
THB EVENING.

with * low bow he held out hie hand a-ar-g East End Feedto Irle.Be sure ■* “Welcome to the Midnight, Mies 
Howard !" he said with a Smile that 
was halt-respectful, half-triumphant.

-The Midnight!” repeated Irle. Then 
she understood where she was. White 
tojtiie lips sjie looked round with a 
frightened (fise. She would have turn
ed and fled, but Ricardo had closed the 
door and leaned against It in a loung
ing and careless attitude, but at' the 
same time effectually barring her re
treat. “The Midnight!" she repeated. 
"What—what does this mean? Oh, 
j»ur graces»—" she faltered, breath
lessly, "I—I came because they told 
me that Paul was ill!"

His grace smiled soothingly.
'Ten thousand pardons!* he mur

mured. "There is no need for alarm; 
your little friend is, I trust, in perfect 
health. It was a little rttse, a pardon
able ruse, to obtain your presence here. 
Yes, I think you will admit that it twas 
pardonable when you reflect how high
ly we prise your company. The Mid
night is honored above words by your 
p^sence, Miss Howard! Permit me to 
lead you to a seat; the concert is not 
yet over!”

He held out his arm, but Iris shrank 
back with a look of indignant loath
ing.

“I—I have been deceived!” she pant
ed; then she drew herself to her full 
height and looked down at him, her 
glorious eyes blazing with all a wo
man's score. “How dared you!" she ex
claimed, and although the words were 
scarcely spoken above her breath, 
there was such majesty in them that 
the contemptible Jittle duke winced 
and changed color. “What harm did I 
ever do you that you should deliberate
ly plot to insult and degrade me?” she 
went on.

His grace went pale, and his eyes, 
glittered evilly, but he still smiled.

“Open the door, and let me go at 
once!” said Iris, still quietly but firm
ly, and with repressed passion.

The duke drew nearer, and whisper
ed half-coarlngly, half-threateningly—

ÿOon’t make a scene! You are here, 
and that’s an end of it! Stay five min
utes, and I will conduct you to'your
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„ RING 812.—He’s at Mr. Montmorency’s," said 
the hoy, with all the glibness of a, 
London .urchin who had been brought 
up behind the stage wings. “He’d gone 
there to play——"

“Yes, yes, I know,” broke in Iris. “I 
will come with you at once, at once. f. 
will not he a moment. Oh, Paul, Paul!”

She ran upstairs, and, catching up 
her hat and the long fur cloak which1 
she usually wore to and from ^ the! 
Lyric, was downstairs again before 
the boy tad scarcely time to prepare’ 
himself for the next lie. 

she said.
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the Spirit of the Giver-you are a“Come
good boy to come and tell me! Where 
is he?”

“This way,’ ‘I’ve gotsaid the
a cab here. I didn’t bring it up to the 
door for fear of frightening ypu, miss.”

“Yes, yes!" said Iris. "Is—is he—- 
Oh! tell me what it is.”

"It ain’t anything much,” said the 
imp. “He Just got faint like. He wrote 
a message on a piece of paper----- ”

■'Where is it?” said Irie, féveiÿhly.
“I lost it coming along,” returned 

the juvffliile Ananias. “There wasn’t 
anything in it, ’cept asking you to 
come.”

The hansom sped along through the 
deserted streets, and Iris, leaning for
ward eagerly, seemed to urge the 
horse with her handsome, terror- 
stricken eyes.

Suddenly it swept down Duke street, 
and pulled up at the Midnight. The boy 
jumped out, and held his hand, and the 
cabman drove off, with what, at an
other time, wphid have struck Iris as 
suspicious celerity, but her brain was 
in too much of a whirl to- notice rlt 
then.

The boy made way tor her to etrtef 
the hall, and at that moment a burst 
of music wafted down to them.

Iris drew back.
"What—what place is this?” she 

said.
said the boy.
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murmured penitently. “It is more like
ly that he has hesfd enough to tell 
Paul that he will nave a great suc
cess.” y

She lighted a candle and went down
stairs. The house seemed strangely 
quiet and still, and she stood for a 
moment with her hand raised, hesitat
ing, under a sudden fear of which she 
■was so ashamed that she opened the 
door so quickly that the wind blew 
out the candle.

"Paul, is it you?" she said.
“Does Mies Howard live here?” said 

a voice.
Iris started and leaned forward. A 

boy stood on the steps peering up at 
her—a boy whom she remembered as 
•having been among the carpenters at 
the Lyric.

"Oh. it’s you, Mise Howard," he'said. 
“Pier.se, I’ve brought a message from 
Mr. Paul.”

Iris caught her breath, and the col- 
bur left her face.

“What is it?” she breathed. “What 
has happened ? Quick! Is—is he ill?”

"You’re not to be frightened,” said 
the boy, evading her entreating and 
anxious eyes. “He ain’t exactly ill— 
that is, not serious—but he’s been took

“Not one moment!” broke in Iris. 
“Do you force me to appeal for pro
tection, your grace?” and she waved 
her hand toward the people.

The duke frowned and hit hie lip.
“For Heaven’s sake, be sensible!” 

he said, still in a whisper. “Remain five 
minutes! What harm can it do yoru?| 
None! Whereas, it yon insist upon
making a fuss----- ” He shrugged hie
shoulders. “My dear young lady, are
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ly! You can go as quietly as" you came; 
your presence will 'Scarcely be noticed 

.—come, 'tue, èetiSlbîef"
Iris stood panting, her ’ eyes all 

aflame ; contempt, anger, a passion of 
indignation, took possession of her, 
and, almost beside herself, she raised 
her hand—perhaps to strike him—cer
tainly to thrust him from between her 
and the door.
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of Toronto, Limited“Mr. Montmorency’s,’ 
unblushingly. “He’s got a little party 
on, and Master Paul has come to play 
to them. Mr. Montmorency wanted to 
send the people away, but Master Paul 
wouldn’t .hear of it."

“No, no! That is like him! Oh, Paul! 
Paul!”

“This way,” said the boy, and he led 
her up the stairs.

The duke went white, and 
slightly, then, with two spots of crim
son burning on his cheeks, he laugh-

Protected Where the Wear Gomes’
“You are not on the stage, now, my 

dear young lady," he said, mockingly.
heroics and make“Spare us these 

yourself at home. Good Heavens, this 
is not a thieves’ kitchen! You will find 
plenty of your acquaintances here! 
Stay five minutes, and—yes—sing one 
song for us! I’ll crave it on my bend
ed knees, if you like.”

Iris looked round desperately; one 
or two gentlemen had come near to 
them, among them Lord Railsford.

He bowed and smiled ; he had not 
heard a word of the conversation, and 
had no idea that she had been entrap
ped to the place.

(To be continued)

KMCKttHOI’S BLOUSE AND
DOCKER TKOISERS.CHAPTER XXVI.

AT A CRITICAL MOMENT.
“This way, miss,” said the boy, ey

ing her cunningly, and he laid hie 
hand upon the handle of the door.

As he did so, a burst of applause and 
laughter sounded from within. Iris 
drew back, and looked at the boy with 
anxious doubt.

“Paul is not in there,” she said, and 
a feeling that was scarcely strong 
enough for suspicion, smote her. “He 
is not in there with—with all that 
noise.”

“Oh, yes, he Is, miss," said the boy, 
quickly, but he evaded her anxious and 
questioning gaze.

“Go—go and tell him I am here," 
said Iris, drawing back a step; "go 

.and tell Mr. Montmorency-----”
Before she could finish, the boy op

ened the door, and the crowded room 
Was revested to Iris’ sight.

She stood surprised and overwhelm
ed by the crowd and the noise, but 
even then she was not suspicious, only 
startled. She turned to speak to the 
hoy, but with a quick movement he 
had got behind her, and was stealing 
swiftly down the stairs. Iris turned to 
follow him, when, from the crowded 
room, Ricardo glided toward her.

“You have come?" he bald, smooth
ly. *1 felt sure----- ”

“Paul!, Where le Paul?” she exclaim
ed, recoiling from him, her eyes fixed 
on his false, smiling thee.

“Our little friend Is here," he said. 
“DO not be alarmed; he Is to the room 
beyond there, waiting for you,” and he 
offered his arm.

They were standing to the open door
way, and Iris' entrance had already at
tracted attention. Men and women 
were looking round at her with mark
ed interest and curiosity, and there 
waa an unpleasant smile on the faces 
of the women. -

Iris* breath came that and painfully.
"Paul here?” she exclaimed as sus

picion and dread flashed upon her 
mind. “I—I do not believe it!” and she 
shraflk hack.

"On my honor!” commenced Rlc-
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feebly.
“Well, you could have asked, 

couldn’t you?” she persisted. You 
see she is one of those next-friend»- 
who have the privilege to persist.
Something Seemed to Hold me Back.

“I know I could have,” P confessed, 
seeing that confession was the only 
way out, "and I thought of It and al
most did and then I wondered if he 
was going our. way and by that time 
we were around the corner and I was 
thinking, well it’s too late no* any
way. But I don’t know why I didn’t 
invite him in the first place. What 
do you suppose held me back?”

"I don’t suppose,” fhe said. (You
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