almost any community along
the frontlers should possess those wlio

fmplieliy belleved In witcheranft. Nor
was this delusion Inckiog In New Eng.
lang aud other colonles,

As we drew clear of the hills we
bebeld twoecore men  and  women
grouped ot the fool of & low Wil on
wihich stood a log cabln

The door of the cubin was open bu
1 saw pone of the occupuants. Nor
were the people ot the fool of the nili
giving much heed to the eablo as we
cawe up.  Thelr Interest was confined
to & woman grovellng on the grass
and muking » grent outery

I pushed my wuy through the crowi
and looked down on the youny wommnn
Bhie wos hnviog o 0t of some Kind

“What's the matter here?” | asked

“This yovug womnan ls witched, sir,’
erled o groy-hulred wounin
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“Witehed by Elgle Dinwold,” growied
a man; and he turned to shake nls
ellpehed hand at the cabin on the hill
“But ehe'll witeh ue no morel We'll
burn that nest. Fight the devll with
fire! Der Hesenkopf has bred witches
long enough. We've sent for John
Holkes, sir.
s00on tuke the spell off this poor suf-
ferer”

“Is George Croghan In the salley?”

“Gone yesterday for Will's creek.”

The sufferer did pot foncy any shifi-
Ing of attentlon and renewed ber
sereaming and Klcking

“The devll hates wuter, Bring me
8 bucketful” | commanded.

I rolled up the wide siceves of my
bunting shirt as If Intending to bathe
my hands before attempling even a
partinl cure. A bucket of water was
placed before me, | plcked It op and
daghed 1t over the woman. Spitting
Ilke 8 cat she came 1o o sittlng pos
ture, When she ecould gel her breath
she begon enlllng curses down on my
head.

“The devll bates cold water,” | re
peated.  *The woman Is all right pow
If she will keep out of the moonlight
for three pighta™

“Then you sre & wizard and can
remove spells?  eagerly asked the
gray-hnlred woman. Others were star
log ot me with wueh respect.

“Some spells™ 1 admitted, “Now
tell me bow this woman was
spelled,' ™

It seemed that Elsle Dinwold, who
Hved with ber gnele In the tabln on
Der Hexenkopt, or the Witches' Head,
as the lttle hill was enlled, bad lald
a most mulevolent trap for the womun
now holbling to ker cabin for o dry
shift. It couslsted of u barrel and #
witch snnke.

The oarrator was here Interrupted
by severnl, who Insisted® Elsie Mn
wold bad changed herselfl lnto u snake,
or had eutered the budy of the snake
—preferably the latter ne the snake
was stlll o the barrel and the we
cused wus In her enbin, The vietim
had been Induced by some magic arts
to puuge and look Into the barrel. She
beheld a lurge rattiesnnke with Elsle
Dinwold's eyes.

The barrel was pointed out to me.
I walked to It and looked luside, My
flesh crawled as | encountered the re
lentless malignity of the eerpent’s
staring eyes

| directed the men to kill the snake
and would have remalned to, make
sure It was done bad ool the appear
apce of o s/im figure In the cabln door
set the crowd Into o wild upronr. The
waman stepped outside and was fol
lowed by a man badly crippled, for be
walked with difMicolty even while
using two canes.  Some In the gather.
Ing begnn gesticulnting, and then they
were sweeplog ap the blll, o frantle
rol,

“Why all this fuss over » snake In
# barrel ¥ | nsked, fearing sowme harm
would be Inflicted oo the woman and
the cripple

“She ls a8 woman of Der Hexen
kopll™ aecused a wowman, polating a
trembling Ooger.

“She comes of & foul brood,” ex
cliedly explained a man.

) took time to ook more closely
The woman, scarcely more than s glil
had suddenly token mlarm for the
man's safety, and had luterpored ber
sllm fgure between Wm aud her pe
cusers.  Her loosened halr was blow
Ing about her face aud half-velling ber
thip features, She leaned forward as
she walched os, her body lithe and
wiry as o boy'd, ber lips parted 1o 8
little fellne snarl,

Knowlng tme to be a stranger and
yenrulog for an lmpartlal Judge, she
centered her wild gnze on me and
putited &

“I'm no witch. These folks be fools |
I llve here alone with my unde, He
Is old, a eripple with rheomty palna
Several yonrs ugo the beastly Ger
mans nomed (his place Der Hexen
kopt. My poor mwother dled from feur
und eorrow. My two aisters, older'n
me, were driven owt of the valley, |
am (st of the women to live on the
Witches' tlead, and they won't lel me
live In peace.”™

“Keep your wicked Jows closed
tight, or we'll pln ‘em  together,”
roured the red faced mon,

He's & rare wizard. Ue'll

T waved my hands for silence and
requested ;

Wil some of yov good folks tell
me what she hns done besides putting
the snake in the barrel 1"

It was the old mun, her uncle, who
enlightened me,

“They say she went n slckness to
Oscnr Kluck's white horse,” he trem-
ulously explaioed. *Oscar Kluck came
here this morning early and nsked me
to pay four pounds for the burt dooe
the unimal 1 had no money.”

“He was o good hoss, my white one.
L refused four pounds for bim,” erled
Kluck. “Now she's gpolled him—the
d—4 spawn "

Some one tugged my elbow, It was
Cromit. Uls face was weak from
fear, and bis volee trembled as be
whispered :

“I've been looking at the white
horse. | know bursed He's old and
oughter be shot. He wus never worth
four pnundl. Four sLilllngs would be
vearer” Ho scuttied back to the
Onondagn. The cripple was speaking.

"It she confesses and promlses
never to do It sgaln, shall she be left
unbarmed

“Let ber say she Is a witch and
then leave the valley this day, never
to come back, and she sbhan't be
whipped,™ 8 man promised,

“But | can’t go* walled the girl

The Red Road

A Romance of Braddock's Defeat

~+ By Hugh Pendexter

“Who would take care of my uncle?
The dear God knows | would gladly

&0 and pever look toward this pince

ngaln It my uncle conld go with me|*

“Never mind me, litle Elsle. You
must not ba whipped,” groaned ber
uncle,

“Tench the d—d brat we can break
ner spells!™ screamed a woman, |

“She threatens us with the dﬂll'll
power! She should be burned and
her nshes scattered at widnight,” |
loudly declared a man In Eoglish but
speakiug with a thiek mceent,

I Interposed: “Enoogh, There will
be no burning, nor whipplng. She s
scarcely more than o girl, You peo
ple tnlk ke crazy folka®

"And who be you, mister, to come
to Der Hexenkop! and say what we'll
do snd what we won't?™ s woman
fercely demanded of me,

"I am recrulting for Rraddock's
army. Three pounds sterling to every
man who enlista, A fine red coat and
& lne new musket, This man beslde
me Is Balsar Cromit from MceDowell's
mill. He bas enlisted. My red friend
back there 1s an Onondaga Indlan. He
will bring an ox In his hand 1f | eall,
I have this rifle, which makes a good
club, The young woman shall not
be whipped™

“Horoor! No whipping!™ gelled
Cromit, and he stretched forth his
baif-closed bands and began turolng
on his heel In search of any who
might eare to argue the polnt more
Intlmately,

I had no Intentlon of getting Into m
rough-and-tumble fAght with 1he set-
tiers, so | threw up the rifle and held
them back. While they were bhud-
dled together the Onondagn let out »
war-whoop and came charging op the
uitl, bounding high aod swinging his
nx. The women screamed and fell
back ; the men (orgol me to cover the
retreatl of the women. | yelled for the
Indlan to halt and for the settiers to l
listen. When | had secured thelr st |
tention 1 sald:

“Drop back n bit and let me talk |
with the woman alooe This 18 no
place far elther her or her uncle. Per
haps It can he arranged for both to
lenve this valley™

With mueh grumbling and many
loud threats they aceepted the truce
nnd retired some distance down the
hill,  Cromit and the Onondags had
no wish to draw closer to the cabin,
%0 | went to the forlorn couple alone.
The mnn was seated on 8 log, leaning
forward by resting on his eanes, and
breathing heavlly, His oyes were bulg
ing In n fashlon | did not llke. The
girl glnred at me, unable to helleve |
could be a friend, yo! puxzled st my
deflunce of ber nelghbors,

“You have nothing to fear from me,
child,” 1 told ber,

“Cula 1™ she bitterly repeated. “I'm
an old woman. | stopped being a
chlld when very small. My mother
wns prefty.  TiHI they called her a
witeh her halr was as brown as mina,
My futher went over the mountains.
where po one hud been, and never
came back., That was when | wis o
baby. My uncle lived here with uy
und supplled us with meat. Then
they called my mother a witeh, and
she dled.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A Cleveland housewlfe who was en
tertofulng some wery rpeclal friends
fromn oul of the ey, wanted 1o huve
u dinner that would lloger o thelr
wemury for some tme (o come. What
eotild be nleer, she thought, than e
ronst suckling plg?

Accordingly the lttle plg was sent
home from the butcher's, unwrupped
nnd Inld on the kitchen table, where
her wmull son eoaught sight of 1 and
bt into teurs.

“Don't cook that dear Hitle plggle 1™
he willed, discopsolutely,

Hisw mother sept bl from the kiteh
et nnd pleked the plg up to curry It
aurose the room,

“In that moment,”
conrnge folled we,

khe reports, “my
There wus sowe
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Didn’t Have Nerve to Cook the Little Pig

thing so much like a Httle baby about
that poor litle pig that 1 set It down
In u hurey, | realized then and there
that | dlde't have the nerve to eook I

Like my son, | wiped the tears out of
my eyes and pot the ‘dear lttle plggle’
out of my mind forever. We had roost
beef for dinner,”

Polar Temperatures

The faot that 1t Is colder at the
South pole thun N s ot the North
pale hos been expluloed by the fuet
that the Bouth pole la belleved to lle
In the milddie of & lnrge conlinent and
oo ot w higher elovation than the
North Geographlenl pole. This would

uecount for o lower temperature,

FIGURE THIS OUT

“Where did you buy that miracle
hat "

“I'm worry, but 1 don’t think 1 know
whitt hat you are referring to"

“Well, yesterday you had a now hat
on and 1 understand somae one was
calllug 1t a miraclo hat,

"I remember some ope telling me
how well It became me, but 1 ean't
seom 1o recall anyone calling It & mir
nelo ha*

“lndirectly some ono did. If a hat
can becowe n glel 1 eertainly would
cull It o mirache hat”

PROBABLY NOT

Kid (wspylng tight-wire wulker)=—
Oh wother, why Is it man walking
o 0 rope ‘way up there in the air?

Mother (walting at erossing) —Prob
ubly because he wasn't able 10 cross
the street In any otheér way, dear.

Live on Credit
Hupe is the dope

e wod and win N
Who lives an hops

May live on eredit

Crashing the Party

“We bave wmany oatural-born orm
Llor™

“We hnve,” nnswered Senntor Soryg
bame  *The trouble with sowe of ‘em
I8 that they can't draw a crowd on
thelr own account and want o take
possession of an audience that some
one else has nasembled."—Warhington
Star,

Familiar Incident

“Have you ever been up In an ale
ship?™

“No” answered Senator Sorgham,
“The publicity Is no good. Things
have gotten so that you're lable to
get ouly half a column on an Inslde
page, even If you fall out."—=Washing-
ton Star

World Court?
Riggles—Does he bore you with his
war storles?
Raggles—Yes, marital, not martial,

NEVER OUT AT NIGHT

Halesmnn—Lot me _sell you somme
alghtshirte.

Old  Timer—No—never go out af
night

Busy Smithy
Beneath the spreading chestnut Lree
The smith works Hke the deuce;
For now he's welling masoline,
Hot doge and orange julce,

His Misfortune

She (with magnzine)—What & mis-
eruble writer Hhakespeare was, Look
at his slgnatore,

He—=Well, 1 suppose we shouldn't
etiticlze the poor beggar. He didn't
have our educntionnl advaninges, you
know,

Almost Finished
Mrn, Gouggn—This Is the end, [ ean
live with you no longer,
My, Gungga—Yen, 1 guess It's all over
but the shooting.

Well Prepared
Sho—And you esenped from- the
Russlan prison?  And you escuped
through & hole which you dug in
the wall with a fork?
He—Yes; you see It wan qulte ensy.
My wife wasn't much of o cook,

Time for Fairy Tale
Black= Whit do they menn by the
“witehlng hour"
White—Don't you know? That's the
hout whon the wife greets you with,
“Which story fs it this time?"

Stabh Man Showed

Grim Sense of Humor

Add to the true but trylng storios
of the week the case of the Young
lady who was most anslous to reach
her  gentlemnn  friend  posthaste,
Knowlng bim to be an ardent horse-
man and confident that be wus rlding
at the moment, slie besought the tele:
phone Red Book, With no more In:
formation than the feet thit he rode
a mount vawed Molly, she procecded
to query nendemy nfter seademy.

Eventunlly, success wae (o be hors
Nouring the end of her Ust of num:
bers, ber tmpatlent “hello™ wos an-
swored by o gruffvoleed stable man,

“In this the Purk scedemy? she
nnked,

“Yop," answered the volee,

“Well, have you a horse named
Molly 1

The answer shocked ber luto gpeech:
lessnnss,

“Sure, sald the gruft one. “Stall
1 bring ‘or to the phone? —Dotrolt
Free Pross,

Prince’s Simple Life

on Ranch in Calgary

The prince of Wales, so they say,
Is developing an  American necent,
Beven years of aopunl  assoclation
with the cowhands und oelghboring
ranchers ot Culgary, Alborts, where
he 18 owner of the EP ranch, have
erneed much of his earefully eultl-
vited Oxford enunciation and substl
tuted the drawl of the American
Northwest,

The British royal belr oven Jokes
About the change In his speech. A fo
vorite story with blm Is one tn which
an Amerlean nequalntance explaing
that the difference between A ranch
and a “rawnch” is that “a ranch pays
and a ‘rawoeh’ doosn't.”

"But everybody (o Calgary knows
that the prince runs a ranch and vol
n ‘rawnch'™ mays Chlef Long Lance,
a nelghbor, “By 8:00 every morning
ho has breakfast and (s out Inspecting
his eattlo and barne One of his
chiores 1s houllng manure In & whool
burrow."—Los Angeles Times,

Color War in Edinburgh

Following the refusal of some res-
taurants to admit Asintle and Afrlean
resldents, not bechuse of thelr con-
duet, bot because of thelr raclal arigin,
Ediuburgh bas a color war that has
golten Into the house of commons,
The secretary for Beotland was asked
to take steps, by legislation or other
wise, to stop the diserimination, and
ba replied that he dld not have the
power to Intervene and dld not think
legislation along the line suggested
would be practicable, A delegation of
students representlng the Edioburgh
Indian association protested recently
to the lord provost of Edinburgh, and
the mewmbers of the organization re-
fused to take part In the recent
charity pageant.

His Experience

*Well, sir,® sald Dad Drizzle, “the
ehildren had got to playlng around,
the whole durn ten of ‘em, 1 reckon,
I wasn't paylng no pertickler atten-
tion when I heered an almighty yell,
i over the fence comes a helfer,
bintting for gosh' sake with three,
four arrers sticking out of her body,
I gives snother yell and darted Into
the house for my gun, hollering ‘Ine
Juns! Injuns!' wt every jJump, |
hadn't been offm’ the place for so
long I'd forgot there wusn't no Injuns
no more and Jost nacher'ly didn't
suspiclon the chlldren atall”—Kan.
sas Qity Star,

His Viewpoint

®A very promiging young man” we
sk “He will do big things*

“We bave too thundering many
‘golng-todoern’ now.” snlfl old Festus
Peater. “What we peed are nol men
that are golog to do, but those that
huve piready done—wo noed ‘didders,’
not  Cgolng-to-doers’ or  ‘might-have
donern I'  Hurrumph I"—Kansag  Clty
Star,

Clothes Outgrown

Wenring the rame ¢lothes In which
they were married 20 years ngo, Mr.
and Mra, Walter B Dow, of Dayton,
Malne, held n reception st thelr home,
The swedding garments woere the chilef
Interest, for most of the guests nd-
mitted they could oot get Into the
clothes they wore n quarter of a cen-
tury ngo, even If they hnd them.—In-
diannpolls News.

Still Going Strong
Mra. Brown—Do you think they are
rch?
Mrs, Jones—Of course they nre
rich; they're still using lost year's
car.

Odd Number
Diner—The price for four plgs
feat 1n only 30 conts, Why are you
charglng me 00 conts for Just five?
Whalter—Decause thht forced us to
kill another plg, slr,

Dun—the future tense of due,
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LAUNDRESS
BENEFITED

By Taking Lydia E. Pinke
h:m'lVambloCowo‘ni

Nushvillo, Tenn~"1 eannol g
too mueh in favor of the mediclnee
T was In & rune
down mulitlul.

I worked In
Inundry w
health

another hottle, Tt (s an excellond
mlc and 1 am wllilnu to tell olhare
ahont (& People take me to be mi
inumr than I am,
JoussTrix, 406
Nushiville, Tenncssee,

Sure

Relie

NO N':‘:(:RE GAS
E'E;l H Aca%mg

For Cuts, Burns
Bruises, Sores
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SCHOOL FOR MEN
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or Tec
II.G.A HuoLOQY
=

Compenasation
Susceptible PPollceman (howled over
by fulr motorist) =My fault, misa [
ought to "sve stepped back,
Glrl=There, now | If yon're nol just
the sweetest constuble L've  ever
struck.—London Opinlon,

When a gosslp says “its all over
town,” the gosslp means that It soon
will be,

"CONSTIPATION
RELIEVED

+ » « QUICKLY
Wal.llol.lnm
U-Hbl.—h

fl?! Illl!t COMRECT! Fuel ul
not foods cottrol wolght, 30 radishas "E
r«n candy, Prioalens new mathod, sasy

abl n-- b-mh. mlflp fallowed wating rogs
ord 'nt -ll:k Bervics, Mere
at Ilrd K-mu "y,

$6,000 ANNUAL SALARY

Salesmen sarn big money. Sales-
manahip 1a not hard If you go at It
right, $5.00 will secure Hoyers Snles.
manahip Conrse.  Free consultation
service, Posltion secured for you, Write

ARTHUR C, BOYER & CO,
Grand leland, Nebraska.

ASK FOR

ALLEN'S

FOOT EASE

i« DANCING. TENNIS GOLF 1
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