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boast it was that with her voice and figure she could
pass for a man when she pleased

'^t^'n^Ti^T^u^^ ^d stopped a moment.

theatre said the Italian. 'I have been listening to her
m^the^h^ouse, though I have heard her «, jten ^

J^^f^'^^^^^^womBJi. 'What do you think

'It is the voice of an angel-and then, she b hand-
some, tool But '

'But what?'

;She is a statue,' answered the contralto in a tone ofmmgted pity and contempt. 'She has no heart.'

'I never heard it said of you I You have a heart asbig as the world!' Ite Italian made a circle of h"two arms to convey an idea of the siie of the prhnadonnas heart, whUe the wholesale upholsterer, whohad a good eye, compared the measurement with thatlady s waist. 'You bring the tears to my eyes w^nyou smg, contmued ihe contralto, 'but Cordova is
d^erent. She only makes me hate her because she has
such a splendid voice I'

'Don't hate her, my dear,' said Madame Bonamii

cS% f/'Vr'^'"^^- And as for theh^
1 ' ll^^ * ^^"^ "^ ^"^ ' You must bi^ik it to
get anythmg out of it, and if you never break it at aU
It dnes up mto a sort of Uttle wooden cannon-balll

?T'V—^*-*j>t''^«-*««».<->^^


