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ItWas Just Time for
the Happy
of the Love Scene
Plot On the Stage

Ytt tpi ntfl iiW tfc fAa h torti,
' Bf 9cb let this bt beard" . . . .

Oscar T7f.
GRUBB, th tfmt t crpnter

and blf actor, who worshipped aJ
When the
Infatuated
Behemoth
Turned It
Into a
.Tragedy

iUr, tried to m ia B

.Jrlth a fortr-flr- a callbra bhi tteel wolTer.
II stood in tha wlm ot Uxa Lyrlo Tteatr.
Hamilton, OnUrto, hl deiperaU arts on
tfca klrl &c( of Spring and appl

tloasomt. and pumped bullet tter bullet

Into ber cbeet Then, irben tb tnlnf be

lortd w only a heap of eCk and ribbons
all dappled wlta red, Jck Qrubb kl led

hlmielt 111 820 poundo .ot bulk embed
to the" boards.

Beyond the footllcnts two thousand peo-

ple sat stunned. They taw the flame
part from Jack Grubb'i run, and they

heard th six sharp reports. But they

could not belle? the quiet huddle where

smeke curled, was the apple-blosso- m flrL
'llerWolce still throbbed la the awful

alienee, trembling abort the sadden harsh
fantl ot halted tlollns. It was Impos-

sible
j Then reallxatlon stuns them, scream'ax

her. She began to sob laughed instead
And Jack Grubb, letting her go, toad his

to their leet Tu-

mult swept the
theatre. In the
midst of f It the
curtain fell not
only on the last
number of a mere
vaudeville bill,
but on the climax
ot - on ot the
atrancest traged-
ies the stage has

Ter known, the
- back-scene- s

tna of Jaok 1

uwutwu. fci nun, li. tig vvuui ooi I'll 0

her, sh should never belong to any man,
fio h raged to himself that last wrk,

Th show was to close in Hamilton, th
company to break up, (he members to flit
south and west

Saturday would be the last night ot his
life when Jack Qrubb would stand in th
wings and, watch his apple-blosso- girl
sing to his rival, the .world. The last
tlm h might ir lee her, thrill to her
smile,, feel his pulses drum at the beauty
of her. After that Broadway, fame, per-
haps a hundred sweethearts for Cerlle,
Bartley; and for him, the stage carpater,
nothing but heart-gnawing- " memory.

His hand shook at the switchboard
Light flooded the stage. He could hear
the orchestra 'snap Into the apple-ire- e

song, and abov th melody the (taint
' patter ot hand-clappin- That would be

for Ceclle sh "got" them with her eyes
and her smile and th winsome way of her
from th instant ah tripped before th
footlights.

Jack Grubb's back straightened. His
bloodshot eyes lifted from the switchtrErd
and stared straight ahead past the painted

- corner of a aid drop. Through the nar-
row opening he could se th line of nrls,
led by Cecil, dancing out of the door in
th apple tree and across the stage. A
hundred times h had watched them, cntil
he knew every kick of th to and each
quirk of th Shoulder. In half a minute
Ui head of the line would be even with,

him and not three feet away.
Jack Grubb's right hand crawled to th

hip and cam away with a swift flash ot
cold blue that became, a second later, ft
streak of scarlet t

tr he crVv h I if .
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' ' : ' (h: GixU of the "Under the Apple Tree'Companw
Miaa Bartley Stands at End of line on Right, It- - v . it f I

with th girl's Indlf. .

terence, only fed th
biasing fires of Jeal

Such was th culmination of the passion

it :.x
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Jaclc Crubb7Valght Founds, VH Fell Madly in Love with
t the Dainty Ingenue. '

ousy. ;

Jack Grubb was not
Jealous of a man,
but of a minion men. Car-
penter though he was, h

might have pitted himself
- against another suitor soma
sleek haired, well groomed
college youth had there
beta on at Cecil Bartleys
feet But his rival was no
falr-faire-d boy it was Broad-
way, th world, every hated
audience whose applause beat
up to her an lured her anf-bltlo- ns

onward. And this
thing that h could not fight
baffled Jaok Or abb and
tuned his lov madness Into
murder madness.

Th trrlbl resolution
cam to him on the night
they reached Hamilton, when
th news was rumored
through the company that
Cecil Bartley th beauty ot

, th chorus, th best bet of the
piece had received a tele-
gram. It was from New
York, from th biggest pro-
ducer ot them an. The

Hello, Jack!' and "WhenTl our trunks
be up. old dearr anjthlng toward off
his clumsy compliments and dinner Imitat-
ions.

With her room-mat- e, pretty little Helen
Campbell, the Irish-eye- d soubrett of the
skit, sh used to giggle for hours u&out
her "romance.'

During a' week's sund la Kansas City
the two girls took an apartment Jack
Grubb had one across the hall He cooked
meals for them, delivered the dishes at
the door, and got only a "thank you" and
a slam tor his reward. .Uaperturbtd, he
did their washing sue a was the abysmal
adoration of the man.

"I'm sorry tor him honest! But wha
can I do?"

The girls agreed with her aha could --o
nothing. For be was only Jack Grubb. a
good fellow when h dlln't get nasty aoout
the trunks; out, after all, only a tage
carpenter. Helen had a future, Th most

- envious admitted that. Sh would he a
fool to throw herself away as Mrs. Jack
Grubb. -

There came a time, boweTer, when Jack
Grubb's courtship was not to be treated
hilariously. He became, not a butt tor
laughter, but a menace.

As week after week passed, as th
Tnderhe Apple Tree company jumped
from town to town through the Ulddl
Wist, up the coast and Into 'Canada, play---..

tng scores of vaudeville theatres, th lov
that was now Jack Grubb's life woke the

; aavag i him.
Nightly, from his nook In the wings, he

that was horn when
Jack Grubb first set
eyes on dainty Cecil
Bartley a passion that
had passed through
three stages, first idol-
atrous love, then Insane
jealousy, finally a bQnd
trensy driving him Ym

to the. tragedy that
ended "his life and its
only gleam ot romance.

ey burled Grubb la
Baltimore. He had shot
himself three times in
th heart and he died in
the belief that he had
killed - th thing he

.
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Orubb's mad Infatuation tor beautiful
Cecil Barney, the Chlcaco lagenue he
shot to kill because Broadway called her
to stardom.

, Por fsrty-fl- T years Jack Orubb did not
know what lor was. A great bear of, a
man, he never raised his eyes from the
switchboard, the property box, the pipe,

" the newspaper, the dull ruts ot Ufa For
all hU six and ha'ry arms, the carpenter
was Ilk some forgotten hulk. His ram
fitted him Jack Grubb

Then, a "season ago, in Indiana, Cecil
Eartley Joined the "Under the Apple Tree
company atx ahowglrls, prima donna,
JaTenll. soubrett and. comedian, bo.kad.
out of New Tprk over the three-a-da-

eulr, with a pepperpot of aotgs and dances,
half a carload ot orchard scenery, costumes
getting dingy under the armpits, and Jack
Grubb for etrpenter. sta-haa- d, property
man and graeral scullion ot th sketch.

Th manager counted hl$lf lucky to
fill a sick girl's plac with Cecil, Sh

. was beauty eyes like bluebells, rope
t thick black hair, peachblow complexion

and a figure lithe and rounded as a
aaUuTi. Peebles;, slheiiad been with Frank
Tlane? in "Tickle Me." and could atng and
danc with any ot them. -

When h walked through tha stage
door the first night In the little Indiana
town, eh walked Into Jack Grubb's aearL
Thw carpenter stopped smoking to tar
at her. Aa the fire died in his pipe, a
stronger flame took hold ot frfrn. It was
as though he had never seen a warn an
before.

The other girls kidded Ceclle. .
"Tou'T made a mash, , dearie," .they

told her. 'Jack Grubb om John!"
Cecil dldnt know whether to laugh

or to b annoyed. No woman can witness
any man's tfeTotion and remain onmo7d,
but a stage carpenter 1 She, who had

. bar heart set on Broadway, vho dreamed
of th star dressing room at Zlegteld's
roof, was not to' be lightly won. Certainly
not by a alx-fo- ot behemoth who ta&ed
tn monosyllablea, chewed7 : tobacco and

. wiped his hands on his creralla.
Eh mid a Joke of It at first. It jrag

loved, that he had
triumphed at last over
his rival
. But in the hospital
at, Hamilton, where
Ceclle Bartley lay for
weeks at the brink of
death, they are hoping
otherwise. There is
more than e .fighting
chance, say the doe-tor-s,

that the apple- -j

blossom' girl win get
welL that she may yet
know the day when her
name ,wiH blase on
Broadway and the world
will beat a path to her
doorway.

apple-blosso- m girl was to '

have her great chancel '
Grubb stopped her as she left her

dressing room. One hairy hand
intnacled her wrist

Let me ), Jackl- -
He devoured witi his eyes the

girl who was powerless td struggle,
yet could melt him with a glance,

Marry 'me, Cedle! For God's

watched Cecil Bartley sing of Spring and
apple -- blossoms. He saw the smiles he
burned for flung to thousands; with a
twist of the fingers he t flooded with
ilance for th world to gloat upoa
th beauty he wanted for himself alone.
Th more he loved her. the deeper bit bis
agony. And th fun poked at ny coupled
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