
Marian Kempner was at first
amused and then interested in the
devotion of the young fisherman.
To her, a woman of the world,
who had won the homage of no-

blemen in all the countries of
Europe, who had been the sensa-
tion of seasons in Paris and Lon-

don, it seemed astonishing that
he should presume to love her.
She played with him, aping the
ingenue with skill that concealed
something of real emotion. In
that week at Rundle's Bay she re-

gained a little of the first fresh-
ness of her mind; it was a new
world that she encountered when
she returned, and that winter she
was the sensation of the operatic
world.

And on the last evening Hiram
Smith offered her his "heart and
hand." Those were his words,
stie told the laughing crowd at
the hotel. He wanted her to
share his cottage and his lobster
pots! And when she had shrivel-
ed his self-estee- m with a few
kindly, yet cutting words, he said
simply :

"I will win you yet."
That was the climax of her

story, and the opera stars. yelled
as they heard it told in Marian's
inimitable way, and clutched at
one another to keep themselves
from falling. Early next morn-
ing the party went away. Run-

dle's Bay never saw them again.
Hiram Smith never follow-

ed
t

the sea again. He disappear-
ed for two years. When he re-

turned he deposited a thousand
dollars in the bank and bought a
piece of ground on which, stone

by stone, he erected "Hiram's
Folly." It grew as his 'bank de-

posit increased, for Smith be-

came known as a master of
finance, in a small way, the greed-
iest man in New England, and
the shrewdest at bargaining. He
built a store that ousted all other
stores. He bought the land that
the 'New England railroad was
compelled to purchase at ten
times the value the following
yean. And every dollar went into
"Hiram's Folly."

The years passed slowly, Hi-
ram was a man of thirty-fiv- e, and
Marian about his age, when the
tragedy of her life happened. For
ten years she had been a "star."
Now her voice failed her. It be-

came known that she would never
sing again. A cold, some inflam-
mation of the larynx, an igno-
rant Italian doctor and the mis-
chief was done. The voice that
had charmed the world could
only speak now. Marian's money
had been spent royally. She had
never married. At first she lived
in the hope of regaining her vocal
powers. Then, forced to earn a
living she went on the stage.
Slowly the memory of her charm
waned. None would have known
the wonderful singer in this seco-

nd-rate actress, now verging
upon middle life, who played with
small stock companies in all the
towns of America.

One day, when she was at the
end of her resources, a stranger
introduced himself to her. He
wished, to start a company of his
own. It was a hobby of his, he
explained. Would she be th


