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Thrilling he # beauntiful love
by the ::"w‘:ﬁr"- n.'.'.f."’u.‘.'f"...»‘*'-":,..'a of the Mf""m.

_ o Comyrich, 1990, by Hereld MasOreth

“!s“ullot. containing the emeralds

; ven thousand odd in cur-
..n :e':llpp«l into the Inside pocket

El"’h'er:.t:::“;w pedts left when le

the theatre; but he was content

stand, 1 Bell-

*elock The Shadow and
'::t Egn?-kes on Btewart's door and
were bidden to enter. Their faces ex=
nothing beyond the normal
riosity which would attend an order
m the I'rofessor to appear nt li;l;.'o.
¢ minds were active enough, th
convinced thut! the an:i. ad come

* m m .

ult:\\?ﬁ-:thlvﬂ cPut u’ro packets of bills,
One he handed to Bellman, the other
the youngish man known as Ehtie
adow. Bellman counted his hil
rofully, tut The Shndow stuffed hia

ket.
t'?l:'s}ﬁl over?'’ asked Bellman.

:%e:: boob has signed that contract?"’
"y L]

?‘ laughed
n . c
E;!I::nﬁnt honest money you Iwo
gver earncd,”’ wald . Htewart, What
are you golng to do with it? It's none
of my business; still, I'm a little
"
“ﬁ:{!:il." eald Ehe Sl}nilgwhd‘;‘lu:a
to give the straight a .
.::c]?::d onm‘owr. I can buy .n half
fnterest in a povlroom on upper Broud-
way for two thousand. :
“Good luck. And what are you going
to do, George?'’ Btewart's eyes were

“?'?:TI ‘take a whirl gt Monte Carlo, I
never get the chance ngnln." I'm

::ier lucky at games of clmm.-a:.'
“Hut yon never can tell.'” sald

Btewart. '''Well, food-by. Shadow.
ok It out; it's healthier to be lmnenE:
want a word with Ueorge alone,
“Yes, sir. Good-night,”” and The

Shadow went tnGum dt?li.)'l'. “Where'll
lek you up, George

: I',‘At {l?o ho't.el. I haven't cleared out
"w

“I'l Jook you up about midnight.”
3] hn‘ (1]

The Bhndow out of the pleturs,
ltew:rt ruse nnud stood in front of Bell.
man, who replied to the somber Inspec-
tion truculently, He crossed his legs
and bogan to teeter the upper,

"Wu‘l?" he sald at length, o

“You're a clever young an,

wart's observation.

“I know 1 am, The Shadow Is what
you highbrows would eall meticulous—
timid, He goen away perfectly satise:
fled, while I look upon this money as a
retainer, as the law shnrks say.

“I sce,  You expect to blackmall
me out of several more packages,’’

“Clorrect,"’

‘I bavo here,’” sald Stewart, “‘three

ers. One is from the chief executive,
one i{s from the warlen at Bing Sing
and one is from the comminsioner. The
police no longer have any interest in
me, my golngs or comings. IDo you
want to rend these letters?

*No, I'm not golng to trouble you
en that score, 1 am going to walt
and wee what your game Is with this

rom the country."’

*And if I rook him, you'll turn about
and rook me.'*

“Fixnetly,”

“I have killed a man.”

“Not In cold blood, According to
these lettars of yours—and I can guess
their contentw--you arve a free mwan.
After all thoso years up the river,

n're not likely to risk this free-

m for the fun of croaking me.'’

“We learn a lot up there, Georgie,

ere are o dozen ways by which you
eould be made to vanish,"

"Munslaughter s ond thing ; premedi-
tated murder ip another.''

"Oh, I eghan't murder you, Georgle.
ou are simply going to vanish, vl
are not going to Monte Carlo."

"Oh, I am not, eh? And who's going
to stop me?""

"I am,"" sall Btewart, gravely, *If
ru hadn't talked, I ghouldn’t have
nown what to with you, even
though 1 suspect you., Iseep your
ehair; tliere's no hurry, Clever! ou
lay all your cards on the table, befure
such & man ns I am, and call yourself
elever?  Very good, I can send you
to Sing Sing, but I'm a fool for tenders
ness.  You shall simply lenve the seene
of your endeavors—for four® or five
months, You nre going to wen, Georgic,
ona &lmro-riauer. and your destinn-
tlon 18 Cape Town, South Africun.'
llman had leaped to bix feet, and
m.lklnr for the door; but Btewurr
¥as upon him with cold ferocity, - Ile
flung Bellman to the floor and set o
Bee on the rogue's chest.

"(‘OE " " .
allal e along in, men,"” Btewart

From the

was

bedroom issued three bulky
Persons, with bricksred countenances
ad vivid blue eyes, Deep-seq suilor-
men was written al] over them, They
hhed as they approached, Ono of
. produced a whisky flank which le
“f." to Btewart,
Knokout drops with good, Lonest
;hilk to disguise the wuperpoison.
or, Georgie, you're going to be shing -
Ied ay neatly as ever was. When
ou get aboard, stop lvoly: the fipst
Bate s n roughneck. Now, then!'
N Bellay fought for a while, but it
b ¢ither awallow or winother,
Bint wou forced down hin throat
® he waw bound and u handkerchiol
A Acrows his mouth, For n spnce
twisted about on the floor, but the
il way too potent and prosently
h“"llxarl.
8 Unbind him and take him away,"
b wart ordered, *'And remember, no
"‘“:'l"il.\;. Make him tor the mark,
“'f“ on't beat him up beyond what i
'mal. There wny be the mukings of 4

Ban iy ¢
!ﬁlnr;!"m' poor thing. Give him hin

"YI‘I. ‘[I’."

N'ﬂm three sailors holsted Bellman to
? feot, and they shifted his weight
oo NR them wo that he had the ape
I"'m-'ﬂ of overindulgence rather than
Bhensibility, "They bundled him into
wlli. Which ut once set off ut womes
.ﬂ over legnl gait,
bl en Btewart set upon his readin
bo f ¥oine abworbent cotton and a sma!
Hhuf colorleas tluld, Next, he pin-
et e Great Adventure Company oons
B tautly upon a smull drawing
m"fmlml hegan carefully to wash awa
Iy of the document, It vunish
cally under the gentle o plication
In the end there wos
ft on the sheet but the auto-
the and t
sedl

you ha
out o’ you an’ dump
back a

.;:Ebe:tdln' t' sell gt. l.mn.-hlimi and

minh, toddle alon
heim,

Jotted it down for future use,

would only laugh at her,
played the part successfully for nearly

“I'll dothe best [ ean, * @

the impromptu concert—for

I didn't know," she wsald,
ubhruptly left the
refreslunent table, pouring out a cup of
coffee, which he drank without sugar or
cream,

miah?"’ asked Jenny, who was
beside him,

what you eall o nix,’

*‘Music gets some folks like that,
¢y, there, in
stuff, Mother
I want t' weep,
you've got lotn o'
truin, ® * * A]|
Is down there in th' corner,
th' woup,

Baneroft, enviously,
never played to him In such n fushion,
Ho had
but be had
tionally as in the moment gone. What
a bag of emotlons lie was:
would they lead him in the end, He
was interripted by the flirtatious cho-
rus girl, who plumped herself down
beside him

signe- |

E

Baneroft strolled lh‘lll‘ examining

some of the canvases which hung from
the walls of unadorned brick. '&e did
not seem
ugo he ha

Sl Rt

e e
Twu all luck, ‘::

rung the doorbell he would not be here
thin night, among these friendly bohe-
mians, . ‘

‘“Those buge,” Jenny had explained
»—meaning xl regular (bohemians—
*‘are always eling about th' decline
in art; an’ couldn't cut a plece
o' macaron! without meesin’ it. o?;
away from. that bunch, Jeremiah. If

ve a dea, they spongs it

2 y toddle
n' forth lhnum' Fallure, an’'

. writin' Indder poetry 'cause

tlunz can't rhyme, an’' sex novels that 'd
mn
hgnde

Comstock bald-
tryin' t' tell what it's all abuut,
hen yoin ses mm;:hr:lﬁhm. Jeru-
Her guests tonight included Mann-
'ralg, some of the chorus and
principals of the operetta, a famous
newspaper paragraplier, three stccesss
ful Hlusteators, a magazine editor and
a dramatist of note,

The chatter of the guests rose. There
were frequent bursts of laughter, Some
one began to play syncopated musie on

e poor ol' Anthon

the piano—an unusunlly fine instrument,

Bancroft wnan informed that [Foster
played frequently during the sittings,
ar a physlenl relaxantion, to take the
eramp out of his palette arm,

“Eats!"' eried Jenny. ‘‘Everybody
help themeuelves !

nd everybody did; and there wnn

more chatter and laughter, and one of
the protty chorus girle began to make
eves at Bancroft and nudge him abont
possessively, until Jenny warned her to
il'lny off,"” as Jerominh was particularly
ers,

After the hunger was satisfied there
was n demand for amusement, nny,
being hostess, was first on the list, and
she gnve n capitnl Imitation of the
madame In the inodel shop, the wife and
the husband; and the dramatist boldly
Then
Mannhelm, who had been elected as
master  of ceremonies, called upon
Naney to sing the hit from the operetta,

“But who'll play it?'* she asked.

“I will." said Cruig, seating hlmself
nt the pinno, and he struck the opening

bara.

A_perverse mischisf took possesslon
of Nancy. Bhe sang the pitter-patter,
but the expression on her face and her
T-stum were those of a mechanical
iloll, badly put together! When she
hnd done there wns n shout of ap-
proval,

Mannhieim rushed to her, seised her
“houlders and shook her, *“You in-
fernnl minx! That's the encore here-
nfier, We'll rehearse the orchestra
ut ten tomorrow,"

“n“t—""——".

“*No buts nt all. My orders. The
unexpectedness will knock the audience
off thelr chatrs.”” Then Mannheim put
ily arm through hers and led hor to
m  obscure corner of the studio.
“After the rehearsal,” lie snid, “you'll
come into my office and we'll make thnt
conteact right, I'm an honese man,
Miss Bowman, and yon're worth a gool
deal more thnn seventy-five a week.
I'm going to innke it two-fifty, and next
u*alni:‘ntyuu‘l'l' be worth double that!'*

‘Brt——

““There you g again! Didn't 1 tell
you there weren't any buts?"’

“But 1'm afraid!"

“Good Lord! And of what?"

In Bohemis

Bhe realized, all at once, that she
could not tell this man—whom she re-
cognized as belng as human as she her-
self was, and honest where dishonesty
had rather easy going—what ber fears
were! ‘I'hnt, once she thought of her-
self as n light-opern comedienne, she
would be conscious of her actlons, of
her limitntions, of her queer distaste
for the life; thut she was able to romp
through the part becnuse It had been
the menns to an end. But now that this

dream was evambling, that there might
not be any end * * *! Khe was u fool ;
she could recognize that ensily enough.

*'Oh, tuke the cash and let the eredit

g0!" the old tentmnker had said, Here,
under her hund, were competence and a

certain paseing fame; but could she
hold

self?
truth, some one who would be utterly
disinterested !
disinterested ; but what did Jenny know
about voices?
authority, to tell her the truth: and
with her present resources she would not
be able to get beyond the outer door.
To dissipate the chaos which wns grad-
ually
she could not te

them, now thnt she doubted her-
For some one to tell her the

Yew, yes: Jenny was

Bome maestro, some real

dlllntenntlnﬁ her mind!

No;
Mannheim these
he wouldn't understand, he

Hadn't she

things;

two months? ‘‘All right,’”’ she sald,
Hush!"*

‘‘Liebestraum. Tenderly and wistfull

the munic rose nhove the chatter, whic
began to dl‘tlll und shortly to cease nl-
together,
thut she had seized/Mannheim by the arm
nnd wus holding tightly,
eves were shining, her face wus eager,

Nancy was not consclous

Her dark

ber lips wlightly parted, Throughout

('ruig play-

ed from the tenderer inspirations of
Choplin, MaeDowell and Grieg—Nancy
did not move;

she scarcely breathed,

'Queer chap,” thought Mannheim,

“He's talking to thix girl here, saying
nll manger of foolish nnd beautiful
things to her, and she only hears the
sounds, not the message,"’

“Wby ® ¢ ¢ (hat was wonderful!

un Craig
plano and sought the

“Cralg i8 n great musiclan, Miss

Bowman," sald Mannbeim, *‘but he's
very hard to get to tle piuno,

Halt 'n compliment to Jenny,"" he lled, cheer-

Quite

ully.

“Can't you do something, Jere.

sitting

“Yeu; I cun sit still, Nobody then

will know what a hick I am.”

"Why, what's th' peeve?'’ ghe anked,

astonished at the bitterness in his volce,

enny. I'm
hll‘ld.
Nan-
buge over that highbrow
Muchree for mine, when
But you! Cheer up;
time t' cateh your
right, Sally, Th* sink
I'll bring
By-by; we got t' clean up, "
A man without u talent, thought
Mise Hewitt had

"I cun't do nnyll':ln‘. J

Aw!" guid Jenny, patting his

it was true, been entranced ;
never been so stirred emo-

and whither

lllm. .l' “.. .l.l. lt,"
using & word he
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The Renpective Mepite of Raceball vs. Football By Fontaine Fox SCHOOL DAYS

The young lady across the way
novels are still
bought and read though they were
written fully sixty years ago and
you can't say that about any of the
modern best sellers,

PETEY—A Pun Is the Crudest ?ﬁ;of Hum;:

- UM=- SEEMSTO ME
| Kow THaT "t‘RL-——.-
GEE \WHI2! BUY, SHe's,
Homeo(— | Tl-ugak SHE'S
ONE OF MY WIrE'S

HER ATrRaCTions

! SHE]
Now HES WERE LIMB -1

THAY Miss
| MET LAST
M

{
-J;\'I v,
o aar ! €

hood Days

GASOLI

1y ALLoy

JUST LIKE OLD TIMES |
I NEVER WENT INTO A
BUTCHER SHOP wWHEN )
WAS A KID, SKEF2I X,
WITHOUT BEING WEIGHED®

ISN'T THAT THE BoY
| AUWVAYS USED
TO WANT TO CARRY
THE MEAT HOME,




