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He occupied himself all the more eagerly with

his plate. The lobster pasties met with his ap-

proval; ho helped himself twice to roast lamb;
at sight of the trout the first gleam of joy came
over his gloomy countenance, and the poulardes
won him completely back to life. Between whiles
he poured down the old Chambertin in streams.

At length a milder look fell on Mrs. Brand also.
"Did my song please you?" he asked, with the
air of a man who contemplates solving the riddle
of the universe.

"Oh, how can I thank you?" she stammered.
"Do not thank me," he interrupted her, laying

his hand confidentially on her arm I had known
her already a year and a half, and had never
dared to permit myself such a liberty. "It was
you who inspired me, and if some faint echo of
my innermost feelings trembled in my song, I
have only you to thank for it." He said it
quietly and fluently as one says something one

' has learned by heart.
After that I left Mrs. Brand to her fate. She

had succeeded in fascinating the singer, for, when
supper was over, he drew her into a dark corner
where he chatted with her for fully half an hour.

Soon after, and long before the end of the
ball, he took his leave.

"Probably he has domestic affairs to look after
in a few ladies boudoirs," a cynical guest in
sinuated to me, as he watched him disappear
into the anteroom.

The next morning Mrs. Brand sent for me,

I and, beaming with happiness, told me what had
occurred in the blessed corner.

She had discovered an extraordinary harmony
of soul between herself and the singer. Regard-
ing the conception of Love as Fate he had been
entirely of her opinion, and his version of the
theory of renunciation was stricter even than her
own.

I had my own thoughts, but took good care to
keep them to myself. I wish now I had not been

The
tactful.

end of her tale was that, in his
enthusiasm, he had put her fan, with whichIso had been toying, into his pocket and refused
surrender it again.
"What shall I do about it?" she asked in seem-

ing helplessness, while her joy at the theft shone
traitorously out of her eyes.

"It would be best," I suggested half jokingly,
"for you to write to him and ask him to give
you back the corpus delicti personally!"

She blushed all down her neck. The thought
was evidently not new to her.

Immediately afterward I took my leave.
When I asked her about the fan, a week or

so later, she seemed greatly confused and avoid-

ed a direct answer. Two months went by before
I ascertained the solution to the enigmatical in-

cident that had cost the poor woman so many
hours of peaceful sleep.

The thought that she must recover the fan at
any cost had from that moment become fixed
in her mind. She even led her wounded dig-

nity into the field in order to command herself
into an effort for arranging a meeting. At last

I she took the heroic resolve and wrote to his hotel
H as follows:

1 Dear Sir:
j I beg you to give me back my property. For

this purpose I shall expect you on Saturday at
1 twelve o'clock in room fourteen of the National
1 Gallery.

' Lily Brand.

I ' You can see how naive she still was. To order
1 a man like him to a museum, where schoolgirls
I and students have their rendezvous!
I . Half dazed with fright she sat, the time ap- -

1 pointed, on the lounge in the middle of the hall
I and stared anxiously toward the door.
I He allowed her to wait fully a quarter of an

hour; but that was as it should be. At last he
appeared, enveloped in a costly fur coat and
with a blue silk scarf before his mouth. He
looked cross and seemed to be in a hurry.

His giance swept over the room and remained
fixed upon her dubiously. Ho was evidently
short-sighte- for ho stared at two other women
atterward, and, had she not come to his aid with
a faint smile, he might perhaps have passed her
by.

At the call of her smile, however, he at Once

advanced, smiling kindly, and took her hand.
"My dearest love!" he said.
Terror and shame drove the color from her

face. How had he the right to address her thus?
He looked at her again with the same strange,

retrospective, doubtful expression, such as one
wears when one is trying to remember some-
thing.

"It was a little dark," he said at last softly,
almost tenderly, as if to apologize for the look.

She glanced at him with astonishment.
"Yes, it was a little dark in the corner," she

replied bashfully.
He smiled. She did not understand the smile,

but there was something in It that made her
blush.

"Oh, I was gloriously happy!" he added and
squeezed her hand meaningly.

She had risen, but he seated himself directly
in front of her on the leather sofa and stretched
out his legs.

The movement reminded her of her deceased
husband. Something of the nonchalance of the
husband lay in it. She felt very uncomfortable
and blushed anew.

Again she noticed his puzzled glance upon her.
This time ho even shook his head.

"It's deuced hot here," he remarked, opening
his fur coat and pulling off his gloves. One of
the diamond rings slipped from his fingers and fell
to the floor.

He bent down phlegmatically.
"I must not lose that," he said; "it is a keep-

sake from Princess " He paused, smiling con-

ceitedly.
She started. Impossible! She could not have

heard aright.
He twisted the ring slowly down over his

finger-joint- s and eyed its companions lovingly.
"Look at this one here," he began. She inter-

rupted him hastily,
"Do you know our gallery already?" she asked.
"No," he replied and raised his hand to his

mouth to stifle a yawn.
"I am intensely, sorry, my dear lady," he con-

tinued carelessly, but what he was intensely
sorry about she was never to know, for suddenly
he stopped and clasped his hand to his throat,
whence issued two gruesome, gurgling sounds.

"Oh, I've caught cold again!" he cried in
alarm, "and tonight I must sing! This change of
temperature I must hurry off or I shall get as
hoarse as a crow."

He rose and plunged his right hand into the
wide pocket of his overcoat, from which he drew
a square, white parcel tied with a pink silk ribbon.
He hesitated a moment again the doubting look

then, as if taking a desperate resolution, he
whispered, with a meaning smile:

"And here is what you wanted."
She took the package mechanically. She

scarcely dared to move, so ill at ease did she
feel.

He seized her hand to say good-by-

"How dearly I should like to kiss you on the
forehead, my darling," he whispered.

"For heaven's sake!" she cried out.
"But there are people here," he continued,

with a quiet smile. "Au revoir tonight at the
opera!"

With that he hurried out.
She stared after him as if turned to stone.

(Continued on Page 9.)
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Vacation Time and the Summer I
Burglar I

ARE NOW WITH US H
There are six burglaries for every flro H

that occurs. Good idea for you to stop and H
think a moment about the Famous Aetna H
Combination Hesidence Policy, protecting j H
you H

1 FROM BURGLARY AND THEFTS; H
2 GLASS BREAKAGE; ' M
3 PUBLIC LIABILITY;

' M
4 WATER DAMAGE; M
5 LOSS OF HOME. M

WHAT'S YOUR PHONE NUMBER? H

Wesley King Agency Co. H
Wasatch 1245

6th Floor, Walker Bank Building ' H
i m

Capital Is I
Power I
"Whoever has a sixpence is sovereign over H
all men to the extent of that sixpence; .H
commands cooks to feed him, philosophers ,H
to teach him, kings to guard over him to

the extent of that sixpence." Carlyle. iH
A bank balance is stored-u- p power, strength, H
resource; it gives confidence, security, pro- - H
tection as nothing else does. !H
Power begins when Saving begins. iH

MHEnmoGK ca Bankem IESTABLISHED 1873 CAPITAL AND SURPLUS 900.000 00 M

National Bank of tin Republic IU. S. Depository jH
FRANK KNOX, President

J. C. LYNCH, Vico-Pre- s. H
W. F. EARLS, Cashier. jH

E. A. CULBERTSON, Asst. Cashier M
GEORGE KNOX, Asst. Cashier. B
Capital Paid In, $300,000 H

Banking in all its branches transacted. Ex-- iH
change drawn on the principal cities In H
Europe. Interest paid on Time' Deposits. Bj

Cut the amount of your coal bill, H
minimize the wear of your stove grate iH
and reduce work of removing ashes jH
by using no other coal than H


