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Racing Racing

The Utah Jockey
,. Club

First annual summer 'meeting of the Utah
Jockey Club, Saturday, May 22nd to July 7th,

inclusive.

Six Races daily Rain or Shine
Admission $1.00

Racing Course: The Utah State Fair Grounds,
Salt Lake.

Utah State Band in Attendance

Decoration Day, Handicap of $1,000.00, May 29th
Independence Day, Handicap of $1,000.00, July 3rd

Juvenile Stakes of $700.00, June 18th

Over $73,000,00 in purses and stakes in the season

P. P. POMEROY, RICHARD DWYER,
Presiding Judge. Starter.

JOHN CONDRON, W. W. FINN.
President. General Manager. I

Take Good Care of What
You Spend Your Life
to Earn

The man who labors six days In the
' week for a living should make an effort

to save a portion of his earnings for that
time in the future when the rigors of age

.. will reduce his earning capacity.
The man with a bank account is in a

position to do this, for this plan of setting ,

aside a regular amount each week or'
month from a salary is the ideal method
of saving money.

Your deposit will be welcomed at this
bank, and we will help you save.

.Utah Savings & Trust Co.
235 Main Street

In the Business Heart.

All Thai the Name Implies

Every detail of the Peerless reveals the
designer's ever-prese-nt thought

Beauty -- Pleasure-Comfort

j No wonder the Peerless enjoys the most exacting
and distinguished patronage.

AUGUS1 STOCKER
Dealer in High Grade Motor Cars

71 South Stat Sirttl
HAYNES AUTOCAR

!
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WILSON CAFE I
Table d Hote H
DINNER I

For gl.oo is the Best in the City. M

So is the fl

Table a" Hote Lunch H
for 35 cents. H

Breakfast, lunch or dine at M

The Wilson Cafe I
Music at Lunch and Dinner M

, ;
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If You Want a Modern I
Home I

If You Want a Fine Lot I
If You Want to Buy or M

Sell Any Kind of Real I
Estate I

If You Want the Best I
Terms Obtainable H

See jfl

txlchlCY, w. ht South I

(Continued from pago 31)

She drew her hand from the dead man's heart,
her eyes still fixed upon the figure lying across
her lover's feet. The face was turned from her
but the outstretched arm lying lifeless, pointing
ominously toward her, held in its hand a small
silver-mounte- d revolver.

The girl's eyes were strained with nervous
tension.

"My revolver," she whispered; "here!"
The dormant emotions which her carefully

repressed life had trained within her, burst forth
with a sudden despair. With a ferocity of a
primitive princess she turned the face of the
recumbent woman toward the light.

A cry of deathly horror broke from her lips.
"Marie! Oh, my God!"
How loiig she sat there gazing at the dead

she did not know. Her dazed senses had driven
all fear from her heart. A sound, a wild wierd,
ghoulish cry startled her very soul. She listened.
Again it came. It was only the cry of the .coy-

ote nearer, much nearer than before.
"With a dazed calmness she started to rise.
A sparkling brightness shone near the edge of

the light circle thrown by the oil lamp. She bent
toward It.

"My ring, my ring!" she sobbed. Her fingers
stretched toward it, but something cold, something
that sent a shiver through her being touched her
ilesh.

It was the hand of the dead woman and the
ring was clasped in her rigid fingers.

Shuddering, not understanding, Miriam rose.
She steadied herself against the table where
shone the lamp, the lamp that had gleamed so al-

luringly through the fir trees calling her, as her
fancy said, to her life's happiness.

Her hand brushed something to the floor. She
started. It was the blue envelope. She picked
it up mechanically. It bore her owa name writ-
ten in the fine stilted hand she recognized as
Marie's.

She tore open the envelope with nervous fing-

ers.
"Mademoiselle," it ran, "What do you know of

love love that gives all and receives nothing?
You with your convention-mad- e heart throbs.

Never will he place the engagement ring up-

on your finger. It belongs to me even though
I have played the maid four imontlhs merely to
see the father of my unborn, child the husband
of another woman? Take the engagement ring
if you can, but it belongs upon my finger, not
yours.

"She whom you called
"MARIE."

Miriam stared, unseeing, before her. Her brain
was struggling to comprehend the tragedy which
had been forced into her life. Strange that a

J thought of Aunt Caroline and the irony of fate,
which had brought this into her convention-lovin-g

life, should find, its way into her horror-daze-d

brain. '"I' "My heart, my convention-mad- e heart," she
murmured. "And this has come to me, conven-tidnalize- d

niece of Mrs.- - James Bradford. Oh,
God, what emotions are their left for me to un-

derstand now?" ,"
She roused herself as the still' nearer cry of

the coyote sounded on the mountain side.
With unshed tears In her horror-stricke- n

eyes, she cast a last look upon her dead love.
The diamond ring in, the dead woman's hand

blinked cruelly with its cold sparkle.
Miriam shuddered. Then she opened the door

and fled out Into the moonlight from the other
cabin.

"Are you safe" said his companion. "Sure,"
he replied, "I'm broke."


