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Do you like fun You'll find It I

SALTAIR
Utah's greatest amusement re-

sort. Dancing, boating, bathing,
bowling, and all other fun
fests now in full sway. Free
band concc s every afternoon
'by It. Owen Sweden's Concert
band.
Summer time table now in ef-

fect. First train at 9:30 a. m.
Second at 2 p. m., and at 45
minute intervals thereafter.
Train leaves Saltalr every 4C

minutes after 3:15 p. in.

band neglected her to pile up wealth;
her soul starved for companionship,
and not all the fine raiment and Jew-

els could compensate for the lack of
spiritual communion. Bertram began
to pity Mrs. Alexander Ferguson, and
the next time they met he pressed
her hand so meaningly and he gazed
so sympathetically into her gray
eyes that a faint tremor passed
through her slender frame.

She knew then that she was on

the trail of a soul friendship which
would serve to brighten her dreary
existence. This was her qualification
of her daily life; her family would
have characterized it differently.

Bertram came to the house. 's

own particular rooms were
dimly lighted. They had an austere
look to the casual observer, for the
ceilings were high, the walls were
sombre in tone and unrelieved by
decorations, the floor was uncarpeted,
but there were rich rugs before each
chair and the chairs themselves,
taken from the choir stalls of an old
monastery, had down cushions on the
seats and at the backs.

At homo Elinore wore quaint robes,
patterned somewhat on those worn by
highborn dames in the Middle Ages,
and the first time that Bertram called
she received him L'i a stiff gold bro-

cade with tight sleeves that readied
to her knuckles. Her long hands
were gemmed with ring3, but other-
wise she wore no jewelry, the gown

itself giving an impression of splendor
that made even precious stones su-

perfluous.

They had tea in tiny cups and fol-

lowed it with a golden liquor. There
was a plate of marrons glaces on the
table, and after eating most of the
lettuce sandwiches and petit fours
Bertram attacked the dish of sweet-
meats.

But Elinore was not disgusted with
this evidence of gluttony, for he talk-
ed as he ate, and she told herself that
his consumption of food was uncon-
scious. He recited a stanza and he
ate a marron; he recited another and
he ate another marron. The poem
had fourteen stanzas. It meant noth-
ing to her. There were a good many
references to amber nights and lav-

ender rivers, to maidens with dank
hair and youths with tortured, fever-
ish dreams, whose dry, hot hands
clutched at the flowers of death, but
his voice held her in a thrall. It had
a wide range and there was a tear
in its deepest notes like the sob in a
great tenor's. Elinore was shallow
and so her emotions easily swam to
the surface. He reached them all on
his first visit to her house. For a
time he allowed decent intervals to
elapse between his visits, but finally
drawn by an irresistible attraction, he
came every day. Every afternoon at
four the butler drew the shades in
the cloister room, as Bertram named
it the first day, and lighted the Greek
lamps that provided a dim, mystic
light. At four-twent- y Bertram arriv-
ed and at four-thirt- y Elinore learned
that he liked his tea early the butler
wheeled in the tea wagon and a foot

man followed with an extra plate of
cakes.

(Elinore never spoke of Bertram to
her husband. Sandy wouldn't under-
stand, and as he never voluntarily en-

tered her particular sanctum he eith-

er did not know or he ignored the
fact that the same man called every
afternoon and remained for about two
hours. It was not possible for Bert-
ram to shun the women's gatherings
he had formerly delighted in attend-
ing without giving rise to curious
speculation, and finally he wa3 hunt-
ed down.

Gossip ensued. It always does when
one woman monopolizes a man that
belongs by right to her whole sex.
Gossip snickered and said biting
things about the poor misunderstood
Lady of Shalott, as one club member
venomously nicknamed Elinore.

The gossip never reached her ears
nor Sandy's, but in some way it
trickled to Paul. He scoffed at it.

'Elinore is all kinds of a fool," he
volunteered, "but she isn't mad
enough to risk her comfortable en-

tourage for a mangy poet!"
'He isn't mangy; he manages to

dress extraordinarily well and he has
a superb profile," returned his infor-
mant.

The superb profile settled it. Paul
knew the high value that Elinore
placed upon the long oval of her own
delicate face and the line of her
arched brows. He had doubted lhat
she would fall for a poet, but if the
man had a profile that was another
matter.

He learned that Bertram was in the
habit of visiting his sister daily and
the next afternoon at five, while the
ceremonial of tea was being conduct-
ed on its usual impressive lines, Paul
rang the Ferguson door bell.

Paul had her red hair and the dis-

position that goes with it. He never
believed anyone was innocent until
that person was cleared of suspicion.
The door was open Elinore's ser-

vants were too well-traine- d to per-

mit them to eavesdrop and he stood
a moment unnoticed. Bertram, as
usual, was reciting his own verse and
pointing his stanzas with sweets.

The words conveyed no meaning to
Paul, and he could not see the pro-

file, but he could see the plump white
hand reach out for one glace after
another and he remained quite still
until some glimmer of the truth came
to him.

The poet was making a substantial
meal from Elinore's tea table. All he
had ever heard of poets bore out his
suspicion, and after a time ho smiled
to himself at the simplicity of the
problem he had to solve. He listened
to ten stanzas and then he came into
the room.

Elinore said without looking up: "I
am not at home, Dorkins!"

Paul laughed. "Seeing is believing,
Nelly." He knew the most effective
way of upsetting his sister was to
quote a platitude and call her by her
childish nickname. As he expected,
she raised her head haughtily and
stared at the intruder.

"What have you come for?" she
asked with as much irritation as she
over permitted herself to display.

"Some of your excellent tea and a
marron if you have one to spare."
He bowed mockingly at the poet. Now
that he saw the profile ho realized
that it offset the man's greediness and
he acted accordingly.

Elinore presented the two men to
each other. Bertram felt the disap-

proval in Paul's eyes and it made him
uncomfortable. He also wondered if
Paul meant anything .by his remark
about the marrons.

Paul dominated the situation. He
talked polo, the opera, the war, and he
apologized for his interruption: "I
waited patiently, but I began to fear
it was a three volume novel you were
quoting from and unless I soon made
myself .visible tea would bo over. I
won't ask you to go oj, for frankly
I don't care for poetry unless it has a
good stirring swing to it. The 'Charge
of the Four Hundred 'is my idea of a
bully poem; it means something, but.,
when it doesn't even rhyme, I don't
get it at all."

He had a charming smile and now
he brought it into play, but it failed
to touch either of his hearers. Elinore
was shallow, but not stupid, and she 4


