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not dishevelled, but was c «-iled in the symmetrical
rolls imperiously demanded by Dame Fashion as

she reigned in P;24ris.' Her face beneath was dark
and, glowing, her eyes'composed'as she would have
them, and her resemblance to'fier dead father was
extraoreinary.

She looked expectantly aitMr. Armour. He bit
his lip and ---- ithout §peaking drew aside a velvet
portière with a hand shaking from some strong and

overmastering emotion and signed to her toý enter
the drawing room.


