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What humans are chiefly hunt.
ing for nowadays is inspiration
in one jform or another. This
story canrot fail fo give ils
reader inspiration, and therefore
its value can hardly be overes-
timated. The magic of the love
of mart for woman, that, aroused
simply by the sound of a voice,
causes a young millionaire to
cross oceans and {raverse
JSoreign lands fo find his fate
was never betfer pictured. The
story is intensely romantic and
alluringly mysterious. The in.
sidious evils of unwise marriage
with foreign ‘‘noblemen” are
cleverly shown, and the familiar
Italian brand of intrigue is laid
bare. The author shows that the
reward of pafience and purily is
happiness and that the wages
of sin is death. He makes you

wlaugh when he pictures the ad-
venfures of an American comic
opera troupe stranded in foreign
lands. He makes you thrill with
the wanderilust when he describes
La Bella Napoli and the vine

| (Ilard & «1¥ Qg In the s WIth Tils
slub,
SO my wond "
“Somwe swell, meblbe
"Undonbtedly o lady, That's why It
Ooks odd-why it brought we Into the
strget.  She sang o clossie  Itallan,
And, what's more, for the privilege of
hearing that volee ngain 1 should not
| milnd sitting on this cold curly till the
milkman comes around o the morn-
g
That wonldn't be fer long," lughed

PP TeY

and holdlng It close to the end of his
clgar, "Twenty minutes after 1.
I must be giitln® back
een to Ttnly ¥

“I was born there,” pationtly,

“No! Why, you're no dagol™

“Not so wuch as an eyclash. The
stork  happened to drop the basket
thoere, that's sll" y

“Ha, 1 sec! Well, Ameriky Is good
enough fer me an' mine” complacent.
| Iy.

“I dare suy!"

"An' If this stogy contlnues to be-
have we'll say no more about the van-
Ishin® leddy." The pollceman strolled
off, his suspielons In nowlse removed.
He knew many tleh young bachelors
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lke Hillard,

the polleeman, taking out his wateh |

Well, [ &

| understand.

the eltles, and we do not hold out our
I nm

polms for the traveler's pennles,
L peasant, but always remomber the

| dood of the Ceesarn.  Who aonn say?
| Rosldes, 1 hove hold n sword for the

|l‘lmn‘h. I owe no alleglance to the
| puny honse of Bnvoy!"
was a forotlons  glonm,
| Buor, 1 grow boastul,
| should know better,
| Kok return to Italy in the wpring ¥
“I don't know, Glovauni; 1
Know, But what's on your mind ¥
“Nothing new, slgnor  with eyes
nit down to bide the returning Ughts.
“You are n bloodthirsty rufinn!”
sald Hillard shortly.

“I am ns the good God munle me,
Besldes, the boly fatbher will do some-

| thing  for one who fought for the

cunge,"

| "He will ecertalnly not countenance
| Moodshied, Glovannl*

“He ean nbsolve 6"

“I wus In hopes you had forgotten,”
“Forgotton! 'I'ho slgnor will never
Bhe wns so pretty and

:j‘hulhﬂll nml  Innocent! She sang
| liko the ulghtingale, Up with the
dawn, to sleep with the stars, We

There was no
twinkle fn the binck eyes now. There
“Pardon, sl
I o old and
But does the -

don't |

not matter that he was three and thir.
ty. He still retaingd youth enough to
feel chagrined at such a trivial defeat.
Here hnd been something like n gen-
ulne adventure, and It had slipped like
water through his clumsy fingers.

“Dence take the fog! But for that
T'd have canght her.”

But reason promptly asked him
what he should have done had he
caught the singer. Yes, supposing he
had. what excuse would he have had
to offer? Who could she be? What

peculiar whimsieal freak had sent her
singing pnst bls window at 1 o'clock
of the morning? A grand opera slnger
returning home from a late supper?
But lie dismissed this opinlon even as
bhe advanced it. He knew something
about grand opera singers. They at-
tend late suppers, It Is true, but they
rlde home In Ioxurlous carcluges and

If It wasn't a chorus
lady it was a prima donua, which was
not far from being the snmoe thing.

Hillard regalned his room and leaned
with his back to the radintor. He had
an Idea, It was rather green and |
salnd, but as soon as his hands were

'wnrm he determined to put this {dea

I

Into Immediate use. The volee had
stirred him deeply, stirred him with !
the longing to bear It again, to learn
l what extraordinary tmpulse had loosed
the song,

Never the winter came with §ts
weary round of rain and fog and goow
:!lmt his beart and wilod Jid not fy |
| over the thleicss soutlicrn aen to the
land of his birth I not of Lis Liogd—
Sarrento, that ‘ewel of the son bathed

cllrs!

With a quitk gesture of bhoth hands
—Latin, alwiys Latln=he crossed the
reom to a small writing desk, turned
on the lights and sat down.  After |
fevernl attempts be realized that the

never risk their golden volees In this
careless If romantle fashlon. As for
belng & comic opérn star, he refused
to ndmit the possibility, and be rele
gated this well saglsfied constellation
to the darks of llmbo, He had heard
a volee.

A policemnn came lunibering over to
add or subtract his quotn of interest

letter be had In wiod was not the shin-
plest to compese.  There were a dozen
| futlle efforts before he produced any- |
thing lHke satlstaction, Then he filled |
out a small check. A little Inter he
| stole downstalrs, around the corner to
the locnl branch of the postoflice and
returned, It was only n bilnd throw,
such as dicers sometimes make In the

In the affair. Hillard wisely stopped
and walted for him.
“1 heard a womnn singin',” the gunrd.

dark. But chance loves her true games
| ster, and to Llm she makes o falthful
servant.

fan of the law sald roughly. 1 He plecked up n novel, I should be
“So did 1" sorely tempted to call any other taan |
“Huh! See her® n silly ass. Leddy Lightfinger—It

“For n moment,” Hilland admitted.

covered slopes that rim the
Mediterrancan. |
CHAPTER 1,

TIE VOICE IX THE FO0O,

UT of the unromantic pight |

out of the somber blurring
January fog, came a volce
lifted in song, a soprano,
rieh, full and round, young, yet ma-
tured, sweet and wmysterlous as a
night bird's, housting apd elusive s
the murmur of the sen o o shell—a
10t from “La Fille de Mme. Angot.” a
lght opern long alnee forgotten in
New York. Hillard, genulnely aston-
ished, lowered LIs pipe and listened,
The volee rose and gank nnd gonred

again, drawing nearer and pearer. It
was  jJoyous and unrestraloed, and

there was youth in it, the toneh of
spring and the breath of Howers. The
music was Lecocrg's—that s to  say,

French—but the tongue was of o coun- '

try which Hlllord knew to be the gar-
den of the world, Preseantly he ob-
served o shudow emerge from the yel-
low mist, to come within the clrele of
lght, which, faint as It was, llmned In
agninst the nothingness beyvond the
form of a woman., She walked direct-
1y under his window,

As the Invisible comes sulddenly out
of the future to assume distinet pro-
portions whiclh either make or mnr us,
6o did this unknown enntatrice come
out of the Tog that night and entor into
Hillard's Jife, to readjust its amil-
tions, to divert its nimless course, to
give lmpetus to it and a dircctness
which hitherto it had not known.

"AR?

He leanal over the sill at o perilons
ungle, the bright conl of Lis plpe splll-
Ing comet-wise to the treuwuy below,
He waw only subconscious of having
spoken, but this syllible was sutlicient
to spoll the enchantment. The voles
censed abruptly, with an odd Lrenk.
The slnger Iooked ap.  Possibly  her
ustonlshment surpnssed even thot of
her audlence. For a few minutes sghe
bnd forgotten thut she wns in New
York: she had forgotten the paln in
her henrt; ‘thore bad been only an ir-
resistible longing to sing.

Though she ralsed her face, he could
distinguish no fenture, for the lght
wiig behind, However, he was n man
who mapde up his mind qulekly.
nette or Wond, beautitul or otherwlse,
it needed but.n moment to find out.
Even as this, declslon wns made he
was In the upper hall, taking the stairs
two at a hbound. He ran oot into the
night barefeaded Up the strest he
saw a flying shadow. Plainly she had
anticipated his  Impulse. Bhe was
gone, He cupped big ear with his
hand in vain, There was nothing but
fog nnd silence,

“Well, if this doesn't beat the
Duteh!” he murmured,

. He lavuzhed disappointedly. It did

Bru- |

would be a fine joke If my nlm:erl
turned out to be that Irregular per- |
son"

He fell to reading, but soon yawned.
e shied the book Into a corner, drew |
off his boots amd cast them Iuto the
Lall, A moment after lls valet ap
peared, gathered up the boots aud
waltid,

“1 want nothing., Glovanul. 1 have
only been arouud to the postoffice.”

“1 Mieard the door open and cloge
four times, signor.” ‘

“Well, we can't have none o' this In
the streets.  It's disorderly.”

“My friend,"” sald Hlilinrd, rather an.
noyed at the policeman’s tone, “yon
don't think for an Instant that 1 was
directing this operetia®"

“Think? Where's your bat?"

Hillard ran his hand over his head.
The policeman had him here, *1 did
not bring It out.”

“Too warin amd summery, huh? It
don't look good, I'ge boeen watchin
these parts fer a leddy. They eall her

“It was 1. If this fog does not
Leddy Lightfinger, un' she has some change 1 shall  we my  riding
o' the gents done to a pulp when It [y oo 1o morrew porting”
comes to liftin' jools an' trinkets. | .y dlways falns hese” Glosnanl re
Somebody feogits ta lock the front. oo00 .
door, an’ ahie finds it out. Why did | uxge always,  Thers awr proasun
you come out withont yer Hd?" dags ki the spring aud summer, 1t Is
"Just forgot It, that’s Al beenuse this s not Italy, ‘The Hol
“Which way'd she got lander wonders bow any reasonable

“You'll need a map aml 8 search:
Hght. 1 started to run after her ny-
gelf, 1 heard a volee from my win-
dow: I siw n womin; I made for the
street: niente!™

*Huoh'¥

“Niente, nothingl™

belng can dwell o a country where |
| they do not dreink gin, It's home, Glo-
vianol Raln pelts you from o differ-
ent angle hbere. There I8 nothing
more. You mnay go. It s 2 o'clock, aud
you are dend for sleep.”

- But Glovanul only bhowed. He did

Onh, 1 see—dago. Beems tn me now not stir. |
that this woman was singly® f-taly-an “It {3 soven years now. signor.” |
too" They were nearlng the llght, and “8Y It [3—soven this |-u-||'.lllll April” t

the pollcenian gaxed Intently at the “I ai now tn Amerlcan cltizen and

hitless young man.  “Why, I8 Mro o0 weturn to my good Itnlin without |
Hillard! I'm sorprised.  Well, well! |;,u:;,r1-r." A

Bome day U'H oron In o buneh o these | gy depends. 1 you do not run
chorus Jeddles, jes' fer o lesson,  They neroRy  fAny ‘ officinl who recognizes
it Jively nt the restaurants over on you." i i
Brondway, an® thin they ralse the | " grocinnt spiread Lig hands. “Official

dend with their singin’, which often as
not Is sanything but singin’. An' here it
Is after 1.

“PBut this was not n chorus lndy,”
replled Tillard, thoughtfully renching

“The lndy

miemory seldom ngts so long N8 seven !
yenrs. ‘The slgznor hos crossed four |
times In this peried.”

“I would gindly have tnken you l.'al.‘h|
time. a8 you kpow,”

"Ob, yes! But in two or three yeors |
the police do pot forget, In seven it is

Into K¢ vest fur a elgut.
bad n gluging volep”

“Hul! They all think allke sbout diferent”
that, But mebbe she wosn't bad ot YALDM HMnred was beglining to un-
the business, Annyhow"— derstand the trend of this conversa-
Y1t was rather out of time and ploce, ' ton, “So, then, yod wish to rétorm?”

“Yeu, slgnor, 1
money," modestly.
YA Httle " Fillara
Beven years you
Ameriean dollars

eh?" helpfully. hve enved o little
b "“Phat's about the slge of it - This
| Leddy Lightfinger is a cose. Shoe has
us all thinkin' on oar nights off, Clev-
er an' edileated an' jobbers in half a
dozen tongues, It's o thousan' to the
mun who Jogs her.  DBut she don't
| wing: ot least they aln't aony report to
i that effect. Perhaps your leddy wos
! Jes' Inrkin' a bit. But I's got to be
| gtopped,”
Hillnrd passed over the elgar, and |
the pollceman hit off the end, nodding
| with  approval at  such foresight.
“Didn't got s peep at her facet'
“Nat nosingle fenture. The light wos
| Lehind ler™
SAN bew wne she dressed 7
I Tog, for all | could seot”
00 the level now, dido't you koow

Inughed, “For
have recelved Nty
every month, nnd

copper centesiml,
you bave 200000 lre tucked away in
your stocking—na fortune!"

"I oy the blacking for the signor's
boots," gravely,

Hillard gaw the twinkle in the black
evead. "L huve never," he sald truth-
fully, “agked you to black my boots,”

"Penance, slgnor, pennnee for my
slug, and I am not without gratitude,
Thore wns o time when I had rather
cut off a hand than black a boot. But
all that Is ehnnged, We of the Babine
hills are proud, ns the slgnor knows,

Was ¢

| his eompatriots

out of It sou do not spend a8 many |
1 am certain that |

HSeten yoirrs!

were nlone, she and 1. The sheep sup- |
ported me, and she sold her roses nnd |

dried Invender. It was all so beaun-
tiful—till e cnme.
her! Buot a plaything, a pastime!
klgnor never lind a daughter. What

ix sbhe now? A nameless thing in the

streets!” Glovannl ralsed his arma
tengleally. The boots clattered to the |
floor, “Beven years! It 18 a long time

for one of my blood to walt"

“Euough!" erled Hillard, but there |

wns o hordncess In his throat at the
nsight of the old man's tenrs. Whoere
was the prouwd nnd stately man, the
blnck bearded slwpberd In faded bine
Unen, In pleturesque garters, with bis
revdlike pipe, that he, Hilard, had
kuown In his boyhood days? "1 enn
glve yon only my sympathy for your
loss,” eald Hillard, “but 1 ablor the
gpirit of revenge which eannot find
satlafaction in auything save morder"

Glovannl bowed gravely nnd made
off with his boots, Hillard remained
stiring thonghtfully at the mony col

wored sguares In the rug under hls feat.

It would bLe lonesome with Glovanni
gone. The old man had evidently
mode up his mind. But the womsn
with the voles, would she see the no-
tice In the paper? And If she

datlon for o romance! Bab!
pired for bed,

To thoes who reckon earthly treas
ares na the only thing worth having
John Hillard wns n fortunnte young
man, Thur he swas without kith or Kin
wns consldered Ly many ns nn addl-
tional plece of good fortune, Horn In
Borrento, In one of the charming viliay
which sweep down to thie very brow
of the cliffs, edueated In Itome up to
his fifteenth year, tnken at that age
from the drenmy. drifting Innd and
thrust into the noisy, bustiing  life
whileh wns lls Inheritance; futherless
and motherless ot twenty, n collegoe
youth who wns forever mixing his
Talinn with his English nnd belng
Jaughed nt, hotlng twmwalt and loving
qulet, warm benrted and  Impulsive,
yat meeting only linbitunl reserve from
whichever way he
turned,’ It 18 pot 1o be wondorsd at
thut he preferred the nnd of his birth
tor thnt of hle Lloed,

The old honge tnowhich be Hyed wos
not In the foshlonnbie quarter of the
town, bnt thut did not matter, Nor
did It vary externally from nny of Hx
unpretentions nelghbors. A cook, n
butler pud o valet were his retinne.

Glovanni sought his own room at the
ond of the hnll, squatted on o low
ntonl and solemnly began the bhusiness
of blucking his muaster's boots, e
wns 1] ns lenn and tall as o Lom-
bardy poplar, this hondsome old Ro
man, Hin hinle wos white; there wos
now no blnck beard on his face, which
wias 08 brown nod ereased ns Bpanish
tevant, and some of the follness wns
gane from Lls chest nnd arms, bat for
Wl that he enrvied his Oy odd years

who she ¥ The policemnn gave We are Romans out there, We despise

cane might b, and then!

It ina long thne to wait” |

Ab, bnd be loved |
The |

Ot af the somber fog eame a volee Hfted
in song.

Hgbtly, ITe worked swiftly tonight,

but his mind was far awny from his

tnwk.

There was n pitiful story, commons
place enough—n daughter, a loose llv-
Ing oMeer, a knife flupg from n dark
nlley, the sudden Mlght to the south.
Hillarnd bnd  found hilm wandering
throngh the streets of Naples, hiding
froin the earabinler! ag Lhost he could.
Hillard contrived to smuggle him on
the private yacht of n frlend. Tlo
found n peasant who was roconsider-
Ing the ndvisability of digglng sewers
and Inylog mileond tles o the Bldo-
rdo of the west. A few plecos of sl
ver und the pasaport chinoged hands,
With this Glovannl blandly lled his

way Into the United States. After due
thme he appllod for cltizonship, and
through Hillnrd's intuence It was ne-
corded hlin, He solemnly voted when
elections enme round nnd boarded hils
wanges, ke the theiftyy man he was.
Some dny lie would eoturn w Rowme or
Naples or Venlve or Florence, as the

Whien the boots shone flnwlesuly he
cntrled  them to Hibard's door s
soffly tptoed back, He put lls foee
agiinat the cold window, He, too, had
bened the voles,  How bis beaet burt
hhm with Its wlld hope! Bat ouly for
o omoment. It was oot the vYolee e
hungersd for, The words were [thlinn,
bt be knew that the womnn who
sang tham was not

(To be continued.)

did |
would she reply to It? Whnt a foun- |
He pres |

Acreage
Property
At A Bargain

We have throe neres, just out-
side the eity limits, platted all
around it, with o new five-room
house, which we consider a bar-
gnin at

$2200

Tha property
streets nnd would subdivide nicely.
There 8 nn and
pump whieh gaes with the ploce,
and the well would supply water
for irrigating,

The owner hag made the price
low in order to sell quickly, nnd
the property will be on the mor-
ket but n short time at this priee.

W. T. York & Co.

faces on  two

uleetic molor

For the Best

in harness, saddles, whips,
.obes, tents, blankets, wag-
on sheets, axle grease and
gall cure, as well as all kinds

of custom work, see '

J. C. Smith |

314 E. Main.
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