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A Latter From the Dead
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get this fool idea
SAT
before 3

tlonw: humanity, If you do not
posent this obligation you Il be far
contemptible than you belleve your
mruh. He had the courage to
got this money ; and you haven't the

d it, Bah! You're
sourepe m;_wﬂ wake up _presently. | he

i, Jo
ﬁ' ding too much and tak.
fog gmfau’whu is merely the-
'!m'" " But doubt n to edge
m:r‘;:nt man's mind. Bnell might
rﬂm. Moral obligation; to direct
m.voﬂhg b:l:llllllﬂl that which had
-?mny;: know what these seven mil.
fens represent '’ went on Bnell. *“The
stiady employment of three or four
thoumnd men, when millions are out
of work, when the financial world is
sround like a drunken man,
ﬁl, getting of.money Is nearly al-

Bl wiys tainted in the beginning; it's what

does with it nfterward that

-:l, !w‘u':mtnlluublo :on'n one

of e, Billen Jo5 e i
¢ cou

::u& ob:':u tacks, = You're a

L]

'
a queer father.

‘%lt he :luch: he was on the job
be dled, Now, are you going to
Y Any man who |s ready to de-
ha girl ngainst folr thu es, I
about it—1is game, is money
distasteful to you, but you can make
a8 white as snow Wy keeping it mov-
toward the betterment of human
A man is happler earning ten
than he is in receiving it an n
Fix it »o that three or four thou-
men can go on earning living
wages until the end of their days, The
grerage man does not want charity; he
wants & job. Take these millions and
turn them into a thousund more jobs
than your fath:: gid. {\ujc;h fsn mr:nﬁ

srespect. An u'll lose you
o~ lllrp::" up thil“job. I'm an old

'H-II 1 know this world from contact
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observation, If your father ever

mitted a dishonorable act—which | ji

never admit he did—you, his son,
@ma wipe it of the slate by manfully
secepting the obligation thrust upon
you, ?w'n heen living in a dream
world of fine books; you've seem the
world only In the printed par; au.d
wart to run back to your hermit's
n the moment the firat rub comes,
the firat of the year take a trip
one of your :;lrm uhlgm g0 ?‘::
PouL t ng camp; go do
";'en. k'?hn cure you of this
sasense,’’
“All right,”” eald Bancroft; *“'I'll
fiek, even though I don't want to,"
“And one of these days ’yuu'll thank
for this straight talk, If your fathep
il Kennedy—whoever he was—it was
honorable cdebt. Your father bought
lhat house from the bank.**
‘‘But there is that man who entered
his ver rqqm—.!ohnwn'l man. What

bout him

‘‘Bome crank, prohably.'

“He came in he'lre to hfll my father."
“Why should any one want to kill
“vhthur'!" ,

engeance.’

“"More book stuff,'’

“No, For the same man Is golng to
iry to kill me,'"’ sald Bancroft quietly.
“1:'1.,: the devil are you talking

'l'lmh. murder, and sudden death, | ed

y father encaped; so I've got to pay

debt myself, possibly,’’

"Have you kigned any document?'

nded Bnell,

“I'm not telling you another word,

. Bnell. I've got to go through this

I alone. Now, I want you to jot

A the bequents in my will, ou
r can tell,'

A will?”

"Why not? Got to mnke one some
time, and this happens to be a good
time, 1'll be In Monlny to sign It, To
I.h Nancy Bowman,''

Young man, I'm going te have you

Jacked up. untll I've investigated this |F

business !
Baneroft Jaughed, ""That'll be wast-
e, The ganme would start again
¢ moment 1 was free,"
HI!Q1 You deeded away any of your
1"
‘1 bonestly don’t know. But what
lg.lil! 1 bad to do.
ad to?"' erled Snell, wing more
and more bewildered, "Ho';onhn:t that
x it you had me draw up?'’
.ﬁ-,"';" le.rlu: | dnt;'t know,'
can ou_take me [nto yout
eonfld { I might be nhl{ to
”m;l;nmthlnl.“ This boy was be-

v oie,  I'm morry.  You would

®ly add to my difficulties and perhaps
g them, I'Il tell you this much:
Wint to be absolutely mure that a
Ban wought my father's life. I have
m toml warranty for believing 1
i but I must have the proof, "m

4 Mﬁln' through life looking over my
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A8 my fath , I

iag to llll‘r!l“rta nvﬁ:rw'?ﬂ:“ﬂg:!‘:e' e
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b."ln answer tnn: k:.olu.}:‘." S

L'A telegram for you, sir," announced

MI . cking out burriedly as he
T,

el ripped open the yellow en-

"Humph | From m rtner, Pr
, Pride,
ornla for his heq lhl.m‘ O Gﬂ:d
;:m:t In 1t
" Tead It yourself "' —exeltedly,
ﬂ:' body of the telegram pead as fol-
“Just eame ncrons
A jotting In note.
beok, n:iml totally forgot I:. When
‘Ml neroft wene to camp Bllaw gave
“-aled Ietter; wasn't sure he'd
? the boy's going awny. Get the
om my private tin In the safe
to Bancroft,
up

Ll o YEPY st} while Rnell
[ of unah tenrs to’ Il'::u 'tllll:: ;:I“

Bannor wag dry—fnell wt
ml..vnlglalnd on the Imy': ..nl'oﬂ?&'.:"
TAl]

! sunshine enough, aftet
"y i. []
b' lhn-l '9'. * An kn
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d all the while
: 's mul-
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the stormy countenance of his | he

B | elways hate herself for

good baei
*.l on:ih;.ﬁgll'rrnwhihf
a8 o way of iting ey 'uum-

- ealied him miscs “':.“i
maulu:,lm. rhtln' h 1

don't eare what happens now " "i!'

Ing his head,
e ot s ek 5t
ash' can,"” nldmt“ chuck it into the

Rrss he dd mt el > oty uming

(EREr R

actlons without the least concep
tion of ¢t nottmmtut anergise them,
But it seeme pretty tough that Jobnny
Jones, of Bouth Dakota perfectly con-
{:Ill &2 & cowhand, ::mid rest his bones
n h

Wil Hoboesottan® ag "euse sue
Sovtandaent Hor porianes. Inssosnt
father, his triend."" T oW

Bancroft jumped up and eleared his
::.:l. l{:tm the letter Into am in-

“'What are you going to do, son?"’
“I'm golng to bunt wp the
llnﬂ. o!. a bmﬂu:-nmhom
re he does something he'll always
be sorry for. God save him from
teddening hin hands wmhm father's
blood, ere’'s no doubt now that
entered this window to kill my
tnt.l;al:d I've an lden I'd better hurry.”
can't h"'ﬂ!" th ml Of course, 1

But Baneroft did not find Stewart
at his lodgings, "tamnrt bad moved
out, though his belongings, neatly box-
ed, were still In evidence. or did
Bancroft find him at the office of the
Holivia Emerald Company, BStewart
had sold out, .

Bancroft comprehended at onee }
blow—something fantastic and incredl-
ble—was shortly to fall. There would
be no way of anticipating it; he would

have to awajt it, But if the poor mad- |

man struck from behind?—and nevet
Iunrn'ed the truth? That was Ban-
F‘rotu one anxlety; he was prepared

r_anything but a blow from. mnd-

For all that, his new found buoyaney
carried him to a pathway among the
stars, and he stepped, one to the other,

between, He had now what he had
previously imitated—confidence in him-
self, in the future. He no longer re-
gretted that he was without creative
genlun, That his future was cut and
dried did not distress him. His father
—by the strangest sacrifice—had ereat-
ed these millions; his son would ad-
minister them, turn them loose in pro-
ductive sallies upon a broken world,
build up little communitien of wa
earners, create jobs as other men creat-
ed munle, literature, art. Why, there
was_nothing finer in all this deab
earth than to mnake oneself a useful
fltlﬁ;n. That would be his business
n life,

He went to the theatre’that 'night,
His applause was thunderous; he could
not keep still In bin chair; his face was
¢ & beacon. He not exactly
annoy any one, but he attracted some
amused attention. People smiled in-
du at ‘‘the young man with a
girl in the show." could even
pick out the élrl. Bo far as Bancroft
was concerned, he was all alone In
the orchestra and Nancy was all alone
on_the stage.

He loft his chalr at the beginning of
the finale, begging pardens by the
wholesale - an he maneuvered past the
ceramped knees. He trod on one gentles

man's foot.

*1 hope your oysters ehoke you!"
snarled the vietim,

“That's remarkable, sir. How did
you know that I had oysters in mind?"’

deviitry,
::lrﬁltmd on ur.r !oolt." »
your pardon. I'm sorry, But
would you mind telling me just how
that would suggest oystera?'’
“‘Get out, get out! Defore you step
on the other foot!"

Roses for Two Girls!

Baneroft reached the aiale without
inflicting upon the remnant of the row
anything more merlous thau obetructed
view. IHe hurried off to the nearby
florist, who, he remembered, was al-
ways open late o’ nights. He purchas-
two dosen American Beauties and
had them separately boxed. Next, he
ran around to the stage entrance and
boldly entered—for the first time. He
paused hefore the cubbyhole of the
anclent (hrlm'ul3

**(Jot m pencll?""

“A pencll? You can't by here,
f.“""&' man,"’ sald the watchdog, feeling
is |§nm grossly nftronted. A pen.
cll! "Whadda yuh think this ‘is, &
postoffice?’’

“I'll give you $3 for a pencil!" with
a gesture and tone perhaps not unlike
that uned aforetime by the desperate
Richard, seeking to evade the wrathful

Jlﬂf‘ﬂlfll!. ¢
"Well, of course—""

A stub was produced and pald for,
On each box Bancroft wrote: ‘'Bupper
at the Rits, Jorry."

“'‘Please deliver thess,” he sald,

“All rlalht. But 1've dumped more
roses in the ashcan for Miss Bowman
than you got hnirs on your head. 1
nover saw you before,'’

“"And you may never see me agaln,
That's the mad part of life, Hers to-
dlf. und gone tomorrow,'’

"Well, 1'll take the flowers In; but
they'll be heading for the ashean, it
1 know gnything.'

These two boxes of roses met odd re-
ceptions, Jenny frowned, Naney
nighed,

Jmn{llmtllchdﬂ'?’ .Dl" gaze ll.' -
them with that fxity o L]
the en'ltalhn?uor: indua; lll.al t:tu‘ls

etrate the ture to the exten
.'.';" assurity that these would be the
first and lant roses she would ever re-
celve fromn Jeremiali the Queer, as she
suddenly dubbed Rancroft; not par-
tleularly happy over the gift, certain
that Nancy would possess the like or
better, All right; she wonld wear them
she would go to the Rits; but she wou
alwo glve lﬁ theughtless nut a [
r mind for not tipping her of se she
cvould have dresstd for the part.

Nancy sighed; but with happiness
Tere were roses she might keep, Bhe

old them to her foce and inhaled the
delicate perfume. Jerry was becoming
thoughtful, the pror boy! Whatever
was she going to do with him? Never
a ulgn, never a word, and yet ® ® @&
Dut supposing the declaration had been
due to o twihst of his poor beulsed head?
Hhe hoped so, Hhe Uid not want to
hurt Jerry, It seemed to fatality
that she must hurt those she lked, B
wan now convineed that she had hurt
Cralg; not |Inql\g'. perhupe, but & hurt,
ncur‘lhelul'l. B h“hll“l Ililld.ihlll ah

( en ow ¢ e wou
A | t unbeliey.

ble moinent
N She wanted a long time to pass be-
ore ahe saw Crulg ogain, Whethep
nd hurt him tln-ry or lightly,
never could meet his el\lw lrn n, except
with & recurrence of the blill shame,

fhe dremed, und was pinni the
roses to her corsage, when Jenny

o do with thia

£~ | boy. Thirt
But ?.{..J’é“mt,-.

moans of support.

y\t’hit are we goin o
1
ne vialbis
, , KooV g
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—The Dignified Business Man
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CLIMBERS WHO WAvE AS
MUCH SINCRRINY AR A
MERICAN DOG WAS WA=

The young lady across the way
says she belleves football s a
cleaner game than baseball and you
never hear of a fielder robbing a
batter of a hit or anything like that
in the football season,
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GASOLINE ALLEY—Did You Get a Manicure, Walt?
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