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ESPIRITU SANTO s

By Henrlet'n Dany Skinner.
—
SyYNOPsIs oF PRECED!NG CHAPTERS.

Characters in the story.—Adrien and Theo
@re Daretid the former & YOUDE bharalone

are supposed LO have. Madsme Hoitense Del

Jovers, and it had become quite reason- | life, intellig«
—— ably
the highest fashion need not fear to mistaken! This tall reserved young | two patron saints."”’
present  himself at an aristoeratic | woman, with melancholy eyes and deli-
ev

from the loyal Upers al Borlin; the laver, his widowed Mz
brother, pussessing 4 voico Buch as only angels | fjp,

ginee the death of her husband, now | lips had a pathetic little droops | from your promise,”” and he laid the | most saintly chara

habit of doing even with impatient Tobust, healthy, brimming over with ‘ hesitate,”” she replied. ‘It is not a first time you sing there in * Don Juan' | advantage than in the gentle dignity
ce, and fun, Oh, he knew | souvenir, but I frankly own that Iam |Iam coming to see you whisked away the noble simplicity and trath of Lﬁ;

late—so late that even a man of | her well, intimately, he could not be | attached to it, as it is the medal of my | by the devils!” ; A Cordelia of the opening act,
. « How much you will enjoy it!"” he | quisite repose and tender, chilq)j
' Ko

‘ “If you will spare it to me,"’ he said, exclaimed, and they laughed l}lcl‘ril,\'. grace of manner were fascinating, T}

jo re- | cate pale face, had nothing in common | it shall be sacred to me. I will fasten “ But I am so sorry to disappoint you, | Iyric role of the King of France “-m

it to my scapular, with the medal that | Dona Josefa, for I have turned over a | assigned to Octave Fariaulx, who l..l“
-

The ex.

ening reception. The Usseg

ception was not to be a large one, how- | with his princess. 2

ever. in deference to the beautiful | **Tused to be known as Margara,’” | my mother used to wear, and I will keep | new leaf. Instead of Don Juan, Tam |dered it with much wanliness |
rehioness of Palafox, whose | she  said. The  small  mouth, | it there as long as I have life and faith, | to make my first London appearance as | charm. Therese Vibault and Oy fnul

st appearance in social life it was|with its thin, delicately curved | But ‘you still hesitate. 1 release you | Wollram in ‘Tannhauser,” and he is a | Brenne were the Regan and 4;.‘.‘.’,;'}'..

ster, I assure you.'' | both good singers and
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= :X.lf.’:i&:'mkl&:frr b;t‘)m:'l’"”nﬁu':""‘:::’ lnsdlu‘r‘. e | nearly four yea sinca, at the corners, and the ghost of a smile | chain in her hand. “He is druudlully good,"’ she pouted, ‘ :50.1 resses,  So well did they ¢~||;::f;|||:;‘,
», ) f"“'d“."‘“,‘{'r.',’:ﬂ: x..’: l‘l:?;r.::sz?:;”:LN:E:::: The ladies received in the drawing- that erept over it now only seemed to  She turned the charms over and “nml‘nh, dear ! he is ml‘r-!n a bore!" | l('l'.'.:ll(‘ll tenderness and v:ltl]thi.»(iu (llnu
L4 x:‘ﬂ"“.\. LV“C'II: Louls la Gr Chrissimo | reoms on the first floor. Teodoro was | make it more pathetic than before. stood looking at them with downcast “You don't blame Elizabeth, then ! | votion of the elder daughters, tha IL'
CABIMITO, B Viviiiao reatars OF- | dotained in the dress'ng-room by some | The tones of her voice were low and . “1 wonder why it is,’”" she AL, Dona Josefa, I fear women are very | hardly wondered at the misguided | ot
»ﬁtg{:“;m"{t’j!;.’,;,‘""]""”‘,‘,‘,"{-‘.’,‘.{‘Ji,[-t,.\',‘“"ruu Italian friends, and Adriano mounted | pleasant. iie had heard thal volee in ht, “ that when 1 saw you a few much alike all the world over. They | for turning to them rather than to ';'I‘“:
’ Cn'urc‘;i of Si Tnomas_ d’Aquin, Paris the stairs alone. The sound of lively | memory only a few hours before, and he | months ago, for the first time in many | are dreadiully shocked when are | prond, shy peticence of the -
¢ Adrien and Theodore }](“r;cl.l 1):::;}eru:snni£l dance-music came from a large room at 1 knew it now. His eyes fell and he | years, 1 felt repelled and disappointed, bad, and yet when they are good they | The whole of the first act went off ’\\‘."i'
[y 3:&;1{;:::“;;«Silnt,i‘l:r Hamon “ehe sends. | the head of the staircase and he | bowed low before her. and yet to-night you are more sympi- vote them uninteresting! It is a erime | out a drawback. ** Cordelia " “' S
through the broiber, the little flower of the | glanced in. It was evidently the |+ Forgive me, Dona Margarita, 1 fear | thetie to me than any man I have known. | to be bad, but it is a blunder to be | undoubted success. T
i - }}3",“'{”}*.{‘Jéli’,ﬁ'i'."ﬂi'lﬁ"’ named, Espirite | B oo voom, with its  polished floor, ~ I was very rude,”” He spoke as one in Awhile ago I avoided you, I shrank good, and a blunder is worse than a | The second act gave Daretti greatoep
BN (::\:'?u?r 1o Closer acqualntanceship of the grand-piano, and the absence of drap- | in a dream. Certainly his first feeling | from meeting you, yet now that you are crime.’’ He felt very much at case with | opportunity than the first. The ;,»1..\l
/, D{Bﬁw mﬁn Llllﬁ“(';;)f}r'::.n ta‘::"‘t"::’u::;;u:“ ’f;“‘::‘" eries. Half a dozen young couples had | was one of bitter disappointment, All | near me your presence seems like some- | the bright young glrl. :l.l]d the thought | hgunlhuum.\. nn}l despair of the .,1"1
/ \'a:dn:;dl e hied Suaws. Adrien accom the floor nearly to themselves, two | his beautiful castles in Spain had | thinge holy. Which instinet shall I be flashed through his brain, ** How well | king, despised, insulted, driven from his
L panies him s m‘/\lt‘xr?w"ﬂmﬂﬂkn Gt -(l-lmulv,v_:!rlq in short dresses were | crumbled away ata touch. What a fool | guided I;.y, that or this ?—for both ean- | we .nhpuld get on as brother and sister. home hy the cruelty of his daughteps
=3l [ D;’:“ﬂfl’fs l“"ﬁ- m' ;‘{"?..h,. Tneodore meeLs pirouetting ;.::l;'ly :ufound together, 1 he had been—he, the sensible, cool- not be right. 4 He tried to uhmik U'l() thought, but his | wandering on the storm-driven moop at
> Ly Yapiritu. while in the middle of the room a lad | headed, heart whole Daretti! How | But both were right, nevertheless, as | cheeks burned with it. “ the mercy of a poor faithful fool and 3

Cnapter 1V _Theodore in his boyish fancy | st
falls in love with Kapiritu

Catalina. Madame Delapoule leaves Parie g
for five years. ¥y

Adrien woo: Cata ina. Her father discoun-
senances his prop wition.

to bring Catalins out on the Paris sbsfu.
5‘«:'7. informed of the Disdiers change of for
ynne Madame Valorge s blindness. Adrien | ¢
drings two of the greatest living tenors 7]
assist Ca'alina in her debut. Oae turns out W
e Theodore, pv

the Disdiers’ modest home at Passy. Their ’
amizemen’ a" the changoes tim> nas eff:cted. | W

Their groom 8 verely injured.
Chapter 12 Doath of Darotti's groom.
Uhapter X

conragem~ nt,
Chap XI.—Adrien is displeased with the

Monsignore Ianson :

Chapter X1 - Victoire Ainsworth’s sad ex
perience, Adricn visite Monsignore lanson
snd goes to confossion ) p

Chapter X111~ Catalina receives an ovation
a8 Aida = and her friends discover Oeg
laire Lo be any enemy. 0!

Chapter X1V
piritu’s hand He is to receive his anawer Lhe
following Sunday. : .

Chapter X V. Adrien talks with his valet, | p
coneerning his (‘he valet's) flancee.

Chapter X VI — Kapiritu 18 betrothed to

for the present with her father, as his wifois a
poor manager. Siy also takes care of her
young step b other Maxime, !

Chapter N V1L —Adnano longs again to
moet, Margara.

CHAPTER XVIIL

» gofily the light robes she doth wear
Bwoep down the stair

O eager hoear! loss wildly beat—

1 shall behold her, stately, sweet,
All good and fair!

-

She holds me mute with her beaming eyes
Full of bright surprise ;
Still grow the pulses her coming shook,
1n the gentle mighy of her golden look
My heaven lies !”
—Celia Taaxter.

e

Teodoro, coming into the room a few
minutes later, was confronted by his
big brother, looking flushed and de-
termined.

“ Podi, tell me instantly, without
stopping to take breath, where are
Bspiritu's friends, the San Roques?
Where do they live, and what has hap-
pened to them all {4

“ (Good gracious, Adriano, how you
startled me! 1 will tell you everything
{ know just as quick as I can. They
have lived in England for several years,
but this year they have been spending
the winter at Neuilly and are going to
their London house next week. The
warquis died four years ago, one of the
younger boys was drowned soon  after.
The eldest boy, Rogue. gave up his
vitle and entered a monastery. Jaime
\s in business in England, for you know
they lost a great deal of property in
b Caba during the insurrections and are
not as rich as they used to be. The
vest are all living with their mother.
Kspiritu sees Margara nearly every
day, and you surely remember that the |
younger sister, the one we used to call ‘
PVepilla, is betrothed to our sister
Elent’s brother, Gentile d'Usseglio, do l
do you not? They will be married in |
London next month, and that we shall
be connected.”

¢ 1 knew that Gentile was betrothed,
o put T thought they told me it was to an
Wnglish girl,”” replied Adriano, slowly.

“Well, the San Roques have lived
principally in England since the mar-
quis’s  death. This is the first time |
they have come to Paris for live years.
Weo shall surely meot them all this
evening, for the Countess d'Usseglio, |

with hor son and daughiei, have come
to Paris on purpose to be near the San
Roques, and the reception which the

them."'

Adriano looked and felt  stunned.
“ It is extraordinarvy,” he kept repeat-
ing. ‘It is extraordinary. Do you |
mean that they are living right ln'ru,}

|
2 M P |
gountess 1s giving this evening 1s for |

almost at our door, and we are soon to
bo connected, and I never knew it,
never dreamed of it?  And you say the
marquis is dead, that gallant, loyal

drowned ?  Oh, what erucl suffering
i for those tender, loving women!"’
:’ 'g The sudden _emotion that had seized

{ Daretti at the remembrance of a girl-
ish face, seen but for a fow times many
years before struek him with super-
stitious force, coming so soon after his
talk with Monsiguore Tanson. A rest-
less feeling urged him to go forth and
seek the face that haunted him, and he
eould hardly possess hissoul inpatience
till evening. He yielded to his ro-
mantie fancies without a struggle—in-
deed, almost gladly.

“Well, well!"” he thought. *‘low
are the mighty fallen! But a few days
! since I was aspirving to a consecrated
eelibacy with a joyous heart, and now
all my gay poace is me! There are a

million women in Paris, and yet my

neart beats none the faster till I hear

that one more has slidden in among the

million, and then the whole world puts

on a different look. Oh, little girl!

why did you ever slip away from the

million six years ago ? We were di-

rided for some inserutable reason, per-

§ haps to put your knight to the test,

Alas! he failed, but God in IHis dear

mery . is bringing oue paths togethor

1Rt again, and your young heart, passing

] through maiy SOrrows, will have learned
a lesson of « ompassion !"'

The hours wore away, as hours have

Chapter V.—Madame Delapoule endeavors was prancing about, led by a young | now seemed, and yet the vision had |
10 persuade Adriano Lo marcy. She lauds | woman whose tall, slender figure moved | been a very sweet one !

Chapter Vi—Theodore woes to Lis ider | of her romping young companion. It | kindly. **I know well how much I have | about her decision. At last she lifted
arother Bindo His parting with Kspiritu. | was a pretty sight, and Daretti lin- changed. How could you remember me, her head and gazed smilingly into his
gered a moment at the threshold. 'The | who only saw me three or four times, so | €yes.

Chapter V1I.—After an absenco of five years | young woman caught sight of him as he | long ago?" | "41 do not care to be released from my
Tortense Dol apouis returns Lo Paris. Shepro- | gto0d there and looked towards him an
instant. It was not a face that he re- | looked then,’ he insisted, with a desper- | the medal from its chain handed it to
ive one, its sad, refined expression and | ** Your hair was two shades lighter than
=" | grave eyes being in unexpected con- it is now. You wore it braided, but it | ceived it from her, bowing low over ber
Chapter VIII —Adricn and Theodore visit | fract with the gay, spirited movement | was all loose and floating about your | hand.

N fion and Tasodore in a runaway acciden-. | young people’s pastime. She seemed | kuotted as you wear it now. Your face | boy, and she, with that color in her

Theodore proposes for ki | g

father's second marriage. Sne must remain | The ﬂt.\tt-l)‘,

[ hardly command himself to carry on tones—**I was thinking that if you had | Won, not a wife, but only a nurse to | thing seemed to draw tightly about her

| . . " | | aai P H )0 x fr ttw ¢ ¢ : .
[ and his eyes were continually glancing | that comes over gold that has said that it was more from pity and | room grew suffocating. It was with an

| must find out where she is, and it will | Her lip quivered slightly, and for a mo-

gentleman, an 't one of the little l.‘)_‘l\

“Tam glad we shall hear the Wag- | mad stranger, and yearning for his han-
ner music-dramas at last,”’ said Lady | ished child—all were most L..u..|,|“:{l.
Ainsworth. *“I am looking forward | and powerfully depicted. Catalina :I"‘l
very ]mp_;tiemly to the London | not appear in this act, and the 1,-‘1'“,”‘:“
season.’’ | was all Adrien's. The audience 1\-,,).“.

“We open in ¢ Pannhauser '—Cata- | how largely be was responsible for the
lina, Lennartsen, and I—but 1 do not | beauties of the libretto, and the t-n(hu,
think you will like Wolfram any more siusm knew no bounds. The ,,..|,|“.
than your sister does ; he is too goody- | beautiful music was felt to be .
goody."’

“(Oh, you are a so much nicer vil-
lain !"" exclaimed Espiritu. had the privilege of being present,

“ We all know that Kspiritu adores | The libretto had been greatly altered
villains,” smiled Victoire; ** she posi- | from the plan of Shakespeare's tragedy
tively revels in the worst kind of | Many characters and incidents had "l".
crimes.”’ | be cut out to preserve the broad and

They all burst out laughing at this | simple outlines of the music-drama, but

ill younger with dark floating curls, | absurdly visionary the passed hours | she wi!l understand some day.

Silently he stood by her as she finger-
od the trinkets thoughtfully, hesitat-
He felt almost superstitious

wyly and gracefully along by the side “You are very excusable,” she said, ingly.

«But I recall you perfectly as you | word,”” she said, simply, and detaching | the
| erowning work of Federici's genivs, It
gnized, but it was a sweet and attract- | ate attempt to retain a vanished dream. him again. was a wonderful evening for all who

With a beating heart Adriano re-

He felt a sense of relief that
ith which she had entered into the | face, instead of brushed smooth and made him happy and light-hearted as a

to hesitate a moment on seeing Daretti, | was round then instead of oval; you | cheeks and that light in her eyes,
Tneodora speaks of his love for but he turned away at once with a bow | were very plump, and had a great deal looked like the Margara of six years picture of poor Espiritu. *f Iv is per-  the main purpose of the story s the
¥apiritu to Madame Valorge and receives en- | of apology and passed on to the drawing | of color ; you were not as tall as you | ago, the Margara that had believed in | fectly true,” continued Victoire, grave- | same. The principal change v in the
room, where the majestic butler was | are now, and your eyes were darker and | knights and heroes, in brave men and ly. ** You should see her visiting the | third act, where Cordelia hears of her
remonstrations of Madame Daepoule and | announcing his name in broad English | were laughing all the time."' true hearts, in Perecivals and Galahads. | poor. When the Sisters take her to see | sister's cruelty and her father's degra-
accents. Her eyes laughed again now. She “f St. Margaret is my couunterfeit, I | the worst cases, where they hardly dare | dation, and, forgiving all, takes leave of
The large reception-rooms were | Was partly flattered at the aceuracy of | suppose the dragon is yours,’ she said, 1 wo themselves, she is simply radiant. | her husband, and rushes to meet the
leasantly filled by members of the | his memory after such a lapse of time laughingly. Since she had decided lu‘ When she meets a really hardened sin- | stricken old man. The last act repre-
Spanish, Italian, and English colonies | and partly amused at the unconsciously | have faith in him, her heart felt wonder- | ner, degraded aud brutal, then it is sented the defeat of the French a ‘j,...‘
f Paris and a number of French | implied disparagement of her present | fully easy and gay. ‘Imppim!.\s. for she has found asoul truly | and the grief of Lear over the mur-
\milies of rank. The announcement | looks. She smiled outright, and that | “It is mine inithat I am at your feet,'’ i“"”'“' loving." dered form of Cordelia, supported by
; e | Of the great singer's name caused a | smile was a revelagion. | he replied, bending towards her, and Espiritu was scarlet and her eyes | and dying in the arms of the faithf il
ipple of excitement, for though a “I know you now—I know you now ! | they smiled into each other’s eyes in \ were full of tears, but she laughed | Edgar. It was the third act that was
favorite of many seasons he was still said Adriano, softly. He felt sure that | sheer happiness.  Then she dropped | heartily with the rest. considered the gem of the whold ora
Theodore. Rhe ieils him tho secret of her | one of the biggest lions of Paris society. ' the smile which so transfigured her was hers with a slight sigh, and he sighed “ “ 1 know it,"” said Teodoro, solemnly, | and was almost wholly sustained by
‘istoeratic Countness d' | a rare one on her lips, and he longed to | 100, though hardly knowing why. \ “and it makes me feel badly, for I fear | Cordelia. ¥ i
Usseglio received him with cordality as | think of something to say or do that | But such moments of happy under- | I have deceived the poor child, T was As Adriano retived from the ovation
one of the family, and Daretti then | would keep it there. Again he looked | standing ave brief. Other guests were | sO afraid she would not accept me that after the second act, Madame Deledoule
turned to where the Marchioness of earnestly into her face, and what a re- | arriving, and Margara moved gracious- | I led her to believe I was an abandoned | met him  at his dressing door,
Palafox was receiving by her side. fined, sensitive, high-bred face it was ;| ly and sweetly forward to fulfil her | reprobate of the darkest hue, and she | She was greatly agitated. na had

How lovely she still was as she stood | how dainty the outlines, how tender the duties as one of the hostesses of the | took me at once without a murmur. | suddenly felt very faint and had sent

there, sad, widowed, crowned with | shadows | | evening. What troubles me is that I have got to | for Miss Carson. They had given her
gray, but tender, high-souled, distin- “ Phis is not the first time you have A hand was laid on Daretti's shoulder | keep up the character if I wish to re- | restoratives and she was now better
guished as ever, and with the added | met me of late without recognizing me,"" | and he turned round to look into Sir | retain her affection, and I fear it will | and ready to go on the stage, but still
dignity of sorrow and a touching gentle- | she said, still smiling. | Guy Ainsworth's open, pleasant coun- be a difficult task." very nervous. Adriano hurried round
ness and consideration of manner! e There was a rieh color mounting in | tenance. “ Why should it be diflicult ?"" re-| to the flies, where Catalina was already
bowed low before her and kissed the | her cheeks now, and Adriano wondered “I've been hunting high and low for | torted Espiritu. * You are certainly | standing. She was deadly white, but
hand she extended cordially to him, how he could have thought for an in-| you to introduce you to Vietoire, and | ready enough at invention." she smiled bravely at him and held out
and then glanced from her to the stant that she was less pretty than form- lo! here I find you chatting with her as “ Comfort yourself, Theodoro,” put  her hand.

pretty gypsy face by her side. erly. Surely this exquisite, spiritual if you had been intimate for years. |in Choulex. ** The afMicted are almost “ This is my opportunity to justify

“You will hardly remember Pepilla,”
said the marchioness. *‘ She was still
in the school-room when you used to
come to our house six years ago, but
she knows your brother quite well.”

“ Yos, indeed,” eried the young girl,
¢« and we have followed his carcer with
the greatest interest and delight. He
used to be such a dear boy and had

countenance had a beauty of its own | Who forestalled me, I should like to | as dear to her as sinners, and as the | your choice,” she said, gayly ; but as
that appealed to a higher element in ‘\ know 2" years go on there will be less need of | he came up to her, taking her hand and
him than the child's prettiness could “Victoire ? Lady Ainsworth ?'’ | deception. When you are ‘old and de- | trying to say something cheering and
have done, a beauty of intellect refined | stammere Adriano. ‘‘What do you erepit and bald and hard of hearing and | flattering, she suddenly clung to him
and matured by thought and experience, | mean 2 | have been talking to a young rheumatie and feeble-minded, then she | with an agonized cry, and fell fainting
a beauty of soul chastened and sanctified | lady that I nsed to know as Margara de | will love you dearly for your own sake, | in his arms. ’
by the sorrows of 1 “*She must have | Su‘l: lhyluv." ] and your (Et‘:rliuing years may bespent They carried her to her room and
heen through the very furnace of afflic- | It is years since any of us have | virtuously. . la e
tion,” he thought. *‘I wonder what the | called her by that name,” said Sir ““ Oh, don't don’t,"’ pleaded Espiritu.
such a beautiful face, and now it is like | story of her life has been ! She hasa | Guy. « When she married Phil there | ** It is too bad to talk of me in this way. | amount of restoratives would bring her
a fairy story to have him turn out such | consecrated look, as of a young nun | were so many Margarets in our amily | Tt is all Victoire's fault ; she began it, | :”m, condition (4; ~in'; again that pight
a prince of singers !’ who has learned that life is vanity and my mother, my sister, and my father’s | and I will have my rovenge. She loves | [, his distress 'A‘T‘.i.:“, \\'m,l le.-
“ Theodore still has the same angelic | has turned from the world to devote sister—that we began to call her by sinners herself, for all she may say, and | "i\"-ub up ;.\v'.,'.:im”., ‘hul the m \hagon
countenance,’” said the marchioness. herself to heaven.' | second name, Maria de-las Victorias in | a great deal more than I possibly could. :.‘..;”,.dl him u). his senses. M A
“We all ecall him the young St. He was so absorbed in his thonghts as | Spanish, which we shortened into the | Why, we have been going for days to | \:,“' was Senorita liis.diur'\.unA«ln:r\Uu‘l\'
Stephen.’' ho stood silently contemplating her that | French Victoire. I do not know of any | see a horrible old ereature, repulsive to | gho wis :," h'lmi ~||1:i ready to take the
Pepilla looked up at the big, darkiman | he did not hear her speak. She made who calls her Margara nowadays.’ the last degree, who railed against the | & ; : of 4 :
before her. *‘How very unlike you ‘ another attempt to rouse him. He | When she married Phil! Victoire, | rich and against religion till it made
brothers are !’ she remarked, demure- | started, for this time he realized that | Lady Ainsworth! The room seemed to | your blood curdle. But somehow the | iy five minutes. Adriano looked down
ly. she was speaking, but he had nnmore" whirl round with Adriano. She had | grace of God touched her, and at last | 3¢ the h,‘l-_‘”l.,;(.il‘,u‘ f“,,--“ ,.;‘t-.nl‘-.q
' Pona Josefa,” exclaimed Adriano, | idea than the dead what she was saying | said, “‘ Tused to be knownas Margara.” | she asked for the sacraments. Then | S e e TihAL bava looked ab the
in laughing remonstrance, ‘¢ t have | to him. | Yes, of course, he might have guessed | you should have seen Victoire ! She | :xlxurd(:rﬁ{L"nr(lvl.i't :.u y 'hm,:.l‘ by her
I done to deserve that ?'’ « I have to beg your pardon again," | it! Hers was just the face for the sad | rushed up to this dirty old hag and act- \M,.I.;. \1.“[.““0‘1,“‘.1 ,l,,;m‘ was wring-
Pepilla laughed too. *‘ But are not | he stammered, thoroughly disconcerted [ little history that had always so ually threw her arms round her, and | -in" I;x:r ],.l‘mi.,. i'“ .m.l uish ",.,[ lllrv
barytones always villains 2'" she asked. and blushing deeply. Oh, why could “ touched him. He had put Lady Ains- | hugged and kissed heras if she were the | symn: Lh('ti‘c 'l*-ml«m} g vr'\'in."‘ ke &
T always think of them as such from | he not be invisible for a few moments, | worth up on a pedestal as ** a widow in- | loveliest object in the world !" | c.hiltllv‘ ) e )
Dona Juan and Tago downward, if in-| te study that sweet face more and more ? | deed,’’ far removed by her tragic little Lady Ainsworth flushed in her turn | Louise Carson took Paris by surprise
deed one can go farther down!” Why was there any need of conven- | romance from every-day loves and lov- | and pretended to shudder. “ th'\‘( night " She was a popular singer
“ It is an unfortunate trait of ours,” tional talk between them ? But of ; ers, and it had been a positive shock to | * It makes me creep now to remember “.ilth .l-“,.}nl ‘l-il‘il“.u" |‘,1,»l.|.1|‘|w \-.:.'4-:
he admitted. | course she could not know what he was | him to have Ainsworth suggest that | it,”" she said, laughing, and giving her | 4;q ws ::In"i;:lm and attractive actress.

id her on the sofa and applied restor-
atives, but all felt instinctively that no

part, and after a word of explanation to
the audience the curtain would go up

W

Other guests now claimed the hos- | feeling. she might marry again. And she now | dress a little shake. During Espiritu’s | Ag Zerlina, or Rosina, or Lady Henri-
tessos' attention, and he was free to |« A penny for your thoughts !’ she | turned out to be his Margara, his prin- recital she had looked down steadily, ;H,‘ she was )mrl’m-ti:)n but no one had
look about him. He was greatly dis- | said, flippantly, to relieve his embar- | cess! Here a fierce pang of jealousy | but now as she raised her eyes she felt t;\'|~r' ﬂwnvi‘\tml ideas :»l tragedy or
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