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of your dificulties and it's sure to corne back soone
or later. Isn't mernory a wonderful thing! There';
that hlte impression in regard to that man burie(
away under millions of other littie impressions bu
just as perfect as the day it was made and one o;
these times it will flash up to the surface of m3
mmîd and-II remember."

"When you do, will you promise to tell me?
*Yes, of course-at least, I suppose so." Petei

fiushed a little.
."Oh, I don't suppose it will be too bad to b(

tellable," she said calmly. "Look, do you see thai
stone house on the next hili, that is where we ar(
going, and you must be prepared to make yourseîl
agrecable. I hope supper's ready for I'm as hungry
as I can be-an-d, Mr. Rutherford, don't be beguiled
into changing partners for the ride home, will you ?"

"Why is that customary ?" asked Rutherford, a
littile startled.

"Oh. it's quite permissibIe and happens often."
"Well, it won't happen to me if there has to be

a fight."
Look out, Mr. Klein can be very determined."

But as he helped ber, laughing, f rom the sleigh it
was far from the minds of either of- them just bow
determined Mr. Klein could be.

CHAPTER VIII.
A Cus' or~ CoFrmEE

In order to assist the effort of 'remembering,
Peter had determined to secure a chat with Klein
in the hope that some trick of tone or manner would

THE CGSHE was the greatest singer of this or any other
age. They generally are, of course, but it was
her manager who said so, and as he was really
her husband and took the name of Blanc when

Cavalo became famous-well, wbo better than he
should know?

Fortunately, the critics agreed witb him, and
what one calis the "music-loving 2public" flocked to
the opera and yelled "Encore" or Bravo" or "Bis,"
according to the state of their musical education.
Byý the middle of the season, Cavalo bad become
"the fasbion," and she refused to appear at charity

matnees unless Royalty asked her after the cbarm-
ing manner of Royalty in sucb matters.

One may safely say, therefore, that Madame
Cavalo biad London and the Court Opera manage-
ment at ber feet, and on the whole, she treated
them very well, for she only kicked when she caught
the management playing tricks over ber final ap-
pearance for the season.

THE story begins really with two other people at
the Cri. They had gone there' for tea at a

shilling a head because, as Betty explained, you
always knew the worst before you began.

"And Henry is 50 frightfully hard up, poor dear!1
Youi know, I always have a guilty suspicion that
his eyes are watcbing me with frozen horror when
I take a fourth eclair. I've never dared to look,
for I do love them so."

For though Henry was p)oor-and it was bis
firuancial disability tbat Bettyes' fatber objected to-
bis natural honesty insisted on tbe paying of tbe
bill. Betty bad notbing ta boast about in tbe way
of bonesty; ber fancy rioted in aIl sorts of in-
genious ways for slipping out wben no one was
looking. But, at the Cri, tbey could make a leisurely
tea and Betty could eat eclairs to ber beart's content
and without violence to ber conscience.

As was to be expected wben there were gatbered
togetber the daughter of tbe Court Opera's manager
and tbe junior partner in a concert agency, tbey
talked mnusic.

Betty skewered an eclair thougbtfully.
"Cavalo is singing again on Thursday week."
Henry Iooked up witb a surprised air.
"But I tbought. last night was «billed' as ber

final performance this season."
"It was-until tbis morning. Dad wired asking

bier to sing once mnore, and at lunch be got ber reply
agreeing to sing on Thùrsday - the nineteentb, I
tbink it is."l

Henry put down bis cup witb an exeited clatter.
"It's flot public, is it ?" be asked eagerly.
«No; at least, I don't expect it will be before

to-miorrjw morning. Wby ?"
"I havre an idea," he said briefly. Then, after a

pause, "You're quite sure about Cavalo ?"
Betty nodded vigorously.

"You know that wben Cavalo sings at the Court

gîve the dlue he sought. He was prepared to resort
ta diplomacy in the accomplisbment of wbat would
probably be ' a difficult task - Klein, presumably,
being in no mood for chatting. But bere again he
had mîstaken his man, for Klein, far from showing
aruy further, annoyance, was affable at supper and
distinctly friendly afterward. Peter found himself
wondering if be bad been imagining tbings. It
seemed bardly possible that this genial, hearty fel-
low, the life of a lively party, could have frozen hima
at tbeir first meeting and laoked murder at him at
their second. Miss Manners, bowever, did not seem
to share bis surprise and said in answer to bis
questioning glance in Klein's direction:

"This is his natural manner. Your glimpses of
him have been exceptional. He îs considered great
fun and is a great favourite witb everybady."

"Not quite everybody. He gives Mrs. Leversege
the creeps."

"Does he? Mrs. Leversege is a discerninig wo-
man. The majority of those be meets neyer give
him a serious thougbt. He is amusing and no one
cares to look beneatb; why should tbey ?"

"You tbink he is acting, then ?"
"He must be. He bas told me often that be

hates this kind of tbing and from wbat I know of
bim I imagine he does bate it."

"Well, I'm going to brave that smile of his right
now. I want bim to belp me to remember-what
do you think will bappen to me?

'Yot will probably like him tremendously. The
smile is not dangerous-if it were I Wouldn't allow
you ta talk to him at ail."

u RT OPE]
B y J. ýS. WILLOX

they double tbe prices ta all parts of the bouse ?"
Betty rndded again. "Very well, then, if I can take
up ail the seats that are left for Tbursday week
and pay for tbem at the usual rates, I look like
clearing a fair profit."

"0f course, I know it's nat rigbt," Betty con-
ceded, "but if you tbink yau could make enough
ta' take me ta tea at Rumpelmeyer's, then l'Il belp."" I must think it over," said Henry.

Betty rose in a flutter, leaving an eclair half-
eaten-sure sign of agitation.

"Comne along! Let's go and tbink together."
After much hésitation, Henry raked togetber al

the mnoney he could lay bis bands on. They warked
througb every agent in London, and in an bour or
so they owned ail tbe available seats in the apera
for Thursday, the nineteentb.

"I shaîl come a. fearful cropper if I don't pull
it off," Henry remarked nervously. -But Betty's
confidence was not ta be shaken, and she returned
hame radiant.

It 'was not until late in tbe afternoon that the
agencies woke up ta thue fact that there was a mun
on Court Opera seats for the nineteentb, althougb
no performances had been announced beyond the
fourteentb. For baîf an bour the box office at the
Opera stood tbe strain of contianous telepboning;
then the clerk sent burriedly for the manager.

"Have you decided on wbat we are putting up
on Tbursday week, Mr. Watson ?" he wanted to
know.

"Tosca, witb Cavala. It was settled to-day."
"Good Lord! For tbe Iast balf-bour I've been

selling steadily for Tbursday week at the usual
rates!1"

Mr. Watson took oatbs on bis fait, lips.
"But I knew notbing about it !" the cîerk pro-

tested. "We haven't put up the prices for anybody
else, and I understood Cavala finisbed last nigbt."

"It hasn't been announced 1" Mr. Watson stormn-
ed. "Nobody knows but Cavala and myself."

"Then, wby this rush for seats ?" The teléphone
bell rang furiouisly. "Look at that.» He took up
the receiver and spoke in that tired way peculiar

orpeople wbo use the telephone frequently. "Well?
. . .Ye. . . . . .. . The nineteent. . . . Hold

tbe line a minute." He put bis hand over the
moutbpiece. "Theme's another! Wbat am I to do ?"

The manager tbougbt furiously for several
seconds, It was clear that sQmeone bad got wind
of tlhe extra Cavalo performance and was quietly
cornering the bouse.

"Hold on a bit!1" he said briskly, and crossed
tbe ball ta bis office. He picked up bis private
telep>bone.

'Hello! ... Hello, give me 04573 West." Tbere
was an interval of blank silence; then, "Hello!
I'm Watson, Court Opera. Is that Madame Cavalo's?
Ohi, it's you, Blanc, 1 say, the Emperor of Cauicasia

'If you commanded I'should oey, of Col,Margaret coloured. "I would not presumn
said, "bu t there are other ways. Mr'. Klein i
obliging."

Is he?"
"Yes, only he spoils it by always givil

impression that be is making an investm<i
wbich be expects s'omne day to realise bands
He is always l'ooking for investments."

"'So are other people," said Peter calmly,
walked away.

Seeing Margaret alone, their hostess, Wbi
heen waîting for the opportunity, camne ov(
dropped into the vacant chair beside ber.

"My dear," she said, "that young ,ma
brought with you seems really very nice. JI
be quite an acquisition. Do I understand ti
is going to settle in Banbridge ?"

Margaret suppressed a smile. She was tou
to the old lady's frank curiosity to feel resen

"He lives in Montreal," she said care
"Rutherford-Peter Rutherford is his name.'

::My dear! Not the rîch Peter Rutherforé
"He is wealthy, i believe," said Ma

guardedly.
"You don't say? How nice! He is realIý

a fine young'maui. Have you known him lo»
"Not long, but we have mutual friends.

engaged, or about ta be engaged, te, a fric
mine, a Miss Sayles of Mantreal."

The 01(1 lady's face fell.
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-he's bere incog., you know-wants tc
Madame sing in Tosca, but be is leaving
nineteentb. Do you think she would like I
on tbe eighteentb instead? . . .Thanks, yes,
don't mind."

There was another silence, and Mr.
played abstractedly with bis gaper-knife. TI
sprang suddenly ta attention. 'Is that you, Ma
I was cbarmed to get your telegram. Indee
surpassed yourself last nigbt. I Iieard the P
say sa myself. . . . That is sa; yes . . . . Has
sieur Blanc explained? . . . Ye s. . . . Yes.
no, flot at aIl; only too glad, I'm sure..
it will alter things a little, but the inconiveniù
nothing, 1 assure you. . . . Thank you, than

Yes; au revoir, Madame !"
"Good old girl," he murmured on bis wa:

ta the box oce. "It's aIl 'right, Andrews
everything tbeyll buy at the usual rates.
queered their pîtch." 1

Mr. Watson went -home 'ta dinner witb hiý
full of tbe wickedness of ticket speculators, a
course, he talked about it for tbe moral iml
ment of the family. And also as an object
on bis own cleverness&.

"Funny thing happened to-day. Somebod3
ta corner the bouse for tbe extra Cavala f

"And did tbey ?" Betty asked all innocenc
Her father chuckled. "WeIl, I let 'em hia

tbey wanted for the nineteentb-wben CavaI
ta have sung. But I made fresb arrangement,
ber. Sbe'll sing on the eighteenth instead."

Betty gripped the edge of the table and
on to it desperately. Fortunately, ber fatbs
not notice; be was too busy patting bimself
back. She managed ta get through the e,
somehow, and, pleading a headache-eve'
father remarked on ber pallor-she went ea
bed. At least, sbe went ta ber bedroom. AIl th
tiiat bateful nigbt she sat amidst tbe debris 1
bouse of -cards.

Wbat was ta be done? She simply couildt,
Henry. She must find some way out hersel
was she who bad got bim into tbe scrape.
was ta be done? What was-? About
tickets and tbeir manipulation and the wifrs '
agents she had picked up a fair knowledlgC
her fatber. She considered every possible alu
possible way out of the difficulty, but every pat
took in ber burried searth led to another iiii
and she had ta start afresh.

G REY rnorning crept stealthily out of th'
despair at a bigb wooden boarding that sfl'
the beginnings of a new block of flats acrQs
road. HEer fater bad done bis work qticI
already some mien were fixing up à'large poste
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