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CHAPTER I—Jaek Hilliard, a
wenlthy New York clubman, hears o
mysterious voice singing in the night
under his window.

II—He inserts an advertisement in
n personal ceolumn to find the singer.
He receives a reply.

CHAPTER IIL

MME, ANUGOT.
HREE olghis later. as Hillard
and Merrlbew were dinlug to-
getber at the club, the stew-
ard came loto the grill room
and swept hls plield ere over the
groups of dioers. Singling out Hil-
lard, he came solemnly down to the
corner table and lald a Lluoe letter at

the side of Hillard's plate.

“l did not see you when you come
In, sir,” snid the steward., his volce ns
solemn as his step. “The letter ar-
rived yesterdny.™

*Thank rou. Thomas™ With no
small difficyity Hillard composed his
face nnd repressed the eagerness in his
eyves. Bhe bad seen; she had written;
the letter Iny undetr his hand! Whe
sald that romance had taken Aight?
True, the reading of the letter might
disillusion him, but always would
there be that vision and the voice com-
ing out of the fog. Nonchalantly he

He st there staring.

turned the letter face downward and
went on with the meal.

“l did not know that your
came to the club,”” said Merrihew.

“It doesn't. Only rarely a letter
drifts this way."

“Well, go on and read it. Don't let
me keep you from It Some charmer,
I'll wager. Here | pour all my ndven-
tures Into your ear, and | on my side

mail

pever so much a8 get a bint of yours. |

Go on, rend 10"

YAdventures, fiddlesticks! The letter
can wall. It Is probably n bilL"

“A Blll In a fashlonable envelope lke
thnt?"”

Hiliard only smiled, tipped the ern-
dle And refilled Merrihow's glnss with
some excellent Romanee Contl, *“When
does Kitty sull?' be asked after awhile
of sllence,

“A week from thls Eaturday, Feb. 2.
What the deuee did you Lring up that
for? I've been trying to forget it

“Where do they land ¥

“Naples. They open in Rome the
first week In March. All the arrange-
ments are complete”  After cofles
Merribew pushed back his chair. “T'l
reserve a table in the billlard room
whilo you read your letter.”

‘'l be with wyon shortly,” grate.
fully.

S0 with the Inevitable black cigar
between hia téeth Merrihew sauntered
off toward the bllllard room, while

Hillard nfm«l. up his letter_ u_dl
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studied It, Hlis ngers trembled slight-
Iy as he tore open the envelope. The
handwriting, the paper, the modest
slze, all these poluted to a woman of
culture and refilnement, But a subtle
spirit of irony pervaded it all. She
would never have answered his print-
ed Inguiry bad she not lnughed over

wns the clipplog, the stupld, bannl
clipping: “WII the Iady who sang
from ‘Mme. Angot' communieate with
gentleman wlo leaned out of the win-
dow? J. H.. Burgomaster club”
There was nelther n formal beginning
nor a formal endlng, only four crisp
lines. Bur these {mplied one thing
and distinctly—the writer bad no de-
gire for further communication “‘with
gentleman who leaned ont of the win-
dow.” He read and rerend slowly:

1 am sorry to learn that my singing dis-
turbed vou. There was o reason, At that
particular moment | was happy.

That was nll. It was enoogh She
had laughed. She was o lndy hawmor-
ously inclined, not to gay mlschlevous.
A comle opera star would have sent
her press ageot round to see what ad-
vertising could be got out of the incl-
dent; a prima donoa would bave ap-
pealed to ber primo tenor for the
game purpose; A gentlewoman surely;
moreover, she lived within the radius,
the official radius. of the Mnadison
square Uuranch of the postoflice, for
such wns the postmark,. Common
scnse urged him to dismiss the whole
affair and lapgh over it as “the lady
In the fog” had done. DBut common
sense often goes nbhout with n pedant’s
strut and Is something to avold on oc-
| easlons. Here wos o harmless pastime
,lto pursue, common sense notwith-
| standing, The veln of romance in him
|was strong. and all the commercial
blood of his father conld not subjn-
gate It. He rang for paper and a

messenger and wrote: *Mme. Angot

—There I8 n letter for you iIn the
| mall department of this office.” This
time Lis Inltinls were pnot neCessary.
Once the message was on Itz way he
gought Merrihew, whom be found
knocking the balls about In a spiritless
manner

“A hunilred to seventy-five, Dan”

e

| “"For what?
i
|

’ 1
“For the mere fun of the ganme, of

course,"

“Mpke It cigars, just to add Inter-
| eat.”"
| “Cigars, then."

i But they both played a very Indif-
ferent gume. At 10:80 Merrihew's
eres begun to baunt the elock, and Hil-

lard grew  merelful fur viarloug  rea-

S0ns.

“What time does the
end ¥ be axked, .

*At 10:50, but It tikes about rwenty
minutes to serape off thie mukeup."”

Merplbew put his eue o the rack.
He made off for the coat room,

Hillard lnughed nnd went up to the
writing room to fulfill a part of his
destiny, He took the letter out and
read It agaln, He replaced the letter
in fts blue covering. nnd then for the
first time his eye met the superserip-
tion. Like n man entranced he sat
there  staring. The steward had
brought the letter to him, and in his
first exeitement this had made no im-
pression upon his mind. e hind seen
Innl:mng peculior nor strange.  And
here It wax, not bis Initials, but his
name In full,

i Bhe knew who he wns!

In a fashilonable quarter of the clty
there stood a brownstoné house, with
grotezque turrets, winding steps and
glaring palished red tlles. There
wns n touch of the gothie, of the
rennlssnnce, of the old English man-
or; just a touch, however,
of biind man's buff of a house. A
very rich man lived here, but for ten
months in the yenr he and bis family

performance

fluttered about the socinl centers of the |

world, And, with n house llke this on
his haunds, one could scarce blame him.
| Twice a week during thls absence n
earetaker came In, flourished a feather
| duster and went nway agaln, Boclety
reporters nlways referred to this house
as “the palatinl resldence.”

[ This morning n woman stood In the
algove window apd looked down loto

it, for pinned to the top of the letter |

n kind |

the glistening street. The venetinn
redd of her hale trapped 1he refloctind
sunlight from the opposite windows,
and two little polnts of silver danced
In her blue eves. Al but her eyes
were blue=blue as spring woter In the
morning, blue as the summer sky seen
s through i cleft In the mountning, blue
as Inpls Inzull, with the game fbars of
| gold,  And every feature and contour
of the Mmee barmonized with the mar
velous hale and the wonderful eyes; n
| beautital face, warm, dreamy, engng-
ing, mobile, It was not the face of n

worldly woman; nelther wns it the
face of n girk. It wis too emotlonal
for the second., and there was not

enqugh control for the frst .

Bat the propheeys of laughter did not
come to pasgs, The Hetle welukles faded,
the mouth grew sad, and the sllver
polnts no Jonger danced In ber eyes
The pain in ber heart wps always
shadowing, She had seen hor falrest
dream beaten and erumpled apon the
reef of dislliuslon.

Yot agnin the smile renewed Itself,
She wis n creature of vareyiug moods
She twisted and untwisted the news-
paper. Should she? Ouglt she? Had
| she not always regretted these singy-
lar Impulses? And yet what harm to
read this letter and return [t to the
sender? She was so lonely here. It
wns llke belng nmong a strunge people,
s0 long ago was It that her (oot had
tonched this soll,. Was It possible that
|sho was twenty-five? Was there not
some miscount, and was It not fifteen
Instend? Would not this war of wis.
dom and folly be declded vre long?

She opened the paper and smoothed

|out the folds. “Mme. Angot—Thore
is a letter for vou In the i depart.
ment of this othee” It was so deall
| 1t was unlike anything « it erer
heard of—a personal g HILR
where Cuplids nnd’ Psyebis v
cooed. The merest elines FOWH

the orlzinal Inagul !
Her answer wo v limpinlee 1o
she bad givien no second oo
too Inte.  Sbe onght to live lgnoped
It. DBut she wos lonely: t ople she
knew were ont of town, noid the jost
Jmight amuse her.
This wan was o all probability n
gentleman, sinee he was o member of
| a gentlemen’s club.  But gecond thonght
convinced her that this proved

w.hich
ht till

compliment to thelr ancestors.  8Stlll,

if this man only saw the affalr from |
her angle of vision, the grotesque hu. |

mor of It and not the common vulgar

Intrigue! She hesitated, as well she

might. Supposing that eventunlly he

found out who she was? That would
never, never do. No one wust Koow
that she was In Ameriea, about to step

Into the wildest of wild adventures.

No; she must not be found out. The

king, who hnd been kind to her, nnd

| the court must never know. From
thelr viewpolnt they wopld bave de
clared that she was about to tarnish
1 a distinguished nnme, to outrage the
| oldest aristocraey I Europe, the
court of Italy. But she bad her own
apinfon: what slee proposed to do was
in Itself hnrmless and innocent.  But
this gentlemnn who lenned out of the
window? She lnd seen the mateh
flare In the voung mon's face. Wis
it the face she lhind seen In that flash
af Hght that Intereeted ber suflefently
to rlsk the note? Ag t the dark of
1&:;‘ v 'ln,. e - 1 ’, nn i“
stant, ciont, crisp, reddy 08 n comen
The face warranted eonfildence,

She bad sung because she had been
happy. happy with that translent bap-
piness which nt times wos her portlon
| Could she ever judge spother mnn by

hls looks? 8he belleved not. How
| she had run! The man, bareheaded,
| giving chase and the burly policeman
ncross the streerl

She stepped down from the nlcove,
wound the gray vell roond the riding
crop and tessed them into § corner.

Bomehow o the doyllcit the magle

was gone from his face, for she had

recognized him that firet day In the

park.  He pode wiell,  She touched n

beli. A mald appeared,

“Bettinn, you will go tn the office of
this newspnper and Inquire for A letter

:adtlrumd to Mme, Angot. And be
quick, for | may change my mind."”
| The mald was baek (n o holf hour,

“There wius a8 letter, then? The
| points were danclng agaln fn the blue
| eyes.

“You may go. Perhops," and Bettl
nn's mistress smiled—"porhnps 1 moay
Jet you read ftoand answer It ofter |
am done with 1. ‘Thiat would be
rather neat.”

The slight nod wns » -1im||"hsﬁ::l. and
| the mald went about Lo dutles, which
were not many in this house,

Meanwhille the lady with the vene-
| tlan halr foyed with the letter, Clnh
paper! Evidently he wos pot afrabd to
Utrugt her. But would Le amuse hoer?
| The contents gave Ler n genaine sur-
prise. Bhe ran to the window. al-
fan! It was wrltten in Italinn, with
all the flourighes of an Italinn born,
Bhe turned to the sigunture—Hillard.
|80 he Lnd slgned his nnme o foll?
£he ruminated. How came such a
| nnme to belong to n man who wrote
|ltnlinn s0 beautifully? Ehe looked at
the slgnature again. John—Glovannl
She would enll him Glovannl, Bhe
bad been rather clever, To have
bad the wit to look in the library
for the blue book nnd the clob
lst—not every wWoman twould have

nothing, |
Men are often cialled geptlemen out of |
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| thought of thuat

| o enime to her
| for the card basket
| contents upon the floor and snt down
Turklsh-wise,  She sorted the enrds
[ carefully, and, 1o, she wos presently re-
| wirded, She held up the eard In tel
umph. e tnd eatled ot this house on

i"'hlltﬂi.‘lgl\'hll} day.  He wns known,
Very

Then n new losplen-
She sent DBetting

| then, to the magtes and mistress,
| goud,  She now gave bher full attention
to the letter, which she had not yet
peruased :

To the Lady In the Fog:

To begin with, let me say that I, ton,
hiave laughed. Nyt there was some deyres
of chagrin In my lnughter. On my word
of 'hlm’rr‘ It was o Mstinct shoek to my
| senza of dignity when' | saw that diotie
pormanal of mine n the paper. 1t is my
firnt offense of the kind, and 1| am really
ashnmed.  Hut the situstion was not ordi-
nary. Ordipary women do not sing In
the sireets after midnight. As you ¢ould
not possibly be ordinary, my ofenkes han
groator mugnitude. To Indite a personsl
to a grntlewoman! A thousanid pardonn!
I doubited that it would come undoer Your
notice, and, even If it 41, 1 was sure that
you would jgnore I Te find a woman
with an appreciable sense of humor s
rare.  To flnd ono who couples thila with
initlation b rurer still, How you found
out my name confuses me
“Indeed ™ murmured the lndy.
Doubtiess you have the elub list in your
house. Do you Know, whon the letter woas
brought ma | saw nothing unususl about
the address, It waws only when | began
| this letter that 1 comprehended how clov-
‘er you wore, There nre half a dozen
J. H.'s at the elub, | tell you trathfully
aver my own name that your volce star-
thed me,

1 was startled because my  thoughts
| wern far away, | was dreaming of Italy,
| whera | was Born, though there 18 no
| more tallan blood In my veins than thare
s in Yours,

*“What made hlm think that, 1 won,
der?"

I therefora write this In & language fa-
miliar fo oa both, certain ¥ou could not
| ming Lecoeq's pongs in ltelian i you did
not speak and undeérstand it thoroughly.
Blgnora' or slgnorina, whichever It may
e, have we no mutual friends” Ate you
not Known (o some one Who Nnows me—

some one who will speak for me, my
| character, my bablts?
“It Ix rather a dull lotter so far”

sald the hudy.

You say you sang bocausae st that mo-
ment you were happy. Thia finplles that
you are not alwavs so Burely with a
voles Jlke yours ope cannot possibly be

She heled wp the card in trivmph.,

unhappy, it only | might meet you!
WiIll y¥ou ngt do me that honor? lsn't
| thers just o lie pure, healthy romance
to be given NWe? Your voles
haunta me. Out of every sllence It comen
to me—"8he Ik so innooent, so Youthfu)l"
| JOHN HILLARD,
i The letter flutterid Into her Inp. Bhe
;lt'fl!ll’ll on her elbows, It was not a
ld letter, and she rather Hiked the
| boyish tone of It Nothing vulgar
| peered out from between the lnes.
| DId he really love wuste? He must,
for It was ool every young man who
conld pick out the melody of an old,
forgatten opern Rather than tempt
| fute she declded not to nopawer this
|Iﬂt!«r It would be nelther wise nor
useful

Romnnoee!  The word came back to
her With an unmusienl lnugh she
stood up, shaking the letter to the
floar, Nomance! She wns no longer
a girl, She was o woman of five and
twenty, and whot should o woman
know of romanee? Al there had been
(n time when all the world was ro-

mance—=romance:  when  the nlgin
breeze had whispered (6 under her
engement  window, when the Inttlee

| ellmblng reses bod breathed It when
| the moon and the stars hod spelled (t.
Homanee)  She hnted the word not
less thon she hated the [tallan Inn-
gunge, the Italinn people, the country
Itself, 8he spurned the letter with
her foot and fed the newapaper to®*the
| fire.

Bhe went downstairs to the plano

and played with strong feellng.  Pres-
ently she bognu to sing o hawvnting,
melancholy sung by Abt.  She wns

mistress of every tone, every shode,
overy expresslon,

The door opened gradunlly, Crushl
Thl‘,‘ lllllll'l,' WilN over,

“Bettina?  Bettlna, are you lstons
ing?

“1 am alwoys lstening.”  Betting
sgueezed loto the room, "It Is beautl
Tful, beautiful! To sing ke  thwir

There will be kings nnd dikes at your
feot!l"

“Enough!"

“Pardon, slgnorn, 1 forgot, Buot lis
ten, | brivg # message. A boy came
to say that the rebenrsnl will be ut 4

She seattered the |

TO BUY A PIANOD

VUl afterpoon, 10 I pow after 127
| “8o late? W bt bue T .
A the fetter apstales onthe Be0eE g b von e treatad Ko sime o8

| “Some day, Betting, you witl entm

the forbldden ebomber, wwd 1 shpit | your metghbor 1= 0 sptistpnetion Youu
[ hnve to play Wbebeard.  Uhle e _u“,".l.. thisv by dealing with
iln-\h'\--‘l'. I o nor shled. Lassve 0 ey | SHERMAN, CLAY & D,

SR AT AR CUHE ONE-PRICE PIANO HOUSE,
Betthin Koew  her il voss,  She

| thought feat (o ledase the Joeiter “"'.vl'vl I4=(\WHRT. MIMALS £55: :I}::
It fny, forkotten for the thime belng |

Hervinn Bros,, the saddle gnd Loy
pess mndars, dosire to annionnns o
IT|||- traide thad they are not only pre-

| (Ta be continuwed.)

TAXIDERMIST AND FURRIER
Send your trophies to me for mount- | pared to 1l all arders ot short no-
[ing. Big goame honds, fish, birds and | tice, but earry the most eompleto Huo
|'ll[lll!li1ll1* monnted troe ta nptnre In.\'i"l' hornoss, swaddles, breidles, whips,
improved mothods: 1 do tanning, make | robes, bilankats, WHHDI GOvars, Lonits,
[ fur tugd, moke, remodel and eloan ety that enn be fonnd in southern
ffur garments. Fxpress and muil or- | Oragon ol picis thint l‘IIlNI:I'!| {uil to
please  whon guality ol stovk  nnd
| o't
Soventh

-

ders promptly attendaed to.
C. M HARR'S, workmnuaship s

405 Washington Street, Portland, O, forget the plove,
Il'l'Il‘lilll‘I\f' Muain 3600, street, Modford.

CRESTBROOK  ORCHARD  TRACTS

B - 10 - 20 Acres

Adjoining Hillcrest orchard and con-
tain unexceled deep, rich soll. Rea-
sonable prices and penerous terms.

OREGON ORCHARDS SYNDICATE
SELLING AGENTS ROGUE RIVER VALLEY

vopsider

5 i

SALEM BEER

SALEM Is the most popular beer in Morthern California and South-
ern Oreqon. It Is acknowledged to bie the equal of the very best east-
ern product. All heers are good, but some heers are liked better thai
others, The proof for this assertion iies In drinking Salem beer,
If you wish to be convinced, ask for Salem beer and drink It.

SALEM BREWERY ASSOCIATION,
Medford Depot: Medford lce & Storage Co.

4 When we suggest that you

| Toast Your RBread
| On Breakfast Table

. We do not mean that you should eat off
the stove—toast

{ With an Electric Toaster

and have evisp, brown, delicious toast
We

have the hest toaster on the market for
- gale at $0.50. Clean, appetizing, sanitary

ROGUE RIVER ELECTRIC CO.

Suecessors to Condor Water & Power Co.

ecosts e per meal to operate,

APPLES AND PEARS AND ALL KINDS OF
FAUIT AND ORNAMENTAL TREES.

| YAKIMA VALLEY NURSERY -

| Largest Commercial Nursery in the Pacific Noitn-
@ west. Not in the combine. Competes with all first-
. class nurseries,

| L. E. HOOVER, Agent
MEDFORD, ORE 30N
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HIGHEST ATTAINMENT IN
SYSTEMATIC BANKING SERVICE

The Joison County Bonk respoct-
fully s=olieits your aceonnt, subject
too your cheek, with the
giarvantee of snfety and elficiency.

We offer the highest nttainment in
systemntie hanking servies, which
assures the greatest eare in every
finaneiul transnotion, with this oldig-
ing institution.

slrongest

Btnte Depositary
Eatabiinbed 1888,

Capital and Surplos £125,000 W. I. VAWTER, President,
Resourcos $700,000

@ — G = G. R. LINDLEY, Cashier. @
Advertise in tiie Tribune




